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THE GARDEN OF ALLAH 


B'^'O K I 


PRELUDE 

I 


T he fatigue caused by a rough sea journey, and, perhaps, the 
consciousness that she would have to be dressed before 
dawn to catch the train for Beni-Mora, prevented Domini Enfilden 
from sleeping. There was deep silence in the Hotel de la Mer at 
Robertville. The French officers who took their pension' there 
had long since ascended the hill of Addouna to the barracks. The 
cafes had closed their doors to the drinkers and domino players. 
The lounging Arab boys had deserted the sandy Place de la 
Marine. In their sroallandduskybazaarsthelsraeliteshadreckoned 
up the takings of the day, and curled themselves up in gaudy quilts 
on their low divans to rest. Only two or three gendarmes were 
still about, and a few French and Spaniards at the Port, where, 
moored against the wharf, lay the steamer Le Geniral Bertrand, 
in which Domini had arrived that evening from Marseille. 

In the hotel the fair and plump Italian waiter, who had 
drifted to North Africa from Pisa, had swept up the crumbs from 
the two long tables in the salU-h-manger, smoked a thin, dark 
cigar over a copy of the Diphhe Algirienne, put the paper down, 
scratched his blonde head, on which the hair stood up in bristles, 
stared for a while at nothing in the firm manner of weary men 
who are at the same time thoughtless and depressed, and thrown 
himself on his narrow bed in the dusty corner of the little room 
on the stairs near the front door. Madame, the landlady, had 
laid aside her front and said her prayer to the Virgin. Monsieur, 
;he landlord, had muttered his last curse against the Jews and 
|runk his last glass of rum. They snored like honest people re- 
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cruiting their strength for the morrow. In number two, Suzanne 
Charpot, Domini’s maid, was dreaming of the Rue de Rivoli. 

But Domini, with wide-open eyes, was staring from her big, 
square pillow at the red brick floor of her bedroom, on which 
stood various trunks marked by the officials of the Douane. 
There were two windows in the room looking out towards the 
Place de la Marine, below which lay the station. Closed per¬ 
siennes of brownish-green, blistered wood protected them. One 
of these windows was open. Yet the candle at Domini’s bedside 
burnt steadily. The night was warm and quiet, without wind. 

As she lay there, Domini still felt the movement of the sea. 
The passage had been a bad one. The ship, crammed with 
French recruits for the African regiments, had pitched and 
rolled almost incessantly for thirty-one hours, and Domini and 
most of the recruits had been ilL Domini had had an inner 
cabin, with a skylight opening on to the lower deck, and had 
heard above the sound of the waves and winds their groans and 
exclamations, rough laughter, and half-timid, half-defiant conver¬ 
sations as she shook in her berth. At Marseille she had seen 
them come on board, one by one, dressed in every variety of 
poor costume, each one looking anxiously around to see what 
the others were like, each one carrying a mean yellow or black 
bag or a carefully-tied bundle. On the wharf stood a Zouave, in 
tremendous red trousers and a fez, among great heaps of dull 
brown woollen rugs. And as the recruits came hesitatingly along 
he stopped them with a sharp word, examined the tickets they 
held out, gave each one a rug, and pointed to the gangway that 
led from the wharf to the vessel. Domini, then leaning over 
the rail of the upper deck, had noticed the different expressions 
with which the recruits looked at the Zouave. To all of them he 
was a phenomenon, a mystery of Africa and of the new life for 
which they were embarking. He stood there impudently and 
indiflferently among the woollen rugs, his red fez pushed well 
back on his short, black hair cut en hrosse, his bronzed face 
twisted into a grimace of fiery contempt, throwing, with his big and 
.muscular arms, rug after rug to the anxious young peasants who 
filed before him. They all gazed at his legs in the billowing red 
trousers; some like children regarding a Jack-in-the-box which 
had just sprung up into view, others like ignorant, but supet;- 
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stitious, people who had unexpectedly come upon a shrine by the 
wayside. One or two seemed disposed to laugh nervously, as 
the very stupid laugh at anything they see for the first time. But 
fear seized them. They refrained convulsively and shambled on 
to the gangway, looking sideways, like fowls, and holding their 
rugs awkwardly to their breasts with their dirty, red hands. 

To Domini there was something pitiful in the sight of all 
these lads, uprooted from their homes in France, stumbling help¬ 
lessly on board this ship that was to convey them to Africa. 
They crowded together. Their poor bundles and bags jostled 
one against the other. With their clumsy boots they trod on 
each other’s feet. And yet all were lonely strangers. No two in 
the mob seemed to be acquaintances. And every lad, each in 
his different way, was furtively on the defensive, uneasily wonder¬ 
ing whether some misfortune might not presently come to him 
from one of these unknown neighbours. 

A few of the recruits, as they came on board, looked up at 
Domini as she leant over the rail; and in all the different 
coloured and shaped eyes she thought she read a similar 
dread, and nervous desire that things might turn out pretty well 
for them in the new existence that had to be faced. The 
Zouave, wholly careless or unconscious of the fact that he was 
an incarnation of Africa to these raw peasants, who had never 
before stirred beyond the provinces where they were born, went 
on taking the tickets, and tossing the woollen rugs to the passing 
figures, and pointing ferociously to the gangway. He got very 
tired of his task towards the end, and showed his fatigue to the 
latest comers, shoving their rugs into their arms with brusque 
violence. And when at length the wharf was bare he spat on it, 
rubbed his short-fingered, sunburnt hands down the sides of his 
blue jacket, and swaggered on board with the air of a dutiful but 
injured man who longed to do harm in the world. By this time 
the ship was about to cast off, and the recruits, ranged in line 
along the bulwarks of the lower deck, were looking in silence 
towards Marseille, which, with its tangle of tall houses, its forest 
of masts, its long, ugly factories and workshops, now represented 
to them the whole of France. The bronchial hoot of the siren 
rose up menacingly. Suddenly two Arabs, in dirty white bur¬ 
nouses and turbans bound with cords of camel’s hair, came running 
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along the wharf. The siren hooted again. The Arabs bounded 
over the gangway with grave faces. All the recruits turned to ex¬ 
amine them with a mixture of superiority and deference, such as 
a schoolboy might display when observing the agilities of a tiger. 
The ropes fell heavily from the posts of the quay into the water, 
and were drawn up dripping by the sailors, and Le General Bertrand 
began to move out slowly among the motionless ships. 

Domini, looking towards the land with the vague and yet 
inquiring glance of those who are going out to sea, noticed the 
church of Notre Dame de la Garde, perched on its high hill, and 
dominating the noisy city, the harbour, the cold, grey squadrons 
of the rocks and Monte Cristo’s dungeon. At the time she 
hardly knew it, but now, as she lay in bed in the silent inn, she 
remembered that, keeping her eyes upon the church, she had 
murmured a confused prayer to the Blessed Virgin for the 
recruits. What was the prayer? She could scarcely recall it. 
A woman’s petition, perhaps, against the temptations that beset 
men shifting for themselves in far-off and dangerous countries; 
a woman’s cry to a woman to watch over all those who wander. 

When the land faded, and the white sea rose, less romantic 
considerations took possession of her. She wished to sleep, and 
drank a dose of a drug. It did not act completely, but only 
numbed her senses. Through the long hours she lay in the 
dark cabin, looking at the faint radiance that penetrated through 
the glass shutters of the skylight. The recruits, humanised and 
drawn together by misery, were becoming acquainted. The 
incessant murmur of their voices dropped down to her, with 
the sound of the waves, and of the mysterious cries and creaking 
shudders that go through labouring ships. And all these noises 
seemed to her hoarse and pathetic, suggestive, too, of danger. 

When they reached the African shore, and saw the lights of 
houses twinkling upon the hills, the pale recruits were marshalled 
on the white road by Zouaves, who met them from the barracks 
of Robertville. Already they looked older than they had looked 
when they embarked. Domini saw them march away up the 
hill. They still clung to their bags and bundles. Some of them, 
lifting shaky voices, tried to sing in chorus. One of the Zouaves 
angrily shouted to them to be quiet. They obeyed, and disap¬ 
peared heavily into the shadows, staring about them anxiously 
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at the feathery palms that clustered in this new and dark country, 
and at the shrouded figures of Arabs who met them on the way. 

The red brick floor was heaving gently, Domini thought. She 
found herself wondering how the cane chair by the small wardrobe 
kept its footing, and why the cracked china basin in the iron 
washstand, painted bright yellow, did not stir and rattle. Her 
dressing-bag was open. She could see the silver backs and tops 
of the brushes and bottles in it gleaming. They made her think 
suddenly of England. She had no idea why. But it was too 
warm for England. There, in the autumn time, an open window 
would let in a cold air, probably a biting blast. The wooden 
shutter would be shaking. There would be, perhaps, a sound of 
rain. And Domini found herself vaguely pitying England and 
the people mewed up in it for the winter. Yet how many winters 
she had spent there, dreaming of liberty and doing dreary things, 
—things without savour, without meaning, without salvation for 
brain or soul. Her mind was still dulled to a certain extent by 
the narcotic she had taken. She was a strong and active woman, 
with long limbs and well-knit muscles, a clever fencer, a tire¬ 
less swimmer, a fine horsewoman. But to-night she felt almost 
neurotic, like one of the weak or dissipated sisterhood for whom 
“ rest cures ” are invented, and by whom bland doctors live. 
That heaving red floor continually emphasised for her her 
present feebleness. She hated feebleness. So she blew out the 
candle and, with misplaced energy, strove resolutely to sleep. 
Possibly her resolution defeated its object. She continued in 
a condition of dull and heavy wakefulness till the darkness 
became intolerable to her. In it she saw perpetually the long 
procession of the pale recruits winding up the hill of Addouna 
with their bags and bundles, like spectres on a way of dreams. 
Finally she resolved to accept a sleepless night. She lit her 
candle again and saw that the brick floor was no longer heaving. 
Two of the books that she called her “bed-books” lay within 
easy reach of her hand. One was Newman’s Dream of Geroniius, 
the other a volume of the Badminton Library. She chose the 
former and began to read. 

Towards two o’clock she heard a long-continued rustling. 
At first she supposed that her tired brain was still playing her 
tricks. But the rustling continued and grew louder. It 
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sounded like a noise coming from something very wide, and 
spread out as a veil over an immense surface. She got up, 
walked across the floor to the open window and unfastened the 
persiennes. Heavy rain was falling. The night was very black, 
and smelt rich and damp, as if it held in its arms strange 
offerings— a. merchandise altogether foreign, tropical and alluring. 
As she stood there, face to face with a wonder that she could not 
see, Domini forgot Newman. She felt the brave companionship 
of mystery. In it she divined the beating pulses, the hot, 
surging blood of freedom. 

She wanted freedom, a wide horizon, the great winds, the 
great sun, the terrible spaces, the glowing, shimmering radiance, 
the hot, entrancing noons and bloomy, purple nights of Africa. 
She wanted the nomad’s fires and the acid voices of the Kabyle 
dogs. She wanted the roar of the tom-toms, the clash of the 
cymbals, the rattle of the negroes’ castanets, the fluttering, 
painted fingers of the dancers. She wanted—more than she 
could express, more than she knew. It was there, want, aching 
in her heart, as she drew into her nostrils this strange and 
wealthy atmosphere. 

When Domini returned to her bed she found it impossible to 
read any more Newman. 'I'he rain and the scents coming up 
out of the hidden earth of Africa had carried her mind away, as 
if on a magic carpet. She was content now to lie awake in the 
dark. 

Domini was thirty-two, unmarried, and in a singularly inde¬ 
pendent—some might have thought a singularly lonely—situa¬ 
tion. Her father. Lord Rens, had recently died, leaving 
Domini, who was his only child, a large fortune. His life had 
been a curious and a tragic one. Lady Rens, Domini’s mother, 
had been a great beauty of a gipsy type, the daughter of a 
Hungarian mother and of Sir Henry Arlworth, one of the most 
prominent and ardent English Catholics of his day. A son of 
his became a priest, and a famous preacher and writer on 
religious subjects. Another child, a daughter, took the veil. 
Lady Rens, who was not clever, although she was almost 
universally considered to have the face of a muse, shared in 
the family ardour for the Church, but was far too f^ond of the 
world to leave it. While she was very young she met Lord Rens, 
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a Lifeguardsman of twenty-six, who called himself a Protestant, 
but who was really quite happy without any faith. He fell 
madly in love with her and, in order to marry her, became a 
Catholic, and even a very devout one, aiding his wife’s Church 
by every means in his power, giving large sums to Catholic 
charities, and working, with almost fiery zeal, for the spread of 
Catholicism in England. 

Unfortunately, his new faith was founded only on love for a 
human being, and when Lady Rens, who was intensely pas¬ 
sionate and impulsive, suddenly threw all her principles to the 
winds, and ran away with a Hungarian musician, who had made 
a furore one season in London by his magnificent violin-playing, 
her husband, stricken in his soul, and also wounded almost to 
the death in his pride, abandoned abruptly the religion of the 
woman who had converted and betrayed him. 

Domini was nineteen, and had recently been presented at 
Court when the scandal of her mother’s escapade shook the 
town, and changed her father in a day from one of the happiest 
to one of the most cynical, embittered and despairing of men. 
She, who had been brought up by both her parents as a Catholic, 
who had from her earliest years been earnestly educated in the 
beauties of religion, was now exposed to the almost frantic 
persuasions of a father who, hating all that he had formerly 
loved, abandoning all that, influenced by his faithless wife, he 
had formerly clung to, wished to carry his daughter with him into 
his new and most misenible way of life. But Domini, who, with 
much of her mother’s dark beauty, had inherited much of her 
quick vehemence and passion, was also gifted with brains, and 
with a certain largeness of temperament and clearness of insight 
which Lady Rens lacked. Even when she was still quivering 
under the shock and shame of her mother’s guilt and her 
own solitude, she was unable to share her father’s intensely 
egoistic view of the religion of the culprit. She could not be 
persuaded that the faith in which she had been brought up was 
proved to be a sham because one of its professors, whom she 
had above all others loved and trusted, had broken away from its 
teachings and defied her own belief. She would not secede with 
her father, but remained in the Church of the mother she was 
never to see again, and this in spite of extraordinary and dogged 
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efforts on the part of Lord Rens to pervert her to his own 
Atheism. His mind had been so warped by the agony of his 
heart that he had come to feel as if by tearing his only child 
from the religion he had been led to by the greatest sinner he 
had known, he would be, in some degree at least, purifying his 
life tarnished by his wife’s conduct, raising again a little way the 
pride she had trampled in the dust. 

Her uncle. Father Arlworth, helped Domini by his support and 
counsel in this critical period of her life, and Lord Rens in time 
ceased from the endeavour to carry his child with him as com¬ 
panion in his tragic journey from love and belief to hatred and 
denial. He turned to the violent occupations of despair, and the 
last years of his life were hideous enough, as the world knew and 
Domini sometimes suspected. But though Domini had resisted 
him she was not unmoved or wholly uninfluenced by her 
mother’s desertion and its effect upon her father. She remained 
a Catholic, but she gradually ceased from being a devout one. 
Although she had seemed to stand firm she had in truth been 
shaken, if not in her belief, in a more precious thing—her love. 
She complied with the ordinances, but felt little of the inner 
beauty of her faith. The effort she had made in withstanding 
her father’s assault upon it had exhausted her. Though she had 
had the strength to triumph at the moment, a partial and secret 
collapse was the price she had afterwards to pay. Father 
Arlworth, who had a subtle understanding of human nature, 
noticed that Domini was changed and slightly hardened by 
the tragedy she had known, and was not surprised or shocked. 
Nor did he attempt to force her character back into its 
former way of beauty. He knew that to do so would be 
dangerous, that Domini’s nature required peace in which to 
become absolutely normal once again after the shock it had 
sustained. 

When Domini was twenty-one he died, and her safest guide, 
the one who understood her best, went from her. The years 
passed. She lived with her embittered father, and drifted into 
the unthinking worldliness of the life of her order. Her home 
was far from ideal. Yet she would not marry. The wreck of 
her parents’ domestic life had rendered her mistrustful of human 
(relations. She had seen something of the terror of love, and 
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could not, like other women, regard it as safety and as sweetness. 
So she put it from her, and strove to fill her life with all those 
lesser things which men and women grasp, as the Chinese grasp 
the opium pipe, those things which lull our comprehension of 
realities to sleep. 

When Lord Rens died, still blaspheming, and without any of 
the consolations of religion, Domini felt the imperious need of 
change. She did not grieve actively for the dead man. In his 
last years they had been very far apart, and his death relieved her 
from the perpetual contemplation of a tragedy. Lord Rens had 
grown to regard his daughter almost with enmity in his enmity 
against her mother’s religion, which was hers. She had come to 
think of him rather with pity than with love. Yet his death was 
a shock to her. When he could speak no more, but only lie 
still, she remembered suddenly just what he had been before her 
mother’s flight. The succeeding period, long though it had been 
and ugly, was blotted out. She wept for the poor, broken life 
now ended, and was afraid for his future in the other world. 
His departure into the unknown roused her abruptly to a clear 
conception of how his action and her mother’s had affected her 
own character. As she stood by his bed she wondered what she 
might have been if her mother had been true, her father happy, 
to the end. Then she felt afraid of herself, recognising partially, 
and for the first time, how all these years had seen her long 
indifference. She felt self-conscious too, ignorant of the real 
meaning of life, and as if she had always been, and still remained, 
rather a complicated piece of mechanism than a woman. A 
desolate enervation of spirit descended upon her, a sort of bitter, 
and yet dull, perplexity. She began to wonder what she was, 
capable of what, of how much good or evil, and to feel sure that 
she did not know, had never known or tried to find out. Once, 
in this state of mind, she went to confession. She came away 
feeling that she had just joined with the priest in a farce. How 
can a woman who knows nothing about herself make anything 
but a worthless confession ? she thought. To say what you have 
done is not always to say what you are. And only what you are 
matters eternally. 

Presently, still in this perplexity of spirit, she left England 
with only her maid as companion. After a short tour in the 
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south of Europe, with which she was too familiar, she crossed the 
sea to Africa, which she had never seen. Her destination was 
£eni-Mora. She had chosen it because she liked its name, 
because she saw on the map that it was an oasis in the Sahara 
Desert, because she knew it was small, quiet, yet face to face with 
an immensity of which she had often dreamed. Idly she fancied 
that perhaps in the sunny solitude of Beni-Mora, far from all the 
friends and reminiscences of her old life, she might learn to 
understand herself. How? She did not know. She did not 
seek to know. Hers was a vague pilgrimage, as many pil¬ 
grimages are in this world—the journey of a searcher who 
knew not what she sought. And so now she lay in the dark, 
and heard the rustle of the warm African rain, and smelt the 
perfumes rising from the ground, and felt tKat the unknowm was 
very near her—the unknown with all its blessed possibilities of 
change. 


II 

Long before dawn the Italian waiter rolled off his little bed, 
put a cap on his head, and knocked at Domini’s and at Suzanne 
Charpot’s doors. 

It was still dark, and still raining, when the two women came 
out to get into the carriage that was to take them to the station. 
The Place de la Marine was a sea of mud, brown and sticky as 
nougat. Wet palms dripped by the railing near a desolate kiosk 
painted green and blue. The sky was grey and low. Curtains 
of tarpaulin were let down on each side of the carriage, and 
the coachman, who looked like a Maltese, and wore a round 
cap edged with pale yellow fur, was muffled up to the ears. 
Suzanne’s white face was puffy with fatigue, and her dark eyes, 
generally good-natured and hopeful, were dreary, and squinted 
slightly, as she tipped the Italian waiter, and handed her mis¬ 
tress’s dressing-bag and rug into the carriage. The waiter stood 
on the discoloured step, yawning from ear to ear. Even the tip 
could not excite him. Before the carriage started he had gone 
into the hotel and banged the door. The horses trotted quickly 
through the mud, descending the hill. One of the tarpaulin 
curtains had been left unbuttoned by the coachman. It flapped 
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to and fro, and when its movement was outward Domini could 
catch short glimpses of mud, of glistening palm-leaves with yellow 
stems, of gas-lamps, and of something that was like an extended 
grey nothingness. This was the sea. Twice she saw Arabs 
trudging along, holding their skirts up in a bunch sideways, and 
showing legs bare beyond the knees. Hoods hid their faces. 
They appeared to be agitated by the weather, and to be con¬ 
tinually trying to plant their naked feet in dry places. Suzanne, 
who sat opposite to Domini, had her eyes shut. If she had not 
from time to time passed her tongue quickly over her full, pale 
lips she would have looked like a dead thing. The coquettish 
angle at which her little black hat was set on her head seemed 
absurdly inappropriate to the occasion and her mood. It 
suggested a hat being worn at some festival. Her black, 
gloved hands were twisted together in her lap, and she allowed 
her plump body to wag quite loosely with the motion of the 
carriage, making no attempt at resistance. She had really the 
appearance of a corpse sitting up. The tarpaulin flapped mono¬ 
tonously. The coachman cried out in the dimness to his horses 
like a bird, prolonging his call drearily, and then violently crack¬ 
ing his whip. Domini kept her eyes fixed on the loose tarpaulin, 
so that she might not miss one of the wet visions it discovered 
by its reiterated movement. She had not slept at all, and felt as 
if there were a gritty dryness close behind her eyes. She also felt 
very alert and enduring, but not in the least natural. Had some 
extraordinary event occurreji; had the carriage, for instance, 
rolled over the edge of the rdad into the sea, she was convinced 
that she could not have managed to be either surprised or 
alarmed. If anyone had asked her whether she was tired she 
would certainly have answered “ No.” 

Like her mother, Domini was of a gipsy type. She stood five 
feet ten, had thick, almost coarse and wavy black hair that was 
parted in the middle of her small head, dark, almond-shaped, 
heavy-lidded eyes, and a clear, warmly-white skin, unflecked with 
colour. She never flushed under the influence of excitement or 
emotion. Her forehead was broad and low. Her eyebrows 
were long and level, thicker than most women’s. The shape of 
her face was oval, with a straight, short nose, a short but rather 
prominent and round chin, and a very expressive mouth, not 
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very small, slightly depressed at the corners, with perfect teeth, 
and red Ups that were unusually flexible. Her figure was remark¬ 
ably athletic, with shoulders that were broad in a woman, and a 
naturally small waist. Her hands and feet were also small. She 
walked splendidly, like a Syrian, but without his defiant insolence. 
In her face, when it was in repose, there was usually an expression 
of still indifference, some thought of opposition. She looked her 
age, and had never used a powder-puff in her life. She could 
smile easily and easily become animated, and in her animation 
there was often fire, as in her calmness there was sometimes 
cloud. Timid people were generally disconcerted by her appear¬ 
ance, and her manner did not always reassure them. Her 
obvious physical strength had something surprising in it, and 
woke wonder as to how it had been, or might be, used. Even 
when her eyes were shut she looked singularly wakeful. 

Domini and Suzanne got to the station of Robertville much 
too early. The large hall in which they had to wait was 
miserably lit, blank and decidedly cold. The ticket-office 
was on the left, and the room was divided into two parts by a 
broad, low counter, on which the heavy luggage was placed 
before being weighed by two unshaven and hulking men in blue 
smocks. Three or four Arab touts, in excessively shabby 
European clothes and turbans, surrounded Domini, with offers 
of assistance. One, the dirtiest of the group, with a gaping 
eye-socket, in which there was no eye, succeeded by his 
passionate volubility and impudence in attaching himself to her 
in a sort of official capacity. He spoke fluent, but faulty, 
French, which attracted Suzanne, and, being abnormally muscular 
and active, in an amazingly short time got hold of all their boxes 
and bags and ranged them on the counter. He then indulged 
in a dramatic performance, which he apparently considered 
likely to rouse into life and attention the two unshaven men in 
smocks, who were smoking cigarettes, and staring vaguely at the 
metal sheet on which the luggage was placed to be weighed. 
Suzanne remained expectantly in attendance, and Domini, having 
nothing to do, and seeing no bench to rest on, walked slowly up 
and down the hall near the entrance. 

It was now half-past four in the morning, and in the air 
Domini fancied that she felt the cold breath of the coming 
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dawn. Beyond the opening of the station, as she passed and 
repassed in her slow and aimless walk, she saw the soaking 
tarpaulin curtains of the carriage she had just left glistening 
in the faint lamp-light. After a few minutes the Arabs she had 
noticed on the road entered. Their brown, slipperless feet 
were caked with sticky mud, and directly they found themselves 
under shelter in a dry place they dropped the robes they had 
been holding up, and, bending down, began to flick it off on to 
the floor with their delicate fingers. They did this with 
extraordinary care and precision, rubbed the soles of their feet 
repeatedly against the boards, and then put on their yellow 
slippers and threw back the hoods which had been drawn over 
their heads. 

A few French passengers straggled in, yawning and looking 
irritable. The touts surrounded them, with noisy offers of 
assistance. The men in smocks still continued to smoke and 
to stare at the metal sheet on the floor. Although the luggage 
now extended in quite a long line upon the counter they paid 
no attention to it, or to the violent and reiterated cries of the 
Arabs who stood behind it, anxious to earn a tip by getting it 
weighed and registered quickly. Apparently they were wrapped in 
savage dreams. At length a light shone through the small opening 
of the ticket-office, the men in smocks stirred and threw down 
their cigarette stumps, and the few travellers pressed forward 
against the counter, and pointed to their bo.xes with their sticks 
and hands. Suzanne Charpot assumed an e.xpression of attentive 
suspicion, and Domini ceased from walking up and down. 
Several of the recruits came in hastily, accompanied by two 
Zouaves. They were wet, and looked dazed and tired out. 
Grasping their bags and bundles they went towards the platform. 
A train glided slowly in, gleaming faintly with lights. Domini's 
trunks were slammed down on the weighing machine, and 
Suzanne, drawing out her purse, took her stand before the 
shining hole of the ticket-office. 

In the wet darkness there rose up a sound like a child 
calling out an insulting remark. This was followed immediately 
by the piping of a horn. With a jerk the train started, passed 
one by one the station lamps, and, with a steady jangling and 
rattling, drew out into the shrouded country. Domini was in 
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a wretchedly-lit carriage with three Frenchmen, facing the door 
which opened on to the platform. The man opposite to her 
was enormously fat, with a coal-black beard growing up to 
his eyes. He wore black gloves and trousers, a huge black 
cloth hat, and a thick black cloak with a black buckle near the 
throat. His eyes were shut, and his large, heavy head drooped 
forward. Domini wondered if he was travelling to the funeral of 
some relative. The two other men, one of whom looked like a 
commercial traveller, kept shifting their feet upon the hot-water 
tins that lay on the floor, clearing their throats and sighing 
loudly. One of them coughed, let down the window, spat, drew 
the window up, sat sideways, put his legs suddenly up on the 
seat and groaned. The train rattled more harshly, and shook 
from side to side as it got up speed. Rain streamed down the 
window-panes, through which it was impossible to see anything. 

Domini still felt alert, but an overpowering sensation of 
dreariness had come to her. She did not attribute this sensa¬ 
tion to fatigue. She did not try to analyse it. She only felt as if 
she had never seen or heard anything that was not cheerless, as 
if she had never known anything that was not either sad, or odd, 
or inexplicable. What did she remember? A train of trifles 
that seemed to have been enough to fill all her life; the arrival 
of the nervous and badly-dressed recruits at the wharf, their 
embarkation, their last staring and pathetic look at France, the 
stormy voyage, the sordid illness of almost everyone on board, 
the approach long after sundown to the small and unknown 
town, of which it was impossible to see anything clearly, the 
marshalling of the recruits pale with sickness, their pitiful 
attempt at cheerful singing, angrily checked by the 2^uaves in 
charge of them, their departure up the hill carrying their poor 
belongings, the sleepless night, the sound of the rain falling, 
the scents rising from the unseen earth, the tap of the Italian 
waiter at the door, the damp drive to the station, the long wait 
there, the sneering signal, followed by the piping horn, the 
jerking and rattling of the carriage, the dim light within it 
falling upon the stout Frenchman in his mourning, the streaming 
water upon the window-panes. These few sights, sounds, sen¬ 
sations were like the story of a life to Domini just then, were more, 
were like the whole of life; always dull noise, strange, flitting, 
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lale faces, and an unknown region that remained perpetually in¬ 
visible, and that must surely be ugly or terrible. 

The train stopped frequently at lonely little stations. Domini 
looked out, letting down the window for a moment. At each 
station she saw a tiny house with a peaked roof, a wooden 
railing dividing the platform from the country road, mud, grass 
bending beneath the weight of water-drops, and tall, dripping, 
shaggy eucalyptus trees. Sometimes the station-master’s children 
peered at the train with curious eyes, and depressed-looking 
Arabs, carefully wrapped up, their mouths and chins covered by 
folds of linen, got in and out slowly. 

Once Domini saw two women, in thin, floating white dresses 
and spangled veils, hurrying by like ghosts in the dark. Heavy 
silver ornaments jangled on their ankles, above their black 
slippers splashed with mud. Their sombre eyes stared out 
from circles of kohl, and, with stained, claret-coloured hands, 
whose nails were bright red, they clasped their light and bridal 
raiment to their prominent breasts. They were escorted by a 
gigantic man, almost black, with a zigzag scar across the left side 
of his face, who wore a shining brown burnous over a grey 
woollen jacket. He pushed the two women into the train as if 
he were pushing bales, and got in after them, showing enormous 
bare legs, with calves that stuck out like lumps of iron. 

The darkness began to fade, and presently, as the grey light 
grew slowly stronger, the rain ceased, and it was possible to see 
through the glass of the carriage window. 

The country began to discover itself, as if timidly, to 
Domini’s eyes. She had recently noticed that the train was 
going very slowly, and she could now see why. They were 
mounting a steep incline. The rich, damp earth of the plains 
beyond Robertville, with its rank grass, its moist ploughland and 
groves of eucalyptus, was already left behind. The train was 
crawling in a cup of the hills, grey, sterile and abandoned, 
without roads or houses, without a single tree. Small, grey-green 
bushes flourished here and there on tiny humps of earth, but 
they seemed rather to emphasise than to diminish the aspect of 
poverty presented by the soil, over which the dawn, rising from 
the wet arms of night, shed a cold and reticent illumination. By 
a gash in the rounded hills, where the earth was brownish 
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yellow, a flock of goats with flapping ears tripped slowly, followed 
by two Arab boys in rags. One of the boys was playing upon a 
pipe covered with red arabesques. Domini heard two or three 
bars of the melody. They were ineffably wild and birdlike, very 
clear and sweet. They seemed to her to match exactly the 
pure and ascetic light cast by the dawn over these bare, grey 
hills, and they stirred her abruptly from the depressed lassitude 
in which the dreary chances of recent travel had drowned her. 
She began, with a certain faint excitement, to realise that these 
low, round-backed hills were African, that she was leaving 
behind the sea, so many of whose waves wept along European 
shores, that somewhere, beyond the broken and near horizon 
line toward which the train was creeping, lay the great desert, 
her destination, with its pale sands and desolate cities, its 
sunburnt tribes of workers, its robbers, warriors and priests, 
its ethereal mysteries of mirage, its tragic splendours of colour, 
of tempest and of heat. A sense of a wider world than the 
compressed world into which physical fatigue had decoyed * t 
woke in her brain and heart. The little Arab, playing carelessly 
upon his pipe with the red arabesciues, was soon invisible among 
his goats beside the dry water-course that was probably the 
limit of his journeying, but Domini felt that like a musician at 
the head of a procession he had played her bravely forward into 
the dawn and Africa. 

At Ah-Souf Domini changed into another train and had the 
carriage to herself. I'he recruits had reached their destination. 
Hers was a longer pilgrimage and still towards the sun. She 
could not afterwards remember what she thought about during 
this part of her journey. Subsequent events so coloured all her 
memories of Africa that every fold of its sun-dried soil was 
endowed in her mind with the significance of a living thing. 
Every palm beside a well, every stunted vine and clambering 
flower upon an auberge wall, every form of hill and silhouette of 
shadow, became in her heart intense with the beauty and the 
pathos she used, as a child, to think must lie beyond the sunset. 

And so she forgot. 

A strange sense of leaving all things behind had stolen over 
her. She was really fatigued by travel and by want of sleep, but 
she did not know it. Lying back in her seat, with her head 
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against the dirty white covering of the shaking carriage, she 
watched the great change that was coming over the land. 

It seemed as if God were putting forth His hand to withdraw 
gradually all things of His creation, all the furniture He had put 
into the great Palace of the world; as if He meant to leave it 
empty and utterly naked. 

So Domini thought. 

First He took the rich and shaggy grass, and all the little 
flowers that bloomed modestly in it. Then He drew away the 
orange groves, the oleander and the apricot trees, the faithful 
eucalyptus with its pale stems and tressy foliage, the sweet waters 
that fertilised the soil, making it soft and brown where the plough 
seamed it into furrows, the tufted plants and giant reeds that 
crowd where water is. And still, as the train ran on. His gifts 
were fewer. At last even the palms were gone, and the Barbary 
fig displayed no longer among the crumbling boulders its tortured 
strength, and the pale and fantastic evolutions of its unnatural 
foliage. Stones lay everywhere upon the pale yellow or grey- 
brown earth. Crystals glittered in the sun like shallow jewels, 
and far away, under clouds that were dark and feathery, appeared 
bard and relentless mountains, which looked as if they were made 
of iron carved into horrible and jagged shapes. Where they fell 
into ravines they became black. Their swelling bosses and 
flanks, sharp sometimes as the spines of animals, were steel 
coloured. Their summits were purple, deepening where the 
clouds came down to ebony. 

Journeying towards these terrible fastnesses were caravans 
on which Domini looked with a heavy and lethargic interest. 
Many Kabyles, fairer than she was, moved slowly on foot towards 
their rock villages. 

Over the withered earth they went towards the distant 
mountains and the clouds. The sun was hidden. The wind 
continued to rise. Sand found its way in through the carriage 
windows. The mountains, as Domini saw them more clearly, 
looked more gloomy, more unearthly. There was something 
unnatural in their hard outlines, in the rigid mystery of their 
llmumerable clefts. That all these people should be journeying 
jlowards them was pathetic, and grieved the imagination. 

The wind seemed so cold, now the sun was hidden, that she 

B 
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had drawn both the windows up and thrown a rug over her. 
She put her feet up on the opposite seat, and half closed her 
eyes. But she still turned them towards the glass on her left, 
and watched. It seemed to her quite impossible that this 
shaking and slowly moving train had any destination. The 
desolation of the country had become so absolute that she could 
not conceive of anything but still greater desolation lying 
beyond. She had no feeling that she was merely traversing a 
tract of sterility. Her sensation was that she had passed the 
boundary of the world God had created, and come into some 
other place, upon which He had never looked and of which He 
had no knowledge. 

Abruptly she felt as if her father had entered into some such 
region when he forced his way out of his religion. And in this 
region he had died. She had stood on the verge of it by his 
deathbed. Now she was in it. 

There were no Arabs journeying now. No tents huddled 
among the low bushes. The last sign of vegetation was 
obliterated. The earth rose and fell in a series of humps and 
depressions, interspersed with piles of rock. Every shade of 
yellow and of brown mingled and flowed away towards the foot 
of the mountains. Here and there dry water-courses showed 
their teeth. Their crumbling banks were like the rind of an 
orange. Little birds, the hue of the earth, with tufted crests, 
tripped jauntily among the stones, fluttered for a few yards and 
alighted, with an air of strained alertness, as if their minute 
bodies were full of trembling wires. They were the only living 
things Domini could see. 

She thought again of her Father. In some such region as 
this his soul must surely be wandering, far away from God. 

She let down the glass. 

The wind was really cold and blowing gustily. She drank it 
in as if she were tasting a new wine, and she was conscious at 
once that she had never before breathed such air. There was 
a wonderful, a startling flavour in it, the flavour of gigantic 
spaces and of rolling leagues of emptiness. Neither among 
mountains nor upon the sea had she ever found an atmosphere 
so fiercely pure, clean and lively with unutterable freedom. She 
leaned out to it, shutting her eyes. And now that she saw 
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nothing her palate savoured it more intensely. The thought of 
her Father fled from her. All detailed thoughts, all the minutiae 
of the mind were swept away. She was bracing herself to an 
encounter with something gigantic, something unshackled, the 
being from whose lips this wonderful breath flowed. 

When two lovers kiss their breath mingles, and, if they 
really love, each is conscious that in the breath of the loved 
one is the loved one’s soul, coming forth from the temple of 
the body through the temple door. As Domini leaned out, 
seeing nothing, she was conscious that in this breath she drank 
there was a soul, and it seemed to her that it was the soul which 
flames in the centre of things, and beyond. She could not think 
any longer of her Father as an outcast because he had abandoned 
a religion. For all religions were surely here, marching side by 
side; and behind them, background to them, there was some¬ 
thing far greater than any religion. Was it snow or fire ? Was 
it the lawlessness of that which has made laws, or the calm of 
that which has brought passion into being ? Greater love than 
is in any creed, or greater freedom than is in any human liberty ? 
Domini only felt that if she had ever been a slave at this moment 
she would have died of joy, realising the boundless freedom that 
circles this little earth. 

“ Thank God for it! ” she murmured aloud. 

Her own words woke her to a consciousness of ordinary things 
—or made her sleep to the eternal. 

She closed the window and sat down. 

A little later the sun came out again, and the various shades 
of yellow and of orange that played over the wrinkled earth 
deepened and glowed. Domini had sunk into a lethargy so 
complete that, though not asleep, she was scarcely aware of the 
sun. She was dreaming of liberty. 

Presently the train slackened and stopped. She heard a loud 
chattering of many voices and looked out. The sun was now 
shining brilliantly, and she saw a station crowded with Arabs 
in white burnouses, who were vociferously greeting friends in the 
train, were offering enormous oranges for sale to the passengers, 
or were walking up and down gazing curiously into the carriages, 
with the unblinking determination and indifference to a return 
of scrutiny which she had already noticed and thought animal. 
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A guard came up, told her the place was El-Akbara, and that the 
train would stay there ten minutes to wait for the train from 
Beni-Mora. She decided to get out and stretch her cramped 
limbs. On the platform she found Suzanne, looking like a person 
who had just been slapped. One side of the maid’s face 
was flushed and covered with a faint tracery of tiny lines. The 
other was greyish white. Sleep hung in her eyes, over which the 
lids drooped as if they were partially paralysed. Her fingers 
were yellow from peeling an orange, and her smart little hat was 
cocked on one side. There were grains of sand on her black 
gown, and when she saw her mistress she at once began to com¬ 
press her lips, and to assume the expression of obstinate patience 
characteristic of properly-brought-up servants who find themselves 
travelling far from home in outlandish places. 

“ Have you been asleep, Suzanne ? ” 

“No, Mam’zelle.” 

“ You’ve had an orange ? ’’ 

“ I couldn’t get it down, Mam’zelle.’’ 

“Would you like to see if you can get a cup of coffee 
here ? ” 

“No, thank you, Mam’zelle. I couldn’t touch this Arab 
stuff.” 

“We shall soon be there now.” 

Suzanne made all her naturally small features look much 
smaller, glanced down at her skirt, and suddenly began to shake 
the grains of sand from it in an outraged manner, at the same 
time extending her left foot. Two or three young Arabs came 
up and stood, staring, round her. Their eyes were magnificent, 
and gravely observant. Suzanne went on shaking and patting 
her skirt, and Domini walked away down the platform, wondering 
what a French maid’s mind was like. Suzanne’s certainly had 
its limitations. It was evident that she was horrified by the sight 
of bare legs. Why ? 

As Domini walked along the platform among the fruit-sellers, 
the guides, the turbaned porters with their badges, the staring 
children and the ragged wanderers who thronged about the train, 
she thought of the desert to which she was now so near. It lay, 
she knew, beyond the terrific wall of rock that faced her. But 
she could see no opening. The towering summits of the cliffs. 
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jagged as the teeth of a wolf, broke crudely upon the serene 
purity of the sky. Somewhere, concealed in the darkness of the 
gorge at their feet, was the mouth from which had poured forth 
that wonderful breath, quivering with freedom and with unearthly 
things. The sun was already declining, and the light it 
cast becoming softened and romantic. Soon there would be 
evening in the desert. Then there would be night. And she 
would be there in the night with all things that the desert 
holds. 

A train of camels was passing on the white road that 
descended into the shadow of the gorge. Some savage-looking 
men accompanied them, crying continually, “ Oosh ! Oosh ! ” 
They disappeared, desert-men with their desert-beasts, bound no 
doubt on some tremendous journey through the regions of the 
sun. Where would they at last unlade the groaning camels? 
Domini saw them in the midst of dunes red with the dying fires 
of the west. And their shadows lay along the sands like weary 
things reposing. 

She started when a low voice spoke to her in French, and, 
turning round, saw a tall Arab boy, magnificently dressed in 
pale blue cloth trousers, a Zouave jacket braided with gold, 
and a fez, standing near her. She was struck by the colour 
of his skin, which was faint as the colour of cafe au lait, and by 
the contrast between his huge bulk and his languid, almost 
effeminate, demeanour. As she turned he smiled at her calmly, 
and lifted one hand toward the wall of rock. 

“ Madame has seen the desert ? ” he asked. 

“ Never,” answered Domini. 

" It is the garden of oblivion,” he said, still in a low voice, 
and speaking with a delicate refinement that was almost mincing. 
“ In the desert one forgets everything; even the little heart one 
loves, and the desire of one’s own soul.” 

“ How can that be ? ” asked Domini. 

“ Shal-lkh. It is the will of God. One remembers nothing 
any more.” 

His eyes were fixed upon the gigantic pinnacles of the 
rocks. There was something fanatical and highly imaginative in 
their gaze. 

“ What is your name ? ” Domini asked. 
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“ Batouch, Madame. You are going to Beni-Mora? ” 

“Yes, Batouch.” 

“I too. To-night, under the mimosa trees, I shall compose 
a poem. It will be addressed to Irena, the dancing-girl. She 
is like the little moon when it first comes up above the palm 
trees.” 

Just then the train from Beni-Mora ran into the station, and 
Domini turned to seek her carriage. As she was coming to 
it she noticed, with the pang of the selfish traveller who wishes 
to be undisturbed, that a tall man, attended by an Arab porter 
holding a green bag, was at the door of it and was evidently 
about to get in. He glanced round as Domini came up, half 
drew back rather awkwardly as if to allow her to precede him, 
then suddenly sprang in before her. The Arab lifted in the 
bag, and the man, endeavouring hastily to thrust some money 
into his hand, dropped the coin, which fell down between the 
step of the carriage and the platform. The Arab immediately 
made a greedy dive after it, interposing his body between 
Domini and the train; and she w’as obliged to stand waiting 
while he looked for it, grubbing frantically in the earth with 
his brown fingers, and uttering muffled exclamations, apparently 
of rage. Meanwhile, the tall man had put the green bag up on 
the rack, gone quickly to the far side of the carriage, and sat 
down looking out of the window. 

Domini was struck by the mixture of indecision and blunder¬ 
ing haste which he had shown, and by his lack of* courtesy 
Evidently he was not a gentleman, she thought, or he would 
surely have obeyed his first impulse and allowed her to get into 
the train before him. It seemed, too, as if he were determined 
to be discourteous, for he sat with his shoulder deliberately 
turned towards the door, and made no attempt to get his Arab 
out of the way, although the train was just about to start. 
Domini was very tired, and she began to feel angry with him, 
contemptuous too. The Arab could not find the money, and the 
little horn now piped its warning of departure. It was absolutely 
necessary for her to get in at once if she did not mean to stay 
at El-Akbara. She tried to pass the grovelling Arab, but as she 
did so he suddenly sprang up, jumped on to the step of the 
carriage, and, thrusting his body half through the doorway, 
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began to address a torrent of Arabic to the passenger within. 
The horn sounded again, and the carriage jerked backwards 
preparatory to starting on its way to Beni-Mora. 

Domini caught hold of the short European jacket the Arab 
was wearing, and said in French,— 

“ You must let me get in at once. The train is going.” 

The man, however, intent on replacing the coin he had lost, 
took no notice of her, but went on vociferating and gesticulating. 
The traveller said something in Arabic. Domini was now very 
angry. She gripped the jacket, exerted all her force, and pulled 
the Arab violently from the door. He alighted on the platform 
beside her and nearly fell. Before he had recovered himself she 
sprang up into the train, which began to move at that very 
moment. As she got in, the man who had caused all the bother 
was leaning forward with a bit of silver in his hand, looking as if 
he were about to leave his seat. Domini cast a glance of contempt 
at him, and he turned quickly to the window again and stared 
out, at the same time putting the coin back into his pocket. 
A dull flush rose on his cheek, but he attempted no apology, 
and did not even offer to fasten the lower handle of the door. 

“ What a boor! ” Domini thought as she bent but of the 
window to do it. 

When she turned from the door, after securing the handle, 
she found the carriage full of a pale twilight. The train was 
stealing into the gorge, following the caravan of camels which 
she had seen disappearing. She paid no more attention to her 
companion, and her feeling of acute irritation against him died 
away for the moment. The towering cliffs cast mighty shadows, 
the darkness deepened, the train, quickening its speed, seemed 
straining forward into the arms of night. There was a chill in 
the air. Domini drank it into her lungs again, and again was 
startled, stirred, by the life and the mentality of it. She was 
conscious of receiving it with passion, as if, indeed, she held her 
lips to a mouth and drank some being’s very nature into hers. 
She forgot her recent vexation and the man who had caused it. 
She forgot everything in mere sensation. She had no time to 
ask, “Whither am I going?” She felt like one borne upon a 
wave, seaward, to the wonder, to the danger, perhaps, of a mur¬ 
muring unknown. The rocks leaned forward; their teeth were 
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fastened in the sky; they enclosed the train, banishing the sun 
and the world from all the lives within it. She caught a fleeting 
glimpse of rushing waters far beneath her; of crumbling banks, 
covered with dibrts like the banks of a disused quarry; of 
shattered boulders, grouped in a wild disorder, as if they had 
been vomited forth from some underworld or cast headlong 
from the sky; of the flying shapes of fruit trees, mulberries and 
apricot trees, oleanders and palms; of dull yellow walls guarding 
pools the colour of absinthe, imperturbable and still. A strong 
impression of increasing cold and darkness grew in her, and the 
noises of the train became hollow, and seemed to be expanding, 
as if they were striving to press through the impending rocks and 
find an outlet into space; failing, they rose angrily, violently, in 
Domini’s ears, protesting, wrangling, shouting, declaiming. The 
darkness became like the darkness of a nightmare. All the trees 
vanished, as if they fled in fear. The rocks closed in as if to 
crush the train. There was a moment in which Domini shut 
her eyes, like one expectant of a tremendous blow that cannot 
be avoided. 

She opened them to a flood of gold, out of which the face of 
a man looked, like a face looking out of the heart of the sun. 


Ill 

It flashed upon her with the desert, with the burning heaps of 
carnation and orange-coloured rocks, with the first sand wilder¬ 
ness, the first brown villages glowing in the late radiance of the 
afternoon like carven things of bronze, the first oasis of palms, 
deep green as a wave of the sea and moving like a wave, the first 
wonder of Sahara warmth and Sahara distance. She passed 
through the golden door into the blue country, and saw this 
face, and, for a moment, moved by the exalted sensation of a 
magical change in all her world, she looked at it simply as a new 
sight presented, with the sun, the mighty rocks, the hard, blind 
villages, and the dense trees, to her eyes, and connected it with 
nothing. It was part of this strange and glorious desert region to 
her. That was all, for a moment. 



PRELUDE 


25 


In the play of untempered golden light the face seemed pale. 
It was narrow, rather long, with marked and prominent features, 
a nose with a high bridge, a mouth with straight, red lips, and a 
powerful chin. The eyes were hazel, almost yellow, with curious 
markings of a darker shade in the yellow, dark centres that 
looked black, and dark outer circles. The eyelashes were very 
long, the eyebrows thick and strongly curved. The forehead 
was high, and swelled out slightly above the temples. There 
was no hair on the face, which was closely shaved. Near the 
mouth were two faint lines that made Domini think of physical 
suffering, and also of mediseval knights. Despite the glory of 
the sunshine there seemed to be a shadow falling across 
the face. 

This was all that Domini noticed before the spell of change 
and the abrupt glory was broken, and she knew that she was 
staring into the face of the man who had behaved so rudely at 
the station of El-Akbara. The knowledge gave her a definite 
shock, and she thought that her expression must have changed 
abruptly, for a dull flush rose on the stranger’s thin cheeks and 
mounted to his rugged forehead. He glanced out of the window 
and moved his hands uneasily. Domini noticed that they 
scarcely tallied with his face. Though scrupulously clean, they 
looked like the hands of a labourer, hard, broad and brown. 
Even his wrists, and a small section of his left forearm, which 
showed as he lifted his left hand from one knee to the other, 
were heavily tinted by the sun. The spaces between the fingers 
were wide, as they usually are in hands accustomed to grasping 
implements, but the fingers themselves were rather delicate and 
artistic. 

Domini observed this swiftly. Then she saw that her neigh¬ 
bour was unpleasantly conscious of her observation. This vexed 
her vaguely, perhaps because even so trifling a circumstance was 
like a thin link between them. She snapped it by ceasing to 
look at or think of him. The window was down. A delicate 
and warm breeze drifted in, coming from the thickets of the 
palms. In flashing out of the darkness of the gorge Domini 
had had the sensation of passing into a new world and a new 
atmosphere. The sensation stayed with her now that she was 
no longer dreaming or giving the reins to her imagination but 
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was calmly herself. Against the terrible rampart of rock the 
winds beat across the land of the Tell. But they die there 
frustrated. And the rains journey thither and fail, sinking into 
the absinthe-coloured pools of the gorge. And the snows and 
even the clouds stop, exhausted in their pilgrimage. The gorge 
is not their goal, but it is their grave, and the desert never sees 
their burial. So Domini’s first sense of casting away the known 
remained, and even grew, but now strongly and quietly. It was 
well founded, she thought. For she looked out of the carriage 
window towards the barrier she was leaving, and saw that on this 
side, guarding the desert from the world that is not desert, it was 
pink in the evening light, deepening here and there to rose 
colour, whereas on the far side it had a rainy hue as of rocks in 
England. And there was a lustre of gold in the hills, tints of 
glowing bronze slashed with a red live as the heart of a wound, 
but recalling the heart of a flower. The folds of the earth 
glistened. There was flame down there in the river bed. The 
wreckage of the land, the broken fragments, gleamed as if braided 
with precious things. Everywhere the salt crystals sparkled with 
the violence of diamonds. Everywhere there was a strength of 
colour that hurled itself to the gaze, unabashed and almost 
savage, the colour of summer that never ceases, of heat that 
seldom dies, in a land where there is no autumn and seldom 
a flitting cold. 

Down on the road near the village there were people; old 
men playing the “ lady’s game ” with stones set in squares of 
sand, women peeping from flat roofs and doorways, children 
driving goats. A man, like a fair and beautiful Christ, with 
long hair and a curling beard, beat on the ground with a staff 
and howled some tuneless notes. He was dressed in red and 
green. No one heeded him. A distant sound of the beating 
of drums rose in the air, mingled with piercing cries uttered by 
a nasal voice. And as if below it, like the orchestral accom¬ 
paniment of a dramatic solo, hummed many blending noises; 
faint calls of labourers in the palm-gardens and of women at the 
wells; chatter of children in dusky courts sheltered by reeds 
and pale-stemmed grasses; dim pipings of homeward-coming 
shepherds drowned, with their pattering charges, in the golden 
vapours of the west; soft twitterings of birds beyond brown walls 
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in green seclusions; dull barking of guard dogs; mutter of camel 
drivers to their velvet-footed beasts. 

The caravan which Domini had seen descending into the 
gorge reappeared, moving deliberately along the desert road 
towards the south. A watch-tower peeped above the palms. 
Doves were circling round it. Many of them were white. They 
flew like ivory things above this tower of glowing bronze, which 
slept at the foot of the pink rocks. On the left rose a mass of 
blood-red earth and stone. Slanting rays of the sun struck it, 
and it glowed mysteriously like a mighty jewel. 

As Domini leaned out of the window, and the salt crystals 
sparkled to her eyes, and the palms swayed languidly above the 
waters, and the rose and mauve of the hills, the red and orange 
of the earth, streamed by in the flames of the sun before the 
passing train like a barbaric procession, to the sound of the 
hidden drums, the cry of the hidden priest, and all the whisper¬ 
ing melodies of these strange and unknown lives, tears started 
into her eyes. The entrance into this land of flame and colour, 
through its narrow and terrific portal, stirred her almost beyond 
her present strength. The glory of this world mounted to her 
heart, oppressing it. The embrace of Nature was so violent that 
it crushed her. She felt like a little fly that had sought to wing 
its way to the sun and, at a million miles’ distance from it, was 
being shrivelled by its heat. When all the voices of the village 
fainted away she was glad, although she strained her ears to 
hear their fading echoes. Suddenly she knew that she was 
very tired, so tired that emotions acted upon her as physical 
exertion acts upon an exhausted man. She sat down and 
shut her eyes. For a long time she stayed with her eyes 
shut, but she knew that on the windows strange lights were 
glittering, that the carriage was slowly filling with the ineffable 
splendours of the west. Long afterwards she often wondered 
whether she endowed the sunset of that day with supernatural 
glories because she was so tired. Perhaps the salt mountain 
of El-Alia did not really sparkle like the celestial mountains in 
the visions of the saints. Perhaps the long chain of the Aures 
did not really look as if all its narrow clefts had been powdered 
with the soft and bloomy leaves of unearthly violets, and the 
desert was not cloudy in the distance towards the Zibans with 
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the magical blue she thought she saw there, a blue neither 
of sky nor sea, but like the hue at the edge of a flame in 
the heart of a wood fire. She often wondered, but she 
never knew. 

The sound of a movement made her look up. Her com¬ 
panion was changing his place and going to the other side 
of the compartment. He walked softly, no doubt with the 
desire not to disturb Domini. His back was towards her for 
an instant, and she noticed that he was a powerful man, though 
very thin, and that his gait was heavy. It made her think again 
of his labourer’s hands, and she began to wonder idly what was 
his rank and what he did. He sat down in the far corner on 
the same side as herself and stared out of his window, crossing 
his legs. He wore large boots with square toes, clumsy and 
unfashionable, but comfortable and good for walking in. His 
clothes had obviously been made by a French tailor. The stuff 
of them was grey and woolly, and they were cut tighter to the 
figure than English clothes generally are. He had on a black 
silk necktie, and a soft brown travelling hat dented in the 
middle. By the way in which he looked out of the window, 
Domini judged that he, too, was seeing the desert for the first 
time. There was something almost passionately attentive in 
his attitude, something of strained eagerness in that part of his 
face which she could see from where she was sitting. His 
cheek was not pale, as she had thought at first, but brown, 
obviously burnt by the sun of Africa. But she felt that under¬ 
neath the sunburn there was pallor. She fancied he might be 
a painter, and was noting all the extraordinary colour effects 
with the definiteness of a man who meant, perhaps, to reproduce 
them on canvas. 

The light, which had now the peculiar, almost supernatural 
softness and limpidity of light falling at evening from a declin¬ 
ing sun in a hot country, came full upon him, and brightened 
his hair. Domini saw that it was brown with some chestnut 
in it, thick, and cut extremely short, as if his head had recently 
been shaved. She felt convinced that he was not French. He 
might be an Austrian, perhaps, or a Russian from the south of 
Russia. He remained motionless in that attitude of profound 
observation. It suggested great force not merely of body, but 
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also of mind, an almost abnormal concentration upon the thing 
observed. This was a man who could surely shut out the whole 
world to look at a grain of sand, if he thought it beautiful or 
interesting. 

They were near Beni-Mora now. Its palms appeared far oflf, 
and in the midst of them a snow-white tower. The Sahara lay 
beyond and around it, rolling away from the foot of low, brown 
hills, that looked as if they had been covered with a soft powder 
of bronze. A long spur of rose-coloured mountains stretched 
away towards the south. The sun was very near his setting. 
Small, red clouds floated in the western quarter of the sky, 
and the far desert was becoming mysteriously dim and blue 
like a remote sea. Here and there thin wreaths of smoke 
ascended from it, and lights glittered in it, like earth-bound 
stars. 

Domini had never before understood how strangely, how 
strenuously, colour can at moments appeal to the imagination. 
In this pageant of the East she saw arise the naked soul of 
Africa; no faded, gentle thing, fearful of being seen, fearful 
of being known and understood; but a phenomenon vital, 
bold and gorgeous, like the sound of a trumpet pealing a 
great reveillL As she looked on this flaming land laid fear¬ 
lessly bare before her, disdaining the clothing of grass, plant 
and flower, of stream and tree, displaying itself with an almost 
brazen insouciance, confident in its spacious power, and in its 
golden pride, her heart leaped up as if in answer to a deliberate 
appeal. The fatigue in her died. She responded to this rh<eille 
like a young warrior who, so soon as he is wakened, stretches 
out his hand for his sword. The sunset flamed on her clear, 
white cheeks, giving them its hue of life. And her nature 
flamed to meet it. In the huge spaces of the Sahara her soul 
seemed to hear the footsteps of Freedom treading towards the 
south. And all her dull perplexities, all her bitterness of ennui, 
all her questionings and doubts, were swept away on the keen 
desert wind into the endless plains. She had come from her 
last confession asking herself, “What am I?” She had felt 
infinitely small confronted with the pettiness of modern, civilised 
life in a narrow, crowded world. Now she did not torture her¬ 
self with any questions, for she knew that something large 
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something capable, something perhaps even noble, rose up 
within her to greet all this nobility, all this mighty frankness 
and fierce, undressed sincerity of nature. This desert and 
this sun would be her comrades, and she was not afraid of 
them. 

Without being aware of it she breathed out a great sigh, 
feeling the necessity of liberating her joy of spirit, of letting 
the body, however inadequately and absurdly, make some de¬ 
monstration in response to the secret stirring of the soul. The 
man in the far corner of the carriage turned and looked at her. 
When she heard his movement Domini remembered her irrita¬ 
tion against him at El-Akbara. In this splendid moment the 
feeling seemed to her so paltry and contemptible that she had 
a lively impulse to make amends for the angry look she had 
cast at him. Possibly, had she been quite normal, she would 
have checked such an impulse. The voice of conventionality 
would have made itself heard. But Domini could act vigor¬ 
ously, and quite carelessly, when she was moved. And she 
was deeply moved now, and longed to lavish the humanity, 
the sympathy and ardour that were quick in her. In answer 
to the stranger’s movement she turned towards him, opening 
her lips to speak to him. Afterwards she never knew what she 
meant to say, whether, if she had spoken, the words would have 
been French or English. For she did not speak. 

The man’s face was illuminated by the setting sun as he 
sat half round on his seat, leaning with his right hand palm 
downwards on the cushions. The light glittered on his short 
hair. He had pushed back his soft hat, and exposed his high, 
rugged forehead to the air, and his brown left hand gripped the 
top of the carriage door. The large, knotted veins on it, the 
stretched sinews, were very perceptible. The hand looked 
violent. Domini’s eyes fell on it as she turned. The impulse 
to speak began to fail, and when she glanced up at the man’s 
face she no longer felt it at all. For, despite the glory of the 
sunset on him, there seemed to be a cold shadow in his eyes. 
The faint lines near his mouth looked deeper than before, and 
now suggested most powerfully the dreariness, the harshness 
of long-continued suffering. The mouth itself was compressed 
and grim, and the man’s whole expression was fierce and 



PRELUDE 


31 


startling as the expression of a criminal bracing himself to 
endure inevitable detection. So crude and piercing indeed 
was this mask confronting her that Domini started and was 
inclined to shudder. For a minute the man’s eyes held hers, 
and she thought she saw in them unfathomable depths of 
misery or of wickedness. She hardly knew which. Sorrow 
was like crime, and crime like the sheer desolation of grief 
to her just then. And she thought of the outer darkness 
spoken of in the Bible. It came before her in the sunset. 
Her father was in it, and this stranger stood by him. The 
thing was as vital, and fled as swiftly as a hallucination in a 
madman’s brain. 

Domini looked down. All the triumph died out in her, all 
the exquisite cons, lousness of the freedom, the colour, the 
bigness of life. F,. there was a black spot on the sun— 
humanity, God’s mis ke in the great plan of Creation. And 
the shadow cast by h .lity tempered, even surely conquered, 
the light. She woiidf’- > whether she would always feel 
the cold of the ilcss '.’ces in the golden dominion of 
the sun. 

The nia;> had ’..i.,pped his eyes too. His hand fell from 
the doo» '0 his knee. He did not xuove sill the train ran into 
Belli\ and the eager faces of countless Arabs stared in 
upon tl'"m from the scorched held of manoeuvres '/here Spahis 
were cx^-cising in the gathering twilight. 


IV 

Having given her luggage ticket to a porter, Domini passed out 
of the station followed by Suzanne, who looked and walked like 
an exhausted marionette. Batouch, who had emerged from a 
third-class compartment before the train stopped, followed them 
r, ‘lely, and as they reached the jostling crowd of Arabs which 
sv/armed on the roadway he joined them with the air of a pro¬ 
prietor. 

“ Which is Madame’s hotel ? ” 

Domini looked round. 
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“ Ah, Batouch ! ” 

Suzanne jumped as if her string had been sharply pulled, and 
cast a glance of dreary suspicion upon the poet. She looked at 
his legs, then upwards. 

He wore white socks which almost met his pantaloons. 
Scarcely more than an inch of pale brown skin was visible. The 
gold buttons of his jacket glittered brightly. His blue robe 
floated majestically from his broad shoulders, and the large 
tassel of his fez fell coquettishly towards his left ear, above which 
was set a pale blue flower with a woolly green leaf. 

Suzanne was slightly reassured by the flower and the bright 
buttons. She felt that they needed a protector in this mob of 
shouting brown and black men, who clamoured about them like 
savages, exposing bare legs and arms, even bare chests, in a most 
barbarous manner. 

“ We are going to the Hotel du Desert,” Domini continued. 
“Is it far?” 

“ Only a few minutes, Madame.” 

“ I should like to walk there.” 

Suzanne collapsed. Her bones became as wax with appre¬ 
hension. She saw herself toiling over leagues of sand towards 
some nameless hovel. 

“ Suzanne, you can get into the omnibus and take the hand¬ 
bags.” 

At the sweet word omnibus a ray of hope stole into the 
maid’s heart, and when a nicely-dressed man, in a long blue 
coat and indubitable trousers, assisted her politely into a vehicle 
which was unmistakable she almost wept with joy. 

Meanwhile Domini, escorted serenely by the poet, walked 
towards the long gardens of Beni-Mora. She passed over a 
wooden bridge. White dust was flying from the road, along 
which many of the Arab aristocracy were indolently strolling, 
carrying lightly in their hands small red roses or sprigs of pink 
geranium. In their white robes they looked, she thought, like 
monks, though the cigarettes many of them were smoking fought 
against the illusion. Some of them were dressed like Batouch 
in pale-coloured cloth. They held each other’s hands loosely as 
they sauntered along, chattering in soft contralto voices. Two 
or three were attended by servants, who walked a pace or two 
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behind them on the left. These were members of great families, 
rulers of tribes, men who had influence over the Sahara people. 
One, a shortish man with a coal-black beard, moved so majestic¬ 
ally that he seemed almost a giant. His face was very pale. 
On one of his small, almost white, hands glittered a diamond 
ring. A boy with a long, hooked nose strolled gravely near him, 
wearing brown kid gloves and a turban spangled with gold. 

“That is the Kai'd of Tonga, Madame,” whispered Batouch, 
looking at the pale man reverently. “ He is here enpermission." 
“ How white he is.” 

“They tried to poison him. Ever since he is ill inside. 
That is his brother. The brown gloves are very chic." 

A light carriage rolled rapidly by them in a white mist of 
lust. It was drawn by a pair of white mules, who whisked their 
ong tails as they trotted briskly, urged on by a cracking whip. 
\ big boy with heavy brown eyes was the coachman. By his 
;ide sat a very tall young negro, with a humorous pointed nose, 
Iressed in primrose yellow. He grinned at Batouch out of the 
uist, which accentuated the coal-black hue of his whimsical, 
lappy face. 

“That is the Agha’s son with Mabrouk.” 

':'hey turned aside from the road and came into a long tunnel 
rm d by mimosa trees that met above a broad path. To right 
id left were other little paths branching among the trunks of 
•it trees and the narrow twigs of many bushes that grew 
iiiriantly. Between sandy brown banks, carefully flattened 
eaten hard by the spades of Arab gardeners, glided streams 
fjaque water that were guided from the desert by a system of 
The Kaid’s mill watched over them and the great wall of 
t. In the tunnel the light was very delicate and tinged 
/ ';i:een. The noise of the water flowing was just audible. A 
vrabs were sitting on benches in dreamy attitudes, with their 
ess slippers hanging from the toes of their bare feet. Be- 
i the entrance of the tunnel Domini could see two horsemen 
lioping at a tremendous pace into the desert. Their red 
'oaks streamed out over the sloping quarters of their horses, 
ich devoured the earth as if in a frenzy of emulation. They 
appeared into the last glories of the sun, which still lingered 
the plain and blazed among the summits of the red mountains. 
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All the contrasts of this land were exquisite to Domini and, 
in some mysterious way, suggested eternal things; whispering 
through colour, gleam and shadow-, through the pattern of leaf 
and rock, through the air, now fresh, now tenderly warm and 
perfumed, through the silence that hung like a filmy cloud in the 
golden heaven. 

She and Batouch entered the tunnel, passing at once into 
definite evening. The quiet of these gardens was delicious, and 
was only interrupted now and then by the sound of wheels uix>n 
the road as a carriage rolled by to some house which was hidden 
in the distance of the oasis. The seated Arabs scarcely dis¬ 
turbed it by their murmured talk. Many of them indeed said 
nothing, but rested like lotus-eaters in graceful attitudes, with 
hanging hands, and eyes, soft as the eyes of gazelles, that 
regarded the shadowy paths and creeping waters with a grave 
serenity born of the inmost spirit of idleness. 

But Batouch loved to talk, and soon began a languid mono¬ 
logue. 

He told Domini that he had been in Paris, where he had 
been the guest of a French poet who adored the East; that he 
himself was “instructed,” and not like other Arabs; that he 
smoked the hashish and could sing the love songs of the Sahara; 
that he had travelled far in the desert, to Souf and to Ouargla 
beyond the ramparts of the dunes ; that he composed verses in 
the night when the uninstructed, the brawlers, the drinkers of 
absinthe and the domino players were sleeping or wasting their 
time in the darkness over the pastimes of the lewd, when the 
sybarites were sweating under the smoky arches of the Moorish 
baths, and the marlchale of the dancing-girls sat in her flat- 
roofed house guarding the jewels and the amulets of her gay 
confederation. These verses were written both in Arabic and 
in French, and the poet of Paris and his friends had found them 
beautiful as the dawn, and as the palm trees of Ourlana by the 
Artesian wells. All the girls of the Ouled Nails were celebrated 
in these poems—Aishoush and Irena, Fatma and Baali. In 
them also were enshrined legends of the venerable marabouts 
who slept in the Paradise of Allah, and tales of the great warriors 
who had fought above the rocky precipices of Constantine and 
far off among the sands of the South. They told the stories of 
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the Koulouglis, whose mothers were Moorish slaves, and 
romances in which figured the dark-skinned Beni M‘Zab and 
the freed negroes who had fled away from the lands in the very 
heart of the sun. 

All this information, not wholly devoid of a naive egoism, 
Batouch poured forth gently and melodiously as they walked 
through the twilight in the tunnel. And Domini was quite con¬ 
tent to listen. The strange names the poet mentioned, his liquid 
pronunciation of them, his allusions to wild events that had hap¬ 
pened long ago in desert places, and to the lives of priests of 
his old religion, of fanatics, and girls who rode on camels 
caparisoned in red to the dancing-houses of Sahara cities—all 
these things cradled her humour at this moment and seemed to 
plant her, like a mimosa tree, deep down in this sand garden of 
the sun. 

She had forgotten her bitter sensation in the railway carriage 
when it was recalled to her mind by an incident that clashed with 
her present mood. 

Steps sounded on the path behind them, going faster than 
they were, and presently Domini saw her fellow-traveller striding 
along, accompanied by a young Arab who was carrying the green 
bag. The stranger was looking straight before him down the 
tunnel, and he went by swiftly. But his guide had something to 
say to Batouch, and altered his pace to keep beside them for a 
moment. He was a very thin, lithe, skittish-looking youth, 
apparently about twenty-three years old, with a chocolate brown 
skin, high cheek bones, long, almond-shaped eyes twinkling with 
dissipated humour, and a large mouth that smiled showing 
pointed white teeth. A straggling black moustache sprouted on 
his upper lip, and long coarse strands of jet-black hair escaped 
from under the front of a fez that was pushed back on his small 
.head. His neck was thin and long, and his hands were wonder- 
■derfully delicate and expressive, with rosy and quite perfect 
{nails. When he laughed he had a habit of throwing his head 
{forward and tucking in his chin, letting the tassel of his fez fall 
'Over his temple to left or right. He was dressed in white with a 
(burnous, and had a many-coloured piece of silk with frayed 
{edges wound about his waist, which was as slim as a young 
k^irl’s. 
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He spoke to Batouch with intense vivacity in Arabic, at the 
same time shooting glances half-obsequious, half-impudent, 
wholly and even preternaturally keen and intelligent at Domini. 
Batouch replied with the dignified languor that seemed peculiar 
to him. The colloquy continued for two or three minutes. 
Domini thought it sounded like a quarrel, but she was not 
accustomed to Arabs’ talk. Meanwhile, the stranger in front had 
slackened his pace, and was obviously lingering for his neglectful 
guide. Once or twice he nearly stopped, and made a movement 
as if to turn round. But he checked it and went on slowly. 
His guide spoke more and more vehemently, and suddenly, 
tucking in his chin and displaying his rows of big and dazzling 
teeth, burst into a gay and boyish laugh, at the same time shak¬ 
ing his head rapidly. Then he shot one last sly look at Domini 
and hurried on, airily swinging the green bag to and fro. His 
arms had tiny bones, but they were evidently strong, and he 
walked with the light ease of a young animal. After he had 
gone he turned his head once and stared full at Domini. She 
could not help laughing at the vanity and consciousness of his 
expression. It was childish. Yet there was something ruthless 
and wicked in it too. As he came up to the stranger the latter 
looked round, said something to him, and then hastened forward. 
Domini was struck by the difference between their gaits. For 
the stranger, although he was so strongly built and muscular, 
walked rather heavily and awkwardly, with a peculiar shuffling 
motion of his feet. She began to wonder how old he was. 
About thirty-five or thirty-seven, she thought. 

“That is Hadj,” said Batouch in his soft, rich voice. 

“ Hadj?” 

“Yes. He is my cousin. He lives in Beni-Mora, but he, too, 
has been in Paris. He has been in prison too.” 

“ What for ? ” 

“ Stabbing.” 

Batouch gave this piece of information with quiet indifference, 
and continped,— 

“ He likes to laugh. He is lazy. He has earned a great deal 
of money, and now he has none. To-night he is very gay, be¬ 
cause he has a client.” 

“ I see. Then he is a guide ? ” 
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“ Many people in Beni-Mora are guides. But Hadj is always 
lucky in getting the English.” 

“ That man with him isn’t English ! ” Domini exclaimed. 

She had wondered what the traveller’? nationality was, but 
it had never occurred to her that it might be the same as her own. 

“ Yes, he is. And he is going to the Hotel du Desert. You 
and he are the only English here, and almost the only travellers. 
It is too early for many travellers yet. They fear the heat. And 
besides, few English come here now. What a pity! They spend 
money, and like to see everything. Hadj is very anxious to buy 
a costume at Tunis for the great fite at the end of Ramadan. 
It will cost fifty or sixty francs. He hopes the Englishman is 
rich. But all the English are rich and generous.” 

Here Batouch looked steadily at Domini with his large, un¬ 
concerned eyes. 

“ This one speaks Arabic a little.” 

Domini made no reply. She was surprised by this piece' of 
information. There was something, she thought, essentially un- 
English about the stranger. He was certainly not dressed by 
an English tailor. But it was not only that which had caused 
her mistake. His whole air and look, his manner of holding 
himself, of sitting, of walking—yes, especially of walking—were 
surely foreign. Yet, when she came to think about it, she could 
not say that they were characteristic of any other country. 
Idly she had said to herself that the stranger might be an 
Austrian or a Russian. But she had been thinking of his colour¬ 
ing. It happened that two attaches of those two nations, whom 
she had met frequently in London, had hair of that shade of 
rather warm brown. 

“He does not look like an Englishman,” she said pre¬ 
sently. 

“ He can talk in French and in Arabic, but Hadj says he is 
English.” 

“ How should Hadj know } ” 

“ Because he has the eyes of the jackal, and has been with 
many English. We are getting near to the Catholic church, 
Madame. You will see it through the trees. And there is 
Monsieur the Cur6 coming towards us. He is coming from his 
house, which is near the hotel.” 
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At some distance in the twilight of the tunnel Domini saw a 
black figure in a soutane walking very slowly towards them. 
The stranger, who had been covering the ground rapidly with 
his curious, shuffling stride, was much nearer to it than they 
were, and, if he kept on at his present pace, would soon pass 
it. But suddenly Domini saw him pause and hesitate. He 
bent down and seemed to be doing something to his boot. 
Hadj dropped the green bag, and was evidently about to kneel 
down and assist him when he lifted himself up abruptly, looked 
before him as if at the priest who was approaching, then turned 
sharply to the right into a path which led out of the garden to 
the arcades of the Rue Berthe. Hadj followed, gesticulating 
frantically, and volubly explaining that the hotel was in the 
opposite direction. But the stranger did not stop. He only 
glanced swiftly back over his shoulder once, and then continued 
on his way. 

“ What a funny man that is ! ” said Batouch. “ What does 
he want to do ? ” 

Domini did not answer him, for the priest was just passing 
them, and she saw the church to the left among the trees. It 
was a plain, unpretending building, with a white wooden door 
set in an arch. Above the arch were a small cross, two windows 
with rounded tops, a clock, and a white tower with a pink roof. 
She looked at it, and at the priest, whose face was dark and 
meditative, with lustrous, but sad, brown eyes. Yet she thought 
of the stranger. 

Her attention was beginning to be strongly fixed upon this 
unknown man. His appearance and manner were so unusual 
that it was impossible not to notice him. 

“ There is the hotel, Madame ! ” said Batouch. 

Domini saw it standing at right angles to the church, facing 
the gardens. A little way back from the church was the priest’s 
house, a white building shaded by date palms and pepper trees. 
As they drew near the stranger reappeared under the arcade, 
above which was the terrace of the hotel. He vanished through 
the big doorway followed by Hadj. 

While Suzanne was unpacking Domini came out on to the 
broad terrace which ran along the whole length of the Hotel du 
Desert. Her bedroom opened on to it in front, and at the 
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back communicated with a small salon. This salon opened on 
to a second and smaller terrace, from which the desert could be 
seen beyond the palms. There seemed to be no guests in the 
hotel. The verandah was deserted, and the peace of the soft 
evening was profound. Against the white parapet a small, round 
table and a cane arm-chair had been placed. A subdued patter 
of feet in slippers came up the stairway, and an Arab servant 
appeared with a tea-tray. He put it down on the table with the 
precise deftness which Domini had already observed in the 
Arabs at Robertville, and swiftly vanished. She sat down in 
the chair and poured out the tea, leaning her left arm on the 
parapet. 

Her head was very tired and her temples felt compressed. 
She was thankful for the quiet round her. Any harsh voice 
would have been intolerable to her just then. There were many 
sounds in the village, but they were vague, and mingled, flowing 
together and composing one sound that was soothing, the 
restrained and level voice of Life. It hummed in Domini’s ears 
as she sipped her tea, and gave an under-side of romance to the 
peace. The light that floated in under the round arches of the 
terrace was subdued. The sun had just gone down, and the 
bright colours bloomed no more upon the mountains, which 
looked like silent monsters that had lost the hue of youth and 
had suddenly become mysteriously old. The evening star shone 
in a sky that still held on its Western border some last pale 
glimmerings of day, and, at its signal, many dusky wanderers 
folded their loose garments round them, slung their long guns 
across their shoulders, and prepared to start on their journeys, 
^Iped by the cool night wind that blows in the desert when the 
^un departs. 

, Domini did not know of them, but she felt the near presence 
3f the desert, and the feeling quieted her nerves. She was 
jhankful at this moment that she was travelling without any 
//Oman friend and was not persecuted by any sense of obliga¬ 
tion. In her fatigue, to rest passive in the midst of quiet, and 
^^oft light, calm in the belief, almost the certainty, that this 
lesert village contained no acquaintance to disturb her, was to 
now all the joy she needed for the moment She drank it in 
reamily. Liberty had always been her fetish. What woman 
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had more liberty than she had, here on this lonely verandah, with 
the shadowy trees below ? 

The bell of the church near by chimed softly, and the familiar 
sound fell strangely upon Domini’s ears out here in Africa, re¬ 
minding her of many sorrows. Her religion was linked with 
terrible memories, with cruel struggles, with hateful scenes of 
violence. Lord Rens had been a man of passionate tempera¬ 
ment. Strong in goodness when he had been led by love, he 
had been equally strong in evil when hate had led him. Domini 
had been forced to contemplate at close quarters the raw 
character of a warped man, from whom circumstance had stripped 
all tenderness, nearly all reticence. The terror of truth was 
known to her. She had shuddered before it, but she had been 
obliged to watch it during many years. In coming to Beni- 
Mora she had had a sort of vague, and almost childish, feeling 
that she was putting the broad sea between herself and it. Yet 
before she had started it had been buried in the grave. She 
never wished to behold such truth again. She wanted to look 
upon some other truth of life—the truth of beauty, of calm, of 
freedom. Lord Rens had always been a slave, the slave of love, 
most of all when he was filled with hatred, and Domini, influ¬ 
enced by his example, instinctively connected love with a chgin. 
Only the love a human being has for God seemed to her 
sometimes the finest freedom; the movement of the soul upward 
into the infinite obedient to the call of the great Liberator. The 
love of man for woman, of woman for man, she thought of as 
imprisonment, bondage. Was not her mother a slave to the 
man who had wrecked her life and carried her spirit beyond the 
chance of heaven ? Had not her father been a slave to her mother ? 
She shrank definitely from the contemplation of herself loving, 
with all the strength she suspected in her heart, a human being. 
In her religion only she had felt in rare moments something of 
love. And now here, in this tremendous and conquering land, 
she felt a divine stirring in her of love for Nature. For that after¬ 
noon Nature, so often calm and meditative, or gently indifferent, 
as one too complete to be aware of those who lack completeness, 
had impetuously summoned her to worship, had ardently ap¬ 
pealed to her for something more than a temperate watchfulness 
or a sober admiration. There had been a most definite demand 
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made upon her. Even in her fatigue and in this dreamy twilight 
she was conscious of a latent excitement that was not lulled to 
sleep. And as she sat there, while the darkness grew in the sky 
and spread secretly along the sandy rills among the trees, she 
wondered how much she held within her to give in answer to 
this cry to her of self-confident Nature. Was it only a little ? 
She did not know. Perhaps she was too tired to know. But 
however much it was it must seem meagre. What is even a 
woman’s heart given to the desert or a woman’s soul to the sea ? 
What is the worship of anyone to the sunset among the hills, or 
to the wind that lifts all the clouds from before the face of the 
moon? 

A chill stole over Domini. She felt like a very poor woman, 
who can never know the joy of giving, because she does not 
possess even a mite. 

The church bell chimed again among the palms. Domini 
heard voices quite clearly below her under the arcade. A French 
cafe was installed there, and two or three soldiers were taking their 
apiriHf before dinner out in the air. They were talking of 
France, as people in exile talk of their country, with the deliber¬ 
ateness that would conceal regret and the child’s instinctive 
affection for the mother. Their voices made Domini think 
again of the recruits, and then, because of them, of Notre Dame 
de la Garde, the Mother of God, looking towards Africa. She 
remembered the tragedy of her last confession. Would she be 
able to confess here to the Father whom she had seen strolling in 
the tunnel ? Would she learn to know here what she really was ? 

How warm it was in the night, and how warmth, as it develops 
the fecundity of the earth, develops also the possibilities in many 
men and women. Despite her lassitude of body, which kept her 
motionless as an idol in her chair, with her arm lying along the 
parapet of the verandah, Domini felt as if a confused crowd of 
things indefinable, but violent, was already stirring within her 
nature, as if this new climate was calling armed men into being. 
Could she not hear the murmur of their voices, the distant clash¬ 
ing of their weapons ? 

Without being aware of it she was dropping into sleep. The 
sound of a footstep on the wooden floor of the verandah recalled 
her. It was at some distance behind her. It crossed the verandah 
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and stopped. She felt quite certain that it was the step of her 
follow-traveller, not because she knew he was staying in the hotel, 
but rather because of the curious, uneven heaviness of the tread. 

What was he doing ? Looking over the parapet into the palnr 
gardens, where the white figures of the Arabs were flitting through 
the trees ? 

He was perfectly silent. Domini was now wide awake. The 
feeling of calm serenity had left her. She was nervously troubled 
by this presence near her, and swiftly recalled the few trifling 
incidents of the day which had begun to delineate a character for 
her. They were, she found, all unpleasant, all, at least, faintly 
disagreeable. Yet, in sum, what was their meaning? The sketch 
they traced was so slight, so confused, that it told little. The 
last incident was the strangest. And again she saw the long 
and luminous pathway of the tunnel, flickering with light and 
shade, carpeted with the pale reflections of the leaves and narrow 
branches of the trees, the black figure of the priest far down it, 
and the tall form of the stranger in an attitude of painful hesi¬ 
tation. Each time she had seen him apparently desirous of doing 
something definite, hesitation had overtaken him. In his inde¬ 
cision there was something horrible to her, something alarming. 

She wished he was not standing behind her, and her discom¬ 
fort increased. She could still hear the voices of the soldiers in 
the cafi. Perhaps he was listening to them. They sounded 
louder. The speakers were getting up from their seats. There 
was a jingling of spurs, a tramp of feet, and the voices died away. 
The church bell chimed again. As it did so Domini heard heavy 
and uneven steps cross the verandah hurriedly. An instant later 
she heard a window shut sharply. 

“ Suzanne! ” she called. 

Her maid appeared, yawning, with various parcels in her 
hands. 

“ Yes, Mademoiselle.” 

“ I sha’n’t go down to the salk-h~manger to-night. Tell them 
to give me some dinner in my salon.” 

“Yes, Mademoiselle.” 

“You did not see who was on the verandah just now?” 

The maid looked surprised. 

“ I was in Mademoiselle’s room.” 
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“ Yes. How near the church is.” 

“ Mademoiselle will have no difficulty in getting to Mass. 
She will not be obliged to go among all the Arabs.” 

Domini smiled. 

“ I have come here to be among the Arabs, Suzanne.” 

The porter of the omnibus tells me they are dirty and very 
dangerous. They carry knives, and their clothes are full of fleas.” 

“ You will feel quite differently about them in the morning. 
Don’t forget about dinner.” 

“I will speak about it at once. Mademoiselle.” 

Susanne disappeared, walking as one who suspects an ambush. 

After dinner Domini went again to the verandah. She found 
Batouch there. He had now folded a snow-white turban round 
lis head, and looked like a young high priest of some ornate 
eligion. He suggested that Domini should come out with him 
,0 visit the Rue des Ouled Nails and see the strange dances of 
he Sahara. But she declined. 

“Not to-night, Batouch. I must go to bed. I haven’t slept 
^or two nights.” 

“ But I do not sleep, Madame. In the night I compose verses. 
My brain is alive. My heart is on fire.” 

“ Yes, but I am not a poet. Besides, I may be here for a 
bng time. I shall have many evenings to see the dances.” 

The poet looked displeased. 

“ The gentleman is going,” he said. “ Hadj is at the door 
waiting for him now. But Hadj is afraid when he enters the 
itreet of the dancers.” 

“ Why?” 

“ There is a girl there who wishes to kill him. Her name is 
Irena. She was sent away from Beni-Mora for six months, but 
she has come back, and after all this time she still wishes to kill 
Hadj.” 

“ What has he done to her ? ” 

“ He has not loved her. Yes, Hadj is afraid, but he will go 
with the gentleman because he must earn money to buy a costume 
'orthe^/fe of Ramadan. I also wish to buy a new costume.” 

He looked at Domini with a dignified plaintiveness. His 
pose against the pillar of the verandah was superb. Over his 
blue cloth jacket he had thrown a thin white burnous, which 
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hung round him in classic folds. Domini could scarcely believe 
that so magnificent a creature was touting for a franc. The idea 
certainly did occur to her, but she banished it. For she was a 
novice in Africa. 

“ I am too tired to go out to-night,” she said decisively. 

“ Good night, Madame. I shall be here to-morrow morning 
at seven o’clock. The dawn in the garden of the gazelles is like 
the flames of Paradise, and you can see the Spahis galloping 
upon horses that are beautiful as—” 

“ I shall not get up early to-morrow.” 

Batouch assumed an expression that was tragically submissive 
and turned to go. Just then Suzanne appeared at the French 
window of her bedroom. She started as she perceived the poet, 
who walked slowly past her to the staircase, throwing his burnous 
back from his big shoulders, and stood looking after him. Her 
eyes fixed themselves upon the section of bare leg that was visible 
above his stockings white as the driven snow, and a faintly 
sentimental expression mingled with their defiance and alarm. 

Domini got up from her chair and leaned over the parapet. 
A streak of yellow light from the doorway of the hotel lay upon 
the white road below, and in a moment she saw two figures come 
out from beneath the verandah and pause there. Hadj was one, 
the stranger was the other. The stranger struck a match and 
tried to light a cigar, but failed. He struck another match, 
and then another, but still the cigar would not draw. Hadj 
looked at him with mischievous astonishment. 

“ If Monsieur will permit me—” he began. 

But the stranger took the cigar hastily from his mouth and 
flung it away. 

“ I don’t want to smoke,” Domini heard him say in French. 

Then he walked away with Hadj into the darkness. 

As they disappeared Domini heard a faint shrieking in the 
distance. It was the music of the African hautboy. 

The night was marvellously dry and warm. The thickly 
growing trees in the garden scarcely moved. It was very still 
and very dark. Suzanne, standing at her window, looked like a 
shadow in her black dress. Her attitude was romantic. Perhaps 
the subtle influence of this Sahara village was beginning to steal 
even over her obdurate spirit. 



PRELUDE 


45 


The hautboy went on crying. Its notes, though faint, were 
sharp and piercing. Once more the church bell chimed among 
the date palms, and the two musics, with their violently differing 
associations, clashing together smote upon Domini’s heart with 
a sense of trouble, almost of tragedy. The pulses in her temples 
throbbed, and she clasped her hands tightly together. That 
brief moment, in which she heard the duet of those two voices, 
was one of the most interesting, yet also one of the most painful 
she had ever known. The church bell was silent now, but the 
hautboy did not cease. It was barbarous and provocative, shrill 
with a persistent triumph. 

Domini went to bed early, but she could not sleep. Just 
before midnight she heard someone walking up and down on the 
verandah. The step was heavy and shuffling. It came and went, 
came and went, without pause till she was in a fever of uneasiness. 
Only when two chimed from the church did it cease at last. 

She whispered a prayer to Notre Dame de la Garde, the Blessed 
Virgin, looking towards Africa. For the first time she felt the 
loneliness of her situation and that she was far away. 


V 

Towards morning Domini slept. It was nearly eight o’clock 
when she awoke. The room was full of soft light which told- of 
the sun outside, and she got up at once, put on a pair of slippers 
and opened the French window on to the verandah. Already 
Beni-Mora was bathed in golden beams and full of gentle 
activities. A flock of goats pattered by towards the edge of the 
oasis. The Arab gardeners were lazily sweeping small leaves 
from the narrow paths under the mimosa and pepper trees. 
Soldiers in loose white suits, dark blue sashes and the fez, were 
hastening from the Fort towards the market. A distant bugle 
rang out and the snarl of camels was audible from the village. 
Domini stood on the verandah for a moment, drinking in the 
desert air. It made her feel very pure and clean, as if she had 
just bathed in clear water. She looked up at the limpid sky, 
which seemed full of hope and of the power to grant blessings, 
and she was glad that she had come to Beni-Mora. Her lonely 
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sensation of the previous night had gone. As she stood in the 
sun she was conscious that she needed re-creation and that here 
she might find it. The radiant sky, the warm sun and the freedom 
of the coming day and of many coming desert days, filled her 
heart with an almost childish sensation. She felt younger than 
she had felt for years, and even foolishly innocent, like a puppy 
dog or a kitten. Her thick black hair, unbound, fell in a veil round 
her strong, active body, and she had the rare consciousness that be¬ 
hind that other more mysterious veil her soul was to-day a less unfit 
companion for its mate than it had been since her mother’s sin. 

Cleanliness—what a blessed condition that was, a condition 
to breed bravery. In this early morning hour Beni-Mora looked 
magically clean. Domini thought of the desperate dirt of 
London mornings, of the sooty air brooding above black trees 
and greasy pavements. Surely it was difficult to be clean of 
soul there. Here it would be easy. One would tune one’s lyre 
in accord with Nature and be as a singing palm tree beside a 
water-spring. She took up a little vellum-bound book which she 
had laid at night upon her dressing-table. It was Of the 
Imitation of Christ, and she opened it at haphazard and glanced 
down on a sunlit page. Her eyes fell on these words ;— 

“ Love watcheth, and sleeping, slumbereth not. When weary 
it is not tired ; when straitened it is not constrained; when 
frightened it is not disturbed; but like a vivid flame and a 
burning torch it mounteth upwards and securely passeth through 
all. Whosoever loveth knoweth the cry of this voice.” 

The sunlight on the page of the little book was like the vivid 
flame and the burning torch spoken of in it. Heat, light, a 
fierce vitality. Domini had been weary so long, weary of soul, 
that she was almost startled to find herself responding quickly to 
the sacred passion on the page, to the bright beam that kissed it 
as twin kisses twin. She knelt down to say her morning prayer, 
but all she could whisper was:— 

“ O God, renew me. O God, renew me. Give me power to 
feel, keenly, fiercely, even though I suffer. Let me wake. I.et 
me feel. Let me be a living thing once more. O God, renew 
me, renew me! ” 
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While she prayed she pressed her face so hard against her 
hands that patches of red came upon her cheeks. And after¬ 
wards it seemed to her as if her first real, passionate prayer in 
Beni-Mora had been almost like a command to God. Was not 
such a fierce prayer perhaps a blasphemy ? 

She rose from that prayer to the first of her new days. 

After breakfast she looked over the edge of the verandah and 
saw Batouch and Hadj squatting together in the shadow of the 
trees below. They were smoking cigarettes and talking eagerly. 
Their conversation, which was in Arabic, sounded violent. The 
accented words were like blows. Domini had not looked over 
the parapet for more than a minute before the two guides saw 
her and rose smiling to their feet. 

“ I am waiting to show the village to Madame,” said Batouch, 
coming out softly into the road, while Hadj remained under the 
trees, exposing his teeth in a sarcastic grin, which plainly enougji 
conveyed to Domini his pity for her sad mistake in not engaging 
him as her attendant. 

Domini nodded, went back into her room and put on a shady 
hat. Suzanne handed her a large parasol lined with green, and 
she descended the stairs rather slowly. She was not sure 
whether she wanted a companion in her first walk about Beni- 
Mora. There would be more savour of freedom in solitude. 
Yet she had hardly the heart to dismiss Batouch, with all his 
dignity and determination. She resolved to take him for a little 
while and then to get rid of him on some pretext. Perhaps she 
would make some purchases in the bazaars and send him to the 
hotel with them. 

“ Madame has slept well ? *’ asked the poet as she emerged 
into the sun. 

“ Pretty well,” she answered, nodding again to Hadj, whose 
grin became more mischievous, and opening her parasol. 
“ Where are we going ? ” 

“Wherever Madame wishes. There is the market, the negro 
village, the mosque, the casino, the statue of the Cardinal, the 
bazaars, the garden of the Count Ferdinand Anteoni.” 

“ A garden,” said Domini. “ Is it a beautiful one ? ” 

Batouch was about to burst into a lyric ecstasy, but he 
checked himself and said,— 
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“ Madame shall see for herself and tell me afterwards if in all 
Europe there is one such garden.” 

“ Oh, the English gardens are wonderful,” she said, smiling at 
his patriotic conceit. 

“No doubt. Madame shall tell me, Madame shall tell me,” 
he repeated with imperturbable confidence. 

“ But first I wish to go for a moment into the church,” she 
said. “ Wait for me here, Batouch.” 

She crossed the road, passed the modest, one-storied house 
of the priest, and came to the church, which looked out on to 
the quiet gardens. Before going up the steps and in at the door 
she paused for a moment. There was something touching to her, 
as a Catholic, in this symbol of her faith set thus far out in the 
midst of Islamism. The cross was surely rather lonely here. 
She was conscious that since she had come to this land of another 
creed, and of another creed held with fanaticism, her sentiment 
for her own religion, which in England for many years had been 
but lukewarm, had suddenly gained in strength. She had an odd, 
almost manly, sensation that it was her duty in Africa to stand up 
for her faith, not blatantly in words to impress others but per- 
severingly in heart to satisfy herself. Sometimes she felt very 
protective. She felt protective to-day as she looked at this 
humble building, which she likened to one of the poor saints of 
the Thebaid, who dwelt afar in desert places, and whose devotions 
were b’^oken by the night-cries of jackals and by the roar of 
ravenous beasts. With this feeling strong upon her she pushed 
open the door and went in. 

The interior was plain, even ugly. The walls were painted a 
hideous drab. The stone floor was covered with small, hard, 
straw-bottomed chairs and narrow wooden forms for the patient 
knees of worshippers. In the front were two rows of private 
chairs, with velvet cushions of various brilliant hues and velvet- 
covered rails. On the left was a high stone pulpit. The altar, 
beyond its mean black and gold railing, was dingy and forlorn. 
On it there was a tiny gold cross with a gold statuette of Christ 
hanging, surmounted by a canopy with four pillars, which looked 
as if made of some unwholesome sweatmeat. Long candles of 
blue and gold and bouquets of dusty artificial flowers flanked it. 
Behind it, in a round niche, stood a painted figure of Christ 
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holding a book. The two adjacent side chapels had domed 
roofs representing the firmament. Beneath the pulpit stood a 
small harmonium. At the opposite end of the church was a high 
gallery holding more chairs. The mean, featureless windows 
were filled with glass half white, half staring red dotted with 
yellow crosses. Round the walls were reliefs of the fourteen 
stations of the Cross in white plaster on a gilt ground framed in 
grey marble. From the roof hung vulgar glass chandeliers with 
ropes tied with faded pink ribands. Several frightful plaster 
statues daubed with scarlet and chocolate brown stood under 
the windows, which were protected with brown woollen curtains. 
Close to the entrance were a receptacle for holy water in the 
form of a shell, and a confessional of stone flanked by boxes, 
one of which bore the words, “Graces obtenues,” the other, 
“ Demandes,” and a card on which was printed, “ Litanies en 
honneur de Saint Antoine de Padoue,” 

There was nothing to please the eye, nothing to appeal to the 
senses. There was not even the mystery which shrouds and 
softens, for the sunshine st'-eamed in through the while glass of 
the windows, revealing, even emphasising, as if with a deliberate 
cruelty, the cheap finery, the tarnished velvet, the crude colours, 
the meretricious gestures and poses of the plaster saints. Yet as 
Domini touched her forehead and breast with holy water, and 
knelt for a moment on the stone floor, she was conscious that 
this rather pitiful house of God moved her to an motion she had 
not felt in the great and beautiful churches to which she was 
accustomed in England and on the Continent. Through the 
windows she saw the outlines of palm leaves vibrating in the 
breeze; African fingers, feeling, with a sort of fluttering suspicion, 
if not enmity, round the heart of this intruding religion, which 
had wandered hither from some distant place, and stayed, con¬ 
fronting the burning glance of the desert. Bold, little, humble 
church! Domini knew that she would love it. But she did not 
know then how much. 

She wandered round slowly with a grave face. Yet now and 
then, as she stood by one of the piaster saints, she smiled. They 
were indeed strange offerings at the shrine of Him who held this 
Africa in the hollow of His hand, of Him who had ordered the 
pageant of the sun which she had seen last night among the 

D 
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mountains. And presently she and this little church in which 
she stood alone became pathetic in her thoughts, and even the 
religion which the one came to profess in the other pathetic too. 
For here, in Africa, she began to realise the wideness of the world, 
and that many things must surely seem to the Creator what these 
plaster saints seemed just then to her. 

“ Oh, how little, how little! ” she whispered to herself. 
“Let me be bigger! Oh, let me grow, and here, not only 
hereafter! ” 

The church door creaked. She turned her head and saw the 
priest whom she had met in the tunnel entering. He came up 
to her at once, saluted her, and said,— 

“ I saw you from my window, Madame, and thought I would 
offer to show you our little church here. We are very proud 
of it.” 

Domini liked his voice and his naive remark. His face, too, 
though undistinguished, looked honest, kind and pathetic, but 
with a pathos that was unaffected and quite unconscious. The 
lower part of it was hidden by a moustache and beard. 

“ Thank you,” she answered. “ I have been looking round 
already.” 

“You are a Catholic, Madame?” 

“Yes.” 

The priest looked pleased. There was something childlike 
in the mobility of his face. 

“ I am glad,” he said simply. “ We are not a rich community 
in Beni-Mora, but we have been fortunate in bygone years. Our 
great Cardinal, the Father of Africa, loved this place and cherished 
his children here.” 

“Cardinal Lavigerie?” 

“Yes, Madame. His house is now a native hospital. His 
statue faces the beginning of the great desert road. But we 
remember him and his spirit is still among us.” 

The priest’s eyes lit up as he spoke. The almost tragic 
expression of his face changed to one of enthusiasm. 

“ He loved Africa, I believe,” Domini said. 

“ His heart was here. And what he did! I was to have been 
one of his armh, but my health prevented, and afterwards 
the association was dissolved.” 
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The sad expression returned to his face. 

“ There are many temptations in such a land and climate as 
this,” he said. “And men are weak. But there are still the 
White Fathers whom he founded. Glorious men. They carry 
the Cross into the wildest places of the world. The most 
fanatical Arabs respect the White Marabouts.” 

“ You wish you were with them ? ” 

“Yes, Madame. But my health only permits me to be a 
humble parish priest here. Not all who desire to enter the most 
severe life can do so. If it were otherwise I should long since 
have been a monk. The Cardinal himself showed me that my 
duty lay in other paths.” 

He pointed out to Domini one or two things in the church 
which he admired and thought worthy; the carving of the altar 
rail into grapes, ears of corn, crosses, anchors; the white 
embroidered muslin that draped the tabernacle; the statue of a 
bishop in a red and gold mitre holding a staff and Bible, and 
another statue representing a saint with a languid and consump¬ 
tive expression stretching out a Bible, on the leaves of which a 
tiny, smiling child was walking. 

As they were about to leave the church he made Domini 
pause in front of a painting of Saint Bruno dressed in a white 
monkish robe, beneath which was written in gilt letters:— 

“ Saint Bruno ordonne it ses disciples 
De renoncer aux biens lerrestres 
Pour acquerir les biens celestes.” 

The disciples stood around the saint in grotesque attitudes 
of pious attention. 

“That, I think, is very beautiful,” he said. “Who could 
look at it without feeling that the greatest act of man is renuncia¬ 
tion ? ” 

His dark eyes flamed. Just then a faint, soprano bark came 
to them from outside the church door, a very discreet and even 
humble, but at the same time anxious, bark. The priest’s face 
changed. The almost passionate asceticism of it was replaced 
by a soft and gentle look. 

“ Bous-Bous wants me,” he said, and he opened the door for 
Domini to pass out. 
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A small white and yellow dog, very clean and well brushed, 
was sitting on the step in an attentive attitude. Directly the 
priest appeared it began to wag its short tail violently and to run 
round his feet, curving its body into semi-circles. He bent down 
and patted it. 

“ My little companion, Madame,’’ he said. “ He was not with 
me yesterday, as he was being washed.” 

Then he took off his hat and walked towards his house, 
accompanied by Bous-Bous, who had suddenly assumed an air of 
conscious majesty, as of one born to preside over the fate of an 
important personage. 

Domini stood for a moment under the palm trees looking 
after them. There was a steady shining in her eyes. 

“ Madame is a Catholic too ? ” asked Batouch, staring steadily 
at her. 

Domini nodded. She did not want to discuss religion with 
an Arab minor poet just then. 

“ Take me to the market,” she said, mindful of her secret 
resolve to get rid of her companion as soon as possible. 

They set out across the gardens. 

It was a celestial day. All the clear, untempered light of the 
world seemed to have made its home in Beni-Mora. Yet the 
heat was not excessive, for the glorious strength of the sun was 
robbed of its terror, its possible brutality, by the bright and 
feathery dryness and coolness of the airs. She stepped out 
briskly. Her body seemed suddenly to become years younger, 
full of elasticity and radiant strength. 

" Madame is very strong. Madame walks like a Bedouin.” 

Batouch’s voice sounded seriously astonished, and Domini 
burst out laughing. 

“ In England there are many strong women. But I shall grow 
stronger here. I shall become a real Arab. This air gives me life.” 

They were just reaching the road when there was a clatter of 
hoofs, and a Spahi, mounted on a slim white horse, galloped past 
at a tremendous pace, holding his reins high above the red peak 
of his saddle and staring up at the sun. Domini looked after 
him with critical admiration. 

“You’ve got some good horses here," she said when the 
Spahi had disappeared. 
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" Madame knows how to ride ? ” 

She laughed again. 

“ I’ve ridden ever since I was a child.” 

“You can buy a fine horse here for sixteen pounds,” 
remarked Batouch, using the pronoun “ tu,” as is the custom of 
the Arabs. 

"Find me a good horse, a horse with spirit, and I’ll buy him,” 
Domini said. “ I want to go far out in the desert, far away from 
everything.” 

“You must not go alone.” 

“Why not?” 

“ There are bandits in the desert.” 

“ I’ll take my revolver,” Domini said carelessly. “ But I will 
go alone.” 

They were in sight of the market now, and the hum of 
voices came to them, with nasal cries, the whine of praying 
beggars, and the fierce braying of donkeys. At the end of 'the 
small street in which they were Domini saw a wide open space, in 
the centre of which stood a quantity of pillars supporting a 
peaked roof. Round the sides of the square were arcades swarm¬ 
ing with Arabs, and under the central roof a mob of figures came 
and went, as flies go and come on a piece of meat flung out into 
a sunny place. 

“What a quantity of people! Do they all live in Beni- 
Mora ? ” she asked 

“ No, they come from all parts of the desert to sell and to 
buy. But most of those who sell are Mozabites.” 

Little children in bright-coloured rags came dancing round 
Domini, holding out their copper - coloured hands, and crying 
shrilly, “ 'Msec, M’dame! 'Msee, M’dame! ” A deformed man. 
who looked like a distorted beetle, crept round her feet, gazing 
up at her with eyes that squinted horribly, and roaring in an 
imperative voice some Arab formula in which the words “ Allah- 
el-Akbar ” continually recurred. A tall negro, with a long tuft 
of hair hanging from his shaven head, followed hard upon her 
heels, rolling his bulging eyes, in which two yellow flames were 
caught, and trying to engage her attention, though with what 
object she could not imagine. From all directions tall men with 
naked arms and legs, and fluttering white garments, came slowly 
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towards her, staring intently at her with lustrous eyes, whose 
expression seemed to denote rather a calm and dignified appraise¬ 
ment than any vulgar curiosity. Boys, with the whitest teeth she 
had ever beheld, and flowers above their well-shaped, delicate 
ears, smiled up at her with engaging impudence. Her nostrils 
were filled with a strange crowd of odours, which came from 
humanity dressed in woollen garments, from fruits exposed for 
sale in rush panniers, from round close bouquets of roses ringed 
with tight borders of green leaves, from burning incense twigs, 
from raw meat, from amber ornaments and strong perfumes in 
glass phials figured with gold—attar of rose, orange blossom, 
geranium and white lilac. In the shining heat of the sun, sounds, 
scents and movements mingled, and were almost painfully vivid 
and full of meaning and animation. Never had a London mob 
on some great ftie day seemed so significant and personal to 
Domini as this little mob of desert people, come together for the 
bartering of beasts, the buying of burnouses, weapons, skins and 
jewels, grain for their camels, charms for their women, ripe glisten¬ 
ing dates for the little children at home in the brown earth houses. 

As she made her way slowly through the press, pioneered by 
Batouch, who forced a path with great play of his huge shoulders 
and mighty arms, she was surprised to find how much at home 
she felt in the midst of these fierce and uncivilised-looking 
people. She had no sense of shrinking from their contact, no 
feeling of personal disgust at their touch. When her eyes chanced 
to meet any of the bold, inquiring eyes around her she was 
inclined to smile as if in recognition of these children of the sun, 
who did not seem to her like strangers, despite the unknown 
language that struggled fiercely in their throats. Nevertheless, 
she did not wish to stay very long among them now. She was 
resolved to get a full and delicately complete first impression of 
Beni-Mora, and to do that she knew that she must detach herself 
from close human contact. She desired the mind’s bird’s-eye 
view—a height, a watch-tower and a little solitude. So, when the 
eager Mozabite merchants called to her she did not heed them, 
and even the busy patter of the informing Batouch fell upon 
rather listless ears. 

“ I sha’n’t stay here,” she said to him; “ But I’ll buy some 
perfumes. Where can I get them ? ” 
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A thin youth, brooding above a wooden tray close by, held up 
in his delicate fingers a long bottle, sealed and furnished with a 
tiny label, but Batouch shook his head. 

“ For perfumes you must go to Ahmeda, under the arcade.” 

They crossed a sunlit space and stood before a dark room, 
sunk slightly below the level of the pathway in a deserted corner. 
Shadows congregated here, and in the gloom Domini saw a bent 
white figure hunched against the blackened wall, and heard an 
old voice murmuring like a drowsy bee. The perfume-seller was 
immersed in the Koran, his back to the buying world. Batouch 
was about to call upon him, when Domini checked the exclama¬ 
tion with a quick gesture. For the first time the mystery that 
coils like a great black serpent in the shining heart of the East 
startled and fascinated her, a mystery in which indifference and 
devotion mingle. The white figure swayed slowly to and fro, 
carrying the dull, humming voice with it, and now she seemed 
to hear a far-away fanaticism, the bourdon of a fatalism which fehe 
longed to understand. 

“ Ahmeda! ” 

Batouch shouted. His voice came like a stone from a 
catapult. The merchant turned calmly and without haste, 
showing an aquiline face covered with wrinkles, tufted with 
white hairs, lit by eyes that shone with the cruel expressive¬ 
ness of a falcon’s. After a short colloquy in Arabic he raised 
himself from his haunches, and came to the front of the room, 
where there was a small wooden counter. He w'as smiling now 
with a grace that was almost feminine. 

“ What perfume does Madame desire ? ” he said in 
French. 

Domini gazed at him as at a deep mystery, but with the 
searching directness characteristic of her, a fearlessness so 
absolute that it embarrassed many people. 

“ Please give me something that is of the East—not violets, 
not lilac.” 

“ Amber,” said Batouch. 

The merchant, still smiling, reached up to a shelf, showing 
an arm like a brown twig, and took down a glass bottle covered 
with red and green lines. He removed the stopper, made Domini 
take off her glove, touched her bare band with the stopper, then 
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with his forefinger gently rubbed the drop of perfume which had 
settled on her skin till it was slightly red. 

“Now, smell it,” he commanded. 

Domini obeyed. The perfume was faintly medicinal, but it 
filled her brain with exotic visions. She shut her eyes. Yes, 
that was a voice of Africa too. Oh ! how far away she was from 
her old life and hollow days. The magic carpet had been spread 
indeed, and she had been wafted into a strange land where she 
had all to learn. 

“ Please give me some of that,” she said. 

The merchant poured the amber into a phial, where it lay like 
a thread in the glass, weighed it in a scales and demanded a 
price. Batouch began at once to argue with vehemence, but 
Domini stopped him. 

“Pay him,” she said, giving Batouch her purse. 

The perfume-seller took the money with dignity, turned away, 
squatted upon his haunches against the blackened wall, and picked 
up the broad-leaved volume which lay upon the floor. He swayed 
gently and rhythmically to and fro. Then once more the voice 
of the drowsy bee hummed in the shadows. The worshipper and 
the Prophet stood before the feet of Allah. 

And the woman—she was set afar off, as woman is by white- 
robed men in Africa. 

“Now, Batouch, you can carry the perfume to the hotel and 
I will go to that garden." 

“Alone? Madame will never find it." 

“I can ask the way.” 

“Impossible! I will escort Madame to the gate. There I 
will wait for her. Monsieur the Count does not permit the 
Arabs to enter with strangers.” 

“Very well,” Domini said. 

The seller of perfumes had led her towards a dream. She 
was not combative, and she would be alone in the garden. As 
they walked towards it in the sun, through narrow ways where 
idle Arabs lounged with happy aimlessness, Batouch talked of 
Count Anteoni, the owner of the garden. 

Evidently the Count was the great personage of Beni-Mora. 
Batouch spoke of him with a convinced respect, describing him 
as fabulously rich, fabulously generous to the Arabs. 
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“ He never gives to the French, Madame, but when he is here 
each Friday, upon our Sabbath, he comes to the gate with a bag 
of money in his hand, and he gives five franc pieces to every 
Arab who is there.” 

“ And what is he ? French ? ” 

“ He is Italian ; but he is always travelling, and he has made 
gardens everywhere. He has three in Africa alone, and in one 
he keeps many lions. When he travels he takes six Arabs with 
him. He loves only the Arabs.” 

Domini began to feel interested in this wandering maker of 
gardens, who was a pilgrim over the world like Monte Cristo. 

“ Is he young ? ” she asked. 

“No.” 

“ Married ? ” 

“Oh, no! He is always alone. Sometimes he comes here 
and stays for three months, and is never once seen outside the 
garden. And sometimes for a year he never comes to Beni- 
Mora. But he is here now. Twenty Arabs are always working 
in the garden, and at night ten Arabs with guns are always awake, 
some in a tent inside the door and some among the trees.” 

“ Then there is danger at night ? ” 

“ The garden touches the desert, and those who are in the 
desert without arms are as birds in the air without wings.” 

They had come out from among the houses now into a broad, 
straight road, bordered on the left by land that was under cultiva¬ 
tion, by fruit trees, and farther away by giant palms, between 
whose trunks could be seen the stony reaches of the desert and 
spurs of grey-blue and faint rose-coloured mountains. On the 
right was a shady garden with fountains and stone benches, and 
beyond stood a huge white palace built in the Moorish style, with 
terraced roofs and a high tower ornamented with green and 
peacock-blue tiles. In the distance, among more palms, appeared 
a number of low, flat huts of brown earth. The road, as far as 
the eyes could see, stretched straightforward through enormous 
groves of palms, whose feathery tops swayed gently in the light 
wind that blew from the desert. Upon all things rained a 
flood of blue and gold. A blinding radiance made all things 
glad. 

“ How glorious light is! ” Domini exclaimed, as she looked 
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down the road to the point where its whiteness was lost in the 
moving ocean of the trees. 

Batouch assented without enthusiasm, having always lived in 
the light. 

“As we return from the garden we will visit the tower,” he 
said, pointing to the Moorish palace. “ It is a hotel, and is not 
yet open, but I know the guardian. From the tower Madame will 
see the whole of Beni-Mora. Here is the negro village.” 

They traversed its dusty alleys slowly. On the side where the 
low brown dwellings threw shadows some of the inhabitants were 
dreaming or chattering, wrapped in garments of gaudy cotton. 
Little girls in the fiercest orange colour, with tattooed foreheads 
and leathern amulets, darted to and fro, chasing each other and 
shrieking with laughter. Naked babies, whose shaven heads 
made a warm resting-place for flies, stared at Domini with a 
lustrous vacancy of expression. At the corners of the alleys 
unveiled women squatted, grinding corn in primitive hand-mills, 
or winding wool on wooden sticks. Their heads were covered 
with plaits of imitation hair made of wool, in which barbaric 
silver ornaments were fastened, and their black necks and arms 
jingled with chains and bangles set with squares of red coral and 
large dull blue and green stones. Some of them called boldly to 
Batouch, and he answered them with careless impudence. The 
palm-wood door of one of the houses stood wide open, and 
Domini looked in. She saw a dark space with floor and walls of 
earth, a ceiling of palm and brushwood, a low divan of earth 
without mat or covering of any kind. 

“ They have no furniture ? ” she asked Batouch. 

“No. What do they want with it? They live out here in 
the sun and go in to sleep.” 

Life simplified to this extent made her smile. Yet she looked 
at the squatting figures in the gaudy cotton rags with a stirring of 
envy. The memory of her long and complicated London years, 
filled with a multitude of so-called pleasures which had never 
stifled the dull pain set up in her heart by the rude shock of her 
mother’s sin and its result, made this naked, sunny, barbarous 
existence seem desirable. She stood for a moment to watch two 
women sorting grain for kous-kous. Their guttural laughter, therl 
noisy talk, the quick and energetic movements of their busy black 
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hands, reminded her of children’s gaiety. And Nature rose before 
her in the sunshine, confronting artifice and the heavy languors 
of modern life in cities. How had she been able to endure the 
yoke so long ? 

“Will Madame take me to London with her when she 
returns?” said Batouch, slyly. 

“ I am not going back to London for a very long time,” she 
replied with energy. 

“You will stay here many weeks?” 

“ Months, perhaps. And perhaps I shall travel on into the 
desert. Yes, I must do that.” 

“ If we followed the white road into the desert, and went on 
and on for many days, we should come at last to Tombouctou,” 
said Batouch. “But very likely we should be killed by the 
Touaregs. They are fierce and they hate strangers.” 

“Would you be afraid to go?” Domini asked him, curiously. 

“ Why afraid ? ” 

“Of being killed?” 

He looked calmly surprised. 

“Why should I be afraid to die? All must pass through that 
door. It does not matter whether it is to-day or to-morrow.” 

“ You have no fear of death, then ? ” 

“ Of course not. Have you, Madame ? ” 

He gazed at Domini with genuine asfonishment. 

“ I don’t know,” she answered. 

And she wondered and could not tell. 

“ There is the Villa Anteoni.” 

Batouch lifted his hand and pointed. They had turned aside 
from the way to Tombouctou, left the village behind them, and 
come into a narrow track which ran parallel to the desert. The 
palm trees rustled on their right, the green corn waved, the narrow 
cuttings in the earth gleamed with shallow water. But on their 
other side was limitless sterility; the wide, stony expanse of the 
great river bed, the Oued-Beni-Mora, then a low earth cliff, and 
then the immense airy flats stretching away into the shining 
regions of the sun. At some distance, raised on a dazzling white 
wall above the desert in an unshaded place, Domini saw a narrow, 
4wo-sided white house, with a flat roof and a few tiny loopholes 
instead of windows. One side looked full upon the waterless 
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river bed, the other, at right angles to it, ran back towards a 
thicket of palms and ended in an arcade of six open Moorish 
arches, through which the fierce blue of the cloudless sky stared, 
making an almost theatrical effect. Beyond, masses of trees were 
visible, looking almost black against the intense, blinding pallor 
of wall, villa and arcade, the intense blue above. 

“What a strange house!” Domini said. “There are no 
windows.” 

“They are all on the other side, looking into the garden.” 

The villa fascinated Domini at once. The white Moorish 
arcade framing bare, quivering blue, blue from the inmost heart 
of heaven, intense as a great vehement cry, was beautiful as the 
arcade of a Geni’s home in Fairyland. Mystery hung about this 
dwelling, a mystery of light, not darkness, secrets of flame and 
hidden things of golden meaning. She felt almost like a child 
who is about to penetrate into the red land of the winter fire, and 
she hastened her steps till she reached a tall white gate set in an 
arch of wood, and surmounted with a white coat of arms and two 
lions. Batouch struck on it with a white knocker and then began 
to roll a cigarette. 

“ I will wait here for Madame.” 

Domini nodded. A leaf of wood was pulled back softly in 
the gate, and she stepped into the garden and confronted a 
graceful young Arab dressed in pale green, who saluted her 
respectfully and gently closed the door. 

“ May I walk about the garden a little ? ” she asked. 

She did not look round her yet, for the Arab’s face interested 
and even charmed her. It was aristocratic, enchantingly in¬ 
dolent, like the face of a happy lotus-eater. The great, lustrous 
eyes were tender as a gazelle’s and thoughtless as the eyes of a 
sleepy child. His perfectly-shaped feet were bare on the shining 
sand. In one hand he held a large red rose and in the other a 
half-smoked cigarette. 

Domini could not help smiling at him as she put her question, 
and he smiled contentedly back at her as he answered, in a low, 
level voice,— 

“ You can go where you will. Shall I show you the paths ? ” 

He lifted his hand and calmly smelt his red rose, keeping his 
great eyes fixed upon her. Domini’s wish to be alone had left 
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her. This was surely the geni of the garden, and his company 
would add to its mystery and fragrance. 

“You need not stay by the door? ” she asked. 

“ No one will come. There is no one in Beni-Mora. And 
Hassan will stay." 

He pointed with his rose to a little tent that was pitched close 
to the gate beneath a pepper tree. In it Domini saw a brown 
boy curled up like a dog and fast asleep. She began to feel as if 
she had eaten hashish. The world seemed made for dreaming. 

“ Thank you, then.” 

And now for the first time she looked round to see whether 
Batouch had implied the truth. Must the European gardens 
give way to this Eastern garden, take a lower place with all their 
roses ? 

She stood on a great expanse of newly-raked smooth sand, 
rising in a very gentle slope to a gigantic hedge of carefully- 
trimmed evergreens, which projected at the top, forming a roof 
and casting a pleasant shade upon the sand. At intervals while 
benches were placed under this hedge. To the right was the 
villa. She saw now that it was quite small. There were two 
lines of windows—on the ground floor and the upper storey. 
The lower windows opened on to the sand, those above on to a 
verandah with a white railing, which was gained by a white stair¬ 
case outside the house built beneath the arches of the arcade. 
The villa was most delicately simple, but in this riot of blue and 
gold its ivory cleanliness, set there upon the shining sand which 
was warm to the foot, made it look magical to Domini. She 
thought she had never known before what spotless purity was like. 

“Those are the bedrooms,” murmured the Arab at her 
side. 

“ There are only bedrooms ? ” she asked in surprise. 

“ The other rooms, the drawing-room of Monsieur the Count, 
the dining-room, the smoking-room, the Moorish bath, the room 
of the little dog, the kitchen and the rooms for the servants are 
in different parts of the garden. There is the dining-room.” 

He pointed with his rose to a large white building, whose 
dazzling walls showed here and there through the masses of trees 
to the left, where a little raised sand-path with flattened, sloping 
sides wound away into a maze of shadows diapered with gold. 
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“Let us go down that path,” Domini said almost in a 
whisper. 

The spell of the place was descending upon her. This was 
surely a home of dreams, a haven where the sun came to lie down 
beneath the trees and sleep. 

“ What is your name ? ” she added. 

“ Smain,” replied the Arab. “ I was born in this garden. 
My father, Mohammed, was with Monsieur the Count.” 

He led the way over the sand, moving silently on his long, 
brown feet, straight as a reed in a windless place. Domini fol¬ 
lowed, holding her breath. Only sometimes she let her strong 
imagination play utterly at its will. She let it go now as she and 
Smain turned into the golden diapered shadows of the little path 
and came into the swaying mystery of the trees. The longing for 
secrecy, for remoteness, for the beauty of far away had sometimes 
haunted her, especially in the troubled moments of her life. Her 
heart, oppressed, had overleaped the horizon line in answer to a 
calling from hidden things beyond. Her emotions had wandered, 
seeking the great distances in which the dim purple twilight 
holds surely comfort for those who suffer. But she had never 
thought to find any garden of peace that realised her dreams. 
Nevertheless, she was already conscious that Smain with his 
rose was showing her the way to her ideal, that her feet were 
set upon its pathway, that its legendary trees were closing 
round her. 

Behind the evergreen hedge she heard the liquid bubbling of 
a hidden waterfall, and when they had left the untempered sun¬ 
light behind them this murmur grew louder. It seemed as if the 
green gloom in which they walked acted as a sounding-board to 
the delicious voice. The little path wound on and on between 
two running rills of water, which slipped incessantly away under 
the broad and yellow-tipped leaves of dwarf palms, making a 
music so faint that it was more like a remembered sound in the 
mind than one which slid upon the ear. On either hand towered 
a jungle of trees brought to this home in the desert from all parts 
of the world. 

There were many unknown to Domini, but she recognised 
several varieties of palms, acacias, gums, fig trees, chestnuts, 
poplars, false pepper trees, the huge olive trees called Jamelons, 
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white laurels, indiarubber and cocoanut trees, bananas, bam¬ 
boos, yuccas, many mimosas and quantities of tall eucalyptus 
trees. Thickets of scarlet geranium flamed in the twilight. The 
hibiscus lifted languidly its frail and rosy cup, and the red gold 
oranges gleamed amid leaves that looked as if they had been 
polished by an attentive fairy. 

As she went with Smain ferther into the recesses of the gar¬ 
den the voice of the waterfall died away. No birds were singing. 
Domini thought that perhaps they dared not sing lest they might 
wake the sun from its golden reveries, but afterwards, when she 
knew the garden better, she often heard them twittering with a 
subdued, yet happy, languor, as if joining in a nocturn upon the 
edge of sleep. Under the trees the sand was yellow, of a shade 
so voluptuously beautiful that she longed to touch it with her 
bare feet like Smain. Here and there it rose in symmetrical 
little pyramids, which hinted at absent gardeners, perhaps enjoy¬ 
ing a siesta. 

Never before had she fully understood the enchantment of 
green, quite realised how happy a choice was made on that day 
of Creation when it was showered prodigally over the world. But 
now, as she walked secretly over the yellow sand between the 
rills, following the floating green robe of Smain, she rested her 
eyes, and her soul, on countless mingling shades of the delicious 
colour; rough, furry green of geranium leaves, silver green of 
olives, black green of distant palms from which the sun held 
aloof, faded green of the eucalyptus, rich, emerald green of 
fan-shaped, sunlit palms, hot, sultry green of bamboos, dull, 
drowsy green of mulberry trees and brooding chestnuts. It was 
a choir of colours in one colour, like a choir of boys all with 
treble voices singing to the sun. 

Gold flickered everywhere, weaving patterns of enchantment, 
quivering, vital patterns of burning beauty. Down the narrow, 
branching paths that led to inner mysteries the light ran in and 
out, peeping between the divided leaves of plants, gliding over 
the slippery edges of the palm branches, trembling airily where 
the papyrus bent its antique head, dancing among the big blades 
of sturdy grass that sprouted in tufts here and there, resting 
languidly upon the glistening magnolias that were besieged by 
somnolent bees. All the greens and all the golds of Creation 
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were surely met together in this profound retreat to prove the 
perfect harmony of earth with sun. 

And now, growing accustomed to the pervading silence, 
Domini began to hear the tiny sounds that broke it. They came 
from the trees and plants. The airs were always astir, helping 
the soft designs of Nature, loosening a leaf from its stem and 
bearing it to the sand, striking a berry from its place and causing 
it to drop at Domini’s feet, giving a faded geranium petal the 
courage to leave its more vivid companions and resign itself to 
the loss of the place it could no longer fill with beauty. Very 
delicate was the touch of the dying upon the yellow sand. It 
increased the sense of pervading mystery and made Domini more 
deeply conscious of the pulsing life of the garden. 

“ There is the room of the little dog,” said Smai'n. 

They had come out into a small open space, over which an 
immense cocoanut tree presided. Low box hedges ran round 
two squares of grass which were shadowed by date palms heavy 
with yellow fruit, and beneath some leaning mulberry trees 
Domini saw a tiny white room with two glass windows down to 
the ground. She went up to it and peeped in, smiling. 

There, in a formal salon^ with gilt chairs, oval, polished tables, 
faded rugs and shining mirrors, sat a purple china dog with his 
tail curled over his back sternly staring into vacancy. His ex¬ 
pression and his attitude were autocratic and determined, betoken¬ 
ing a tyrannical nature, and Domini peeped at him with precaution, 
holding herself very still lest he should become aware of her pres¬ 
ence and resent it. 

“ Monsieur the Count paid much money for the dog,” mur¬ 
mured Smai'n. “ He is very valuable.” 

“ How long has he been there ? ” 

“ For many years. He was there when I was born, and I have 
been married twice and divorced twice.” 

Domini turned from the window and looked at Smai'n with 
astonishment. He was smelling his rose like a dreamy child. 

“ You have been divorced twice ? ” 

“ Yes. Now I will show Madame the smoking-room.” 

They followed another of the innumerable alleys of the garden. 
This one was very narrow and less densely roofed with trees than 
those they had already traversed. Tall shrubs bent forward on 
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either side of it, and their small leaves almost meeting were trans¬ 
formed by the radiant sunbeams into tongues of pale fire, quiver¬ 
ing, well-nigh transparent. As she approached them Domini 
could not resist the fancy that they would burn her. A brown 
butterfly flitted forward between them and vanished into the 
golden dream beyond. 

“ Oh, Sma'm, how you must love this garden ! ” she said. 

A sort of ecstasy was waking within her. The pure air, the 
pressing warmth, the enchanted stillness and privacy of this 
domain touched her soul and body like the hands of a saint with 
power to bless her. 

“ I could live here for ever,” she added, “ without once wish¬ 
ing to go out into the world.” 

Smain looked drowsily pleased. 

“ We are coming to the centre of the garden,” he said, as they 
passed over a palm-wood bridge beneath which a stream glided 
under the red petals of geraniums. 

The tongues of flame were left behind. Green darkness 
closed in upon them and the sand beneath their feet looked 
blanched. The sense of mystery increased, for the trees were 
Mi-rmous and grew densely here. Pine needles lay upon the 
,round, and there was a stirring of sudden wind far up above their 
heads in the tree-tops. 

“This is the part of the garden that Monsieur the Count 
loves,” said Smain. “ He comes here every day.” 

“ What is that? ” said Domini, suddenly stopping on the pale 
sand. 

A thin and remote sound stole to them down the alley, clear 
and frail as the note of a night bird. 

“ It is Larbi playing upon the flute. He is in love. That is 
why he plays when he ought to be watering the flowers and raking 
out the sand.” 

The distant love-song of the flute seemed to Domini the fast 
^ouch of enchantment making this indeed a wonderland. She 
could not move, and held up her hands to stay the feet of Smain, 
who was quite content to wait. Never before had she heard any 
music that seemed to mean and suggest so much to her as this 
.African tune played by an enamoured gardener. Queer and un¬ 
couth as it was, distorted with ornaments and tricked out with 
B 
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abrupt runs, exquisitely unnecessary grace notes, and sudden 
twitterings prolonged till a strange and frivolous Eternity tripped 
in to banish Time, it grasped Domini’s fancy and laid a spell 
upon her imagination. For it sounded as naively sincere as the 
song of a bird, and as if the heart from which it flowed were like 
the heart of a child, a place of revelation not of concealment. 
The sun made men careless here. They opened their windows 
to it, and one could see into the warm and glowing rooms. 
Domini looked at the gentle Arab youth beside her, already twice 
married and twice divorced. She listened to Larbi’s unending 
song of love. And she said to herself, “ These people, uncivilised 
or not, at least live, and I have been dead all my life, dead in 
life.” That was horribly possible. She knew it as she felt the 
enormously powerful spell of Africa descending upon her, en¬ 
veloping her quietly but irresistibly. The dream of this garden 
was quick with a vague and yet fierce stirring of realities. There 
was a murmuring of many small and distant voices, like the 
voices of innumerable tiny things following restless activities in a 
deep forest. As she stood there the last grain of European dust 
was lifted from Domini’s soul. Ilow deeply it had been buried, 
and for how many years. 

“The greatest act of man is the act of renunciation." She 
had just heard those words. The eyes of the priest had flamed as 
he spoke them, and she had caught the spark of his enthusiasm. 
But now another fire seemed lit within her, and she found 
herself marvelling at such austerity. Was it not a fanatical 
defiance flung into the face of the sun ? She shrank from her 
own thought, like one startled, and walked on softly in the 
green darkness. 

Larbi’s flute became more distinct. Again and again it re¬ 
peated the same queer little melody, changing the ornamentation 
at the fantasy of the player. She looked for him among the trees 
but saw no one. He must be in some very secret place. Smain 
touched her. 

“ Look! ” he said, and his voice was very low. 

He parted the branches of some palms with his delicate hands, 
and Domini, peering between them, saw in a place of deep 
shadows an isolated square room, whose white walls were almost 
entirely concealed by masses of purple bougainvillea. It had a 
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flat roof. In three of its sides were large arched window-spaces 
without windows. In the fourth was a narrow doorway without a 
door. Immense fig trees and palms and thickets of bamboo 
towered around it and leaned above it. And it was circled by a 
narrow riband of finely raked sand. 

“That is the smoking-room of Monsieur the Count,” said 
Smai'n. “ He spends many hours there. Come and I will show 
the inside to Madame.” 

They turned to the left and went towards the room. The 
flute was close to them now. 

“ Larbi must be in there,” Domini whispered to Smain, as a 
person whispers in a church. 

“ No, he is among the trees beyond.” 

“But someone is there.” 

She pointed to the arched window-space nearest to them. A 
thin spiral of blue-grey smoke curled through it and evaporated 
into the shadows of the trees. After a moment it was followed 
gently and deliberately by another. 

“It is not Larbi. He would not go in there. It must be—” 

He paused. A tall, middle-aged man had come to the door¬ 
way of the little room and looked out into the garden with bright 
eyes. 


VI 

Domini drew back and glanced at Smain. She was not accus¬ 
tomed to feeling intrusive, and the sudden sensation rendered 
her uneasy. 

“It is Monsieur the Count,” Smain said calmly and quite 
aloud. 

The man in the doorway took off his soft hat, as if the words 
effected an introduction between Domini and him. 

“You were coming to see my little room, Madame? ” he said 
in French. “ If I may show it to you I shall feel honoured.” 

The timbre of his voice was harsh and grating, yet it was a 
very interesting, even a seductive, voice, and, Domini thought, 
peculiarly full of vivid life, though not of energy. His manner at 
once banished her momentary discomfort. There is a free¬ 
masonry between people born in the same social world. By the 
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way in which Count Anteoni took off his hat and spoke she knew 
at once that all was right. 

“Thank you, Monsieur," she answered. “I was told at 
the gate you gave permission to travellers to visit your 
garden.” 

“ Certainly.” 

He spoke a few words in fluent Arabic to Smai'n, who turned 
away and disappeared among the trees. 

“ I hope you will allow me to accompany you through the rest 
of the garden,” he said, turning again to Domini. “ It will give 
me great pleasure.” 

“ It is very kind of you.” 

The way in which the change of companion had been effected 
made it seem a pleasant, inevitable courtesy, which neither im¬ 
plied nor demanded anything. 

“ This is my little retreat,” Count Anteoni continued, stand¬ 
ing aside from the doorway that Domini might enter. 

She drew a long breath when she was within. 

The floor was of fine sand, beaten flat and hard, and strewn 
with Eastern rugs of faint and delicate hues, dim greens and 
faded rose colours, grey-blues and misty topaz yellows. Round 
the white walls ran broad divans, also white, covered with prayer 
rugs from Bagdad, and large cushions, elaborately worked in dull 
gold and silver thread, with patterns of ibises and flamingoes in 
flight. In the four angles of the room stood four tiny smoking- 
tables of rough palm wood, holding hammered ash-trays of bronze, 
green bronze torches for the lighting of cigarettes, and vases of 
Chinese dragon china filled with velvety red roses, gardenias 
and sprigs of orange blossom. Leather footstools, covered with 
Tunisian thread-work, lay beside them. From the arches of the 
window-spaces hung old Moorish lamps of copper, fitted with 
small panes of dull jewelled glass, such as may be seen in vener¬ 
able church windows. In a round copper brazier, set on one of 
the window-seats, incense twigs were drowsily burning and giving 
out thin, dwarf columns of scented smoke. Through the arch¬ 
ways and the narrow doorway the dense walls of leafage were 
visible standing on guard about this airy hermitage, and the hot 
purple blossoms of the bougainvillea shed a cloud of colour 
through the bosky dimness. 
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And still the 8ute of Larbi showered soft, clear, whimsical 
music from some hidden place close by. 

Domini looked at her host, who was standing by the door¬ 
way, leaning one arm against the ivory-white wall. 

“ This is my second day in Africa,” she said simply. “ You 
may imagine what I think of your garden, what 1 feel in it. I 
needn’t tell you. Indeed, I am sure the travellers you so kindly 
let in must often have worried you with their raptures.” 

“ No,” he answered, with a still gravity which yet suggested 
kindness, “ for I leave nearly always before the travellers come. 
That sounds a little rude ? But you would not be in Beni-Mora 
at this season, Madame, if it could include you.” 

“ I have come here for peace,” Domini replied simply. 

She said it because she felt as if it was already understood by 
her companion. 

Count Anteoni took down his arm from the white wall and 
pulled a branch of the purple flowers slowly towards him through 
the doorway. 

“There is peace—what is generally called so, at least—in 
Beni-Mora,” he answered rather slowly and meditatively. “ That 
is to say, there is similarity of day with day, night with night. 
The sun shines untiringly over the desert, and the desert always 
hints at peace.” 

He let the flowers go, and they sprang softly back, and 
hung quivering in the space beyond his thin figure. Then 
he added,— 

“ Perhaps one should not say more than that.” 

“No?” 

Domini sat down for a moment. She looked up at him with 
her direct eyes and at the shaking flowers. The sound of Larbi’s 
flute was always in her ears. 

“ But may not one think, feel a little more ? ” she asked. 

“ Oh, why not ? If one can, if one must ? But how ? Africa 
is as fierce and full of meaning as a furnace, you know.” 

“ Yes, I know—already,” she replied. 

His words expressed what she had already felt here in Beni- 
Mora, surreptitiously and yet powerfully. He said it, and last 
night the African hautboy had said it. Peace and a flame. 
Could they exist together, blended, married ? 
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“Africa seems to me to agree through contradiction,” she 
added, smiling a little, and touching the snowy wall with her 
right hand. “ But then this is my second day.” 

“ Mine was when I was a boy of sixteen.” 

“ This garden wasn’t here then ? ” 

“ No. I had it made. I came here with my mother. She 
spoilt me. She let me have my whim.” 

“ This garden is your boy’s whim ? ” 

“ It was. Now it is a man’s—” 

He seemed to hesitate. 

“ Paradise,” suggested Domini. 

“I think I was going to say hiding-place.” 

There was no bitterness in his odd, ugly voice, yet surely the 
words implied bitterness. The wounded, the fearful, the disap¬ 
pointed, the condemned hide. Perhaps he remembered this, for 
he added rather quickly,— 

“ I come here to be foolish, Madame, for I come here to 
think. This is my special thinking place.” 

“How strange!” Domini exclaimed impulsively, and leaning 
forward on the divan. 

“Is it?” 

“ I only mean that already Beni-Mora has seemed to me the 
ideal place for that.” 

“ For thought ? ” 

“ For finding out interior truth.” 

Count Anteoni looked at her rather swiftly and searchingly. 
His eyes were not large, but they were bright, and held none of 
the languor so often seen in the eyes of his countrymen. His 
face was expressive through its mobility rather than through its 
contours. The features were small and refined, not noble, but 
unmistakably aristocratic. The nose was sensitive, with wide 
nostrils. A long and straight moustache, turning slightly grey, 
did not hide the mouth, which had unusually pale lips. The 
ears were set very flat against the head, and were finely shaped. 
The chin was pointed. The general look of the whole face was 
tense, critical, conscious, but in the defiant rather than in the timid 
sense. Such an expression belongs to men who would always be 
aware of the thoughts and feelings of others concerning them, 
but who would throw those thoughts and feelings off as decisively 
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and energetically as a dog shakes the water-drops from its coat 
on emerging from a swim. 

“ And sending it forth, like Ishmael, to shift for itself in the 
dasert,” he said. 

The odd remark sounded like neither statement nor question, 
merely like the sudden exclamation of a mind at work. 

“ Will you allow me to take you through the rest of the gar¬ 
den, Madame ? ” he added in a more formal voice. 

“ Thank you,” said Domini, who had already got up, moved 
by the examining look cast at her. 

There was nothing in it to resent, and she had not resented 
it, but it had recalled her to the consciousness that they were 
utter strangers to each other. 

As they came out on to the pale riband of sand which circled 
the little room Domini said,— 

“ How wild and extraordinary that tune is ! ” 

“ Larbi’s. I suppose it is, but no African music seems strange 
to me. I was born on my father’s estate, near Tunis. He was a 
Sicilian, but came to North Africa each winter. I have always 
heard the tom-toms and the pipes, and 1 know nearly all the 
desert songs of the nomads.” 

“ This is a love-song, isn’t it ? " 

“ Yes. Larbi is always in love, they tell me. Each new 
dancer catches him in her net. Happy Larbi! ” 

“ Because he can love so easily ? ” 

" Or unlove so easily. Look at him, Madame.” 

At a little distance, under a big banana tree, and half hidden 
by clumps of scarlet geraniums, Domini saw a huge and very 
ugly Arab, with an almost black skin, squatting on his heels, 
with a long yellow and red flute between his thick lips. His eyes 
were bent down, and he did not see them, but went on busily 
playing, drawing from his flute coquettish phrases with his big and 
bony fingers. 

“ And I pay him so much a week all the year round for doing 
that,” the Count said. 

His grating voice sounded kind and amused. They walked 
on, and Larbi’s tune died gradually away. 

“ Somehow I can’t be angry with the follies and vices of the 
Arabs,” the Count continued. “ I love them as they are j idle. 
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absurdly amorous, quick to shed blood, gay as children, whimsical 
as—well, Madame, were I talking to a man I might dare to say 
pretty women.” 

“ Why not ? ” 

" I will, then. I glory in their ingrained contempt of civil¬ 
isation. But I like them to say their prayers five times in the 
day as it is commanded, and no Arab who touches alcohol in 
defiance of the Prophet’s law sets foot in my garden.” 

There was a touch of harshness in his voice as he said the 
last words, the sound of the autocrat. Somehow Domini liked 
it. This man had convictions, and strong ones. That was 
certain. There was something oddly unconventional in him 
which something in her responded to. He was perfectly polite, 
and yet, she was quite sure, absolutely careless of opinion. 
Certainly he was very much a man. 

“ It is pleasant, too,” he resumed, after a slight pause, “ to 
be surrounded by absolutely thoughtless people with thoughtful 
faces and mysterious eyes—wells without truth at the bottom of 
them.” 

She laughed. 

“No one must think here but you ! ” 

“ I prefer to keep all the folly to myself. Is not that a grand 
cocoanut ?” 

He pointed to a tree so tall that it seemed soaring to heaven. 

“ Yes, indeed. Like the one that presides over the purple 
dog.” 

“ You have seen my fetish ? ” 

“ Smain showed him to me, with reverence.” 

“ Oh, he is king here. The Arabs declare that on moonlight 
nights they have heard him joining in the chorus of the Kabyle 
dogs.” 

“ You speak almost as if you believed it.” 

“Well, I believe more here than I believe anywhere else. 
That is partly why I come here.” 

“ I can understand that—I mean believing much here.” 

“ What! Already you feel the spell of Beni-Mora, the desert 
spell! Yes, there is enchantment here—and so I never stay too 
long.” 

“ For fear of what ? ” 
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Count Anteoni was walking easily beside her. He walked 
from the hips, like many Sicilians, swaying very slightly, as if he 
liked to be aware how supple his body still was. As Domini 
spoke he stopped. They were now at a place where four paths 
joined, and could see four vistas of green and gold, of magical 
sunlight and shadow. 

“I scarcely know; of being carried who knows where—in 
mind or heart. Oh, there is danger in Beni-Mora, Madame, 
there is danger. This startling air is full of influences, of desert 
spirits.” 

He looked at her in a way she could not understand—but it 
made her think of the perfume-seller in his little dark room, and 
of the sudden sensation she had had that mystery coils, like a 
black serpent, in the shining heart of the East. 

“And now, Madame, which path shall we take? This one 
leads to my drawing-room, that on the right to the Moorish 
bath.” 

“ And that ? ” 

“ That one goes straight down to the wall that overlooks the 
Sahara.” 

“Please let us take it.” 

“ The desert spirits are calling to you ? But you are wise. 
What makes this garden rather remarkable is not its arrangement, 
the number and variety of its trees, but the fact that it lies flush 
with the Sahara—like a man’s thoughts of truth with Truth, 
perhaps.” 

He turned up the tail of the sentence and his harsh voice gave 
a little grating crack. 

“ I don’t believe they are so different from one another as the 
garden and the desert.” 

She looked at him directly. 

“ It would be too ironical.” 

“ But nothing is,” the Count said. 

“You have discovered that in this garden?” 

“ Ah, it is new to you, Madame! ” 

For the first time there was a sound of faint bitterness in his 
voice. 

“ One often discovers the saddest thing in the loveliest place,” 
he added. “ There you begin to see the desert.” 
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Far away, at the small orifice of the tunnel of trees down which 
they were walking, appeared a glaring patch of fierce and quiver¬ 
ing sunlight. 

“ I can only see the sun," Domini said. 

“ I know so well what it hides that I imagine I actually see 
the desert. One loves one’s kind, assiduous liar. Isn’t it so ? ’’ 

“The imagination ? But perhaps I am not disposed to allow 
that it is a liar.” 

“Who knows? You may be right.” 

He looked at her kindly with his bright eyes. It did not 
seem to strike him that their conversation was curiously intimate, 
considering that they were strangers to one another, that he did 
not even know her name. Domini wondered suddenly how old 
he was. That look made him seem much older than he had 
seemed before. There was such an expression in his eyes as may 
sometimes be seen in eyes that look at a child who is kissing a 
rag doll with deep and determined affection. “ Kiss your doll! ” 
they seemed to say. “ Put off the years when you must know 
that dolls can never return a kiss." 

“ I begin to see the desert now,’’ Domini said after a moment 
of silent walking. “ How wonderful it is! ’’ 

“Yes, it is. The most wonderful thing in Nature. You will 
think it much more wonderful when you fancy you know it well.” 

“ Fancy I ’’ 

“ I don’t think anyone can ever really know the desert. It 
is the thing that keeps calling, and does not permit one to draw 
near.” 

“ But then one might learn to hate it.” 

“I don’t think so. Truth does just the same, you know. 
And yet men keep on trying to draw near.” 

“But sometimes they succeed." 

“ Do they ? Not when they live in gardens.” 

He laughed for the first time since they had been together, 
and all his face was covered with a network of little moving lines. 

“ One should never live in a garden, Madame.” 

“ I will try to take your word for it, but the task will be 
difficult.” 

“ Yes ? More difficult, perhaps, when you see what lies beside 
my thoughts of truth.” 
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As he spoke they came out from the tunnel and were seized 
by the fierce hands of the sun. It was within half an hour of 
noon, and the radiance was blinding. Domini put up her parasol 
sharply, like one startled. She stopped. 

“ But how tremendous! ” she exclaimed. 

Count Anteoni laughed again, and drew down the brim of his 
grey hat over his eyes. The hand with which he did it was 
almost as burnt as an Arab’s. 

“ You are afraid of it ? ” 

“No, no. But it startled me. We don’t know the sun really 
in Europe.” 

“ No. Not even in Southern Italy, not even in Sicily. It is 
fierce there in summer, but it seems further away. Here it insists 
on the most intense intimacy. If you can bear it we might sit 
down for a moment ? ” 

“Please.” 

All along the edge of the garden, from the villa to the 
boundary of Count Anteoni’s domain, ran a straight high wall 
made of earth bricks hardened by the sun and topped by a coping 
of palm wood painted white. This wall was some eight feet high 
on the side next to the desert, but the garden was raised in such 
a way that the inner side was merely a low parapet running along 
the sand path. In this parapet were cut small seats, like window- 
seats, in which one could rest and look full upon the desert as 
from a little cliff. Domini sat down on one of them, and the 
Count stood by her, resting one foot on the top of the wall and 
leaning his right arm on his knee. 

“There is the world on which I look for my hiding-place,” he 
said. “ A vast world, isn’t it ? ” 

Domini nodded without speaking. 

Immediately beneath them, in the narrow shadow of the wall, 
was a path of earth and stones which turned off at the right at 
the end of the garden into the oasis. Beyond lay the vast river 
bed, a chaos of hot boulders bounded by ragged low earth cliffs, 
interspersed here and there with small pools of gleaming water. 
These cliffs were yellow. From their edge stretched the desert, 
as Eternity stretches from the edge of Time. Only to the left 
was the immeasurable expanse intruded upon by a long spur of 
mountains, which ran out boldly for some distance and then 
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stopped abruptly, conquered and abashed by the imperious flats. 
Beneath the mountains were low, tent-like, cinnamon-coloured 
undulations, which reminded Domini of those made by a shaken- 
out sheet, one smaller than the other till they melted into the 
level. The summits of the most distant mountains, which leaned 
away as if in fear of the desert, were dark and mistily purple. 
Their flanks were iron grey at this hour, flecked in the hollows 
with the faint mauve and pink which became carnation colour 
when the sun set. 

Domini scarcely looked at them. Till now she had always 
thought that she loved mountains. The desert suddenly made 
them insigniflcant, almost mean to her. She turned her eyes 
towards the flat spaces. It was in them that majesty lay, 
mystery, power, and all deep and significant things. In the midst 
of the river bed, and quite near, rose a round and squat white 
tower with a small cupola. Beyond it, on the little cliff, was a 
tangle of palms where a tiny oasis sheltered a few native huts. 
At an immense distance, here and there, other oases showed as 
dark stains show on the sea where there are hidden rocks. And 
still farther away, on all hands, the desert seemed to curve up 
slightly like a shallow wine-hued cup to the misty blue horizon 
line, which resembled a faintly seen and mysterious tropical sea, 
so distant that its sultry murmur was lost in the embrace of the 
intervening silence. 

An Arab passed on the path below the wall. He did not see 
them. A white dog with curling lips ran beside him. The Arab 
was singing to himself in a low, inward voice. He went on and 
turned towards the oasis, still singing as he walked slowly. 

“ Do you know what he is singing ?” the Count asked. 

Domini shook her head. She was straining her ears to hear 
the melody as long as possible. 

“ It is a desert song of the freed negroes of Touggourt—‘ No 
one but God and I knows what is in my heart.’ ” 

Domini lowered her parasol to conceal her face. In the 
distance she could still hear the song, but it was dying away. 

“ Oh! what is going to happen to me here ? ” she thought. 

Count Anteoni was looking away from her now across the 
desert. A strange impulse rose up in her. She could not resist 
it. She put down her parasol, exposing herself to the blinding 
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sunlight, knelt down on the hot sand, leaned her arms on the white 
parapet, put her chin in the upturned palms of her hands and 
stared into the desert almost fiercely. 

“ No one but God and I knows what is in my heart,” she 
thought. “But that’s not true, that’s not true. For I don’t 
know.’’ 

The last echo of the Arab’s song fainted on the blazing air. 
Surely it had changed now. Surely, as he turned into the 
shadows of the palms, he was singing, “ No one but God knows 
what is in my heart.” Yes, he was singing that. “ No one but 
God—no one but God.” 

Count Anteoni looked down on her. She did not notice it, 
and he kept his eyes on her for a moment. Then he turned to 
the desert again. 

By degrees, as she watched, Domini became aware of many 
things indicative of life, and of many lives in the tremendous 
expanse that at first had seemed empty of all save sun and 
mystery. She saw low, scattered tents, far-off columns of smoke 
rising. She saw a bird pass across the blue and vanish towards 
the mountains. Black shapes appeared among the tiny mounds 
of earth, crowned with dusty grass and dwarf tamarisk bushes. 
She saw them move, like objects in a dream, slowly through the 
shimmering gold. They were feeding camels, guarded by nomads 
whom she could not see. 

At first she persistently explored the distances, carried 
forcibly by an ilan of her whole nature to the remotest points her 
eyes could reach. Then she withdrew her gaze gradually, re¬ 
luctantly, from the hidden summoning lands, whose verges she 
had with difficulty gained, and looked, at first with apprehension 
upon the nearer regions. But her apprehension died when she 
found that the desert transmutes what is close as well as what is 
remote, suffuses even that which the hand could almost touch 
with wonder, beauty and the deepest, most strange, significance. 

Quite near in the river bed she saw an Arab riding towards 
the desert upon a prancing black horse. He mounted a steep bit 
of path and came out on the flat ground at the cliff top. Then 
he set his horse at a gallop, raising his bridle hand and striking 
his heels into the flanks of the beast. And each of his move¬ 
ments, each of the movements of his horse, was profoundly in- 
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teresting, and held the attention of the onlooker in a vice, as if 
the fates of worlds depended upon where he was carried and how 
soon he reached his goal. A string of camels laden with wooden 
bales met him on the way, and this chance encounter seemed to 
Domini fraught with almost terrible possibilities. Why? She 
did not ask herself. Again she sent her gaze further, to the 
black shapes moving stealthily among the little mounds, to the 
spirals of smoke rising into the glimmering air. Who guarded 
those camels? Who fed those distant fires? Who watched 
beside them ? It seemed of vital consequence to her that she 
should know. 

Count Anteoni took out his watch and glanced at it. 

“lam looking to see if it is nearly the hour of prayer,” he 
said. “ When I am in Beni-Mora I usually come here then.” 

“ You turn to the desert as the faithful turn towards Mecca? ” 

“Yes. I like to see men praying in the desert.” 

He spoke indifferently, but Domini felt suddenly sure that 
within him there were depths of imagination, of tenderness, even 
perhaps of mysticism. 

“ An atheist in the desert is unimaginable,” he added. “ In 
cathedrals they may exist very likely, and even feel at home. I 
have seen cathedrals in which I could believe I was one, but— 
how many human beings can you see in the desert at this 
moment, Madame?” 

Domini, still with her round chin in her hands, searched the 
blazing region with her eyes. She saw three running figures 
with the train of camels which was now descending into the river 
bed. In the shadow of the low white tower two more were 
huddled, motionless. She looked away to right and left, but saw 
only the shallow pools, the hot and gleaming boulders,'and beyond 
the yellow cliffs the brown huts peeping through the palms. The 
horseman had disappeared. 

“ I can see five,” she answered. 

“ Ah ! you are not accustomed to the desert.” 

“ There are more ? ” 

“ I could count up to a dozen. Which are yours ? ” 

“ The men with the camels and the men under that tower.” 

“ There are four playing the jeu des dames in the shadow of the 
cliff opposite to us. There is one asleep under a red rock where 
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the path ascends into the desert. And there are two more just 
at the edge of the little oasis—Filiash, as it is called. One is 
standing under a palm, and one is pacing up and down.” 

“ You must have splendid eyes." 

“ They are trained to the desert. But there are probably a 
score of Arabs within sight whom I don’t see.” 

“ Oh! now I see the men at the edge of the oasis. How 
oddly that one is moving. He goes up and down like a sailor on 
the quarter-deck.” 

“ Yes, it is curious. And he is in the full blaze of the sun. 
That can’t be an Arab.” 

He drew a silver whistle from his waistcoat pocket, put it to 
his lips and sounded a call. In a moment Smain came running 
lightly over the sand. Count Anteoni said something to him in 
Arabic. He disappeared, and speedily returned with a pair of 
field-glasses. While he was gone Domini watched the two doll- 
like figures on the cliff in silence. One was standing under a 
large isolated palm tree absolutely still, as Arabs often stand. 
The other, at a short distance from him and full in the sun, went 
to and fro, to and fro, always measuring the same space of desert, 
and turning and returning at two given points which never varied. 
He walked like a man hemmed in by walls, yet around him were 
the infinite spaces. The effect was singularly unpleasant upon 
Domini. All things in the desert, as she had already noticed, 
become almost terribly significant, and this peculiar activity 
seemed full of some extraordinary and even horrible meaning. 
She watched it with straining eyes. 

Count Anteoni took the glasses from Smain and looked 
through them, adjusting them carefully to suit his sight. 

"Ecco/" he said. “I was right. That man is not an 
Arab." 

He moved the glasses and glanced at Domini. 

“ You are not the only traveller here, Madame.” 

He looked through the glasses again. 

“ I knew that,” she said. 

“ Indeed ? ” 

“There is one at my hotel.” 

“ Possibly this is he. He makes me think of a caged tiger, 
who has been so long in captivity that when you let him out he 
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still imagines the bars to be all round him. What was 
he like?” 

All the time he was speaking he was staring intently through 
the glasses. As Domini did not reply he removed them from his 
eyes and glanced at her inquiringly. 

“ I am trying to think what he looked like,” she said slowly. 
“ But I feel that I don’t know. He was quite unlike any ordinary 
man.” 

“Would you care to see if you can recognise him ? These 
are really marvellous glasses.” 

Domini took them from him with some eagerness. 

“Twist them about till they suit your eyes.” 

At first she could see nothing but a fierce yellow glare. She 
turned the screw and gradually the desert came to her, startlingly 
distinct. The boulders of the river bed were enormous. She 
could see the veins of colour in them, a lizard running over one 
of them and disappearing into a dark crevice, then the white 
tower and the Arabs beneath it. One was an old man yawning, 
the other a boy. He rubbed the tip of his brown nose, and she 
saw the henna stains upon his nails. She lifted the glasses slowly 
and with precaution. The tower ran away. She came to the 
low cliff, to the brown huts and the palms, passed them one by 
one, and reached the last, which was separated from its com¬ 
panions. Under it stood a tall Arab in a garment like a white 
night-shirt. 

“ He looks as if he had only one eye 1 ” she exclaimed. 

“ The palm-tree man—yes.” 

She travelled cautiously away from him, keeping the glasses 
level. 

“ Ah ! ” she said on an indrawn breath. 

As she spoke the thin, nasal cry of a distant voice broke upon 
her ears, prolonging a strange call. 

“The Mueddin,” said Count Anteoni. 

And he repeated in a low tone the words of the angel to the 
prophet: “Oh thou that art covered arise . . . and magnify thy 
Lord; and purify thy clothes, and depart from uncleanness.” 

The call died away and was renewed three times. The old 
man and the boy beneath the tower turned their faces towards 
Mecca, fell upon their knees and bowed their heads to the hot 
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stones. The tall Arab under the palm sank down swiftly. 
Domini kept the glasses at her eyes. Through them, as in a 
sort of exaggerated vision, very far off, yet intensely distinct, she 
saw the ipan with whom she had travelled in the train. He went 
to and fro, to and fro on the burning ground till the fourth call 
of the Mueddin died away. Then, as he approached the isolated 
palm tree and saw the Arab beneath it fall to the earth and bow 
his long body in prayer, he paused and stood still as if in con¬ 
templation. The glasses were so powerful that it was possible to 
see the expressions on faces even at that distance. The ex 
pression on the traveller’s face was, or seemed to be, at first one 
of profound attention. But this changed swiftly as he watched 
the bowing figure, and was succeeded by a look of uneasiness, 
then of fierce disgust, then—surely—of fear or horror. He 
turned sharply away like a driven man, and hurried off along the 
cliff edge in a striding walk, quickening his steps each nioihent 
till his departure became a flight. He disappeared behind a 
projection of earth where the path sank to the river bed. 

Domini laid the glasses down on the wall and looked at 
Count Anteoni. 

“ You say an atheist in the desert is unimaginable ? ” 

“Isn’t it true?” 

“ Has an atheist a hatred, a horror of prayer ? ” 

“Chi lo sa? The devil shrank away from the lifted Cross.” 

“ Because he knew how much that was true it symbolised.” 

“No doubt had it been otherwise he would have jeered, not 
cowered. But why do you ask me this question, Madame?” 

“ I have just seen a man flee from the sight of prayer.” 

“ Your fellow-traveller ? ” 

“Yes. It was horrible.” 

She gave him back the glasses. 

“They reveal that which should be hidden,” she said. 

Count Anteoni took the glaisses slowly from her hands. As 
he bent to do it he looked steadily at her, and she could not 
read the expression in his eyes. 

“ The desert is full of truth. Is that what you mean ? ” he 
asked. 

She made no reply. Count Anteoni stretched out his hand 
to the shining expanse before them. 

F 
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“The man who is afraid of prayer is unwise to set foot 
beyond the palm trees,” he said. 

“ Why unwise ? ” 

He answered her very gravely. 

“The Arabs have a saying: ‘The desert is the garden of 
Allah.’” 

Domini did not ascend the tower of the hotel that morning. 
She had seen enough for the moment, and did not wish to 
disturb her impressions by adding to them. So she walked back 
to the H6tel du Desert with Batouch. 

Count Anteoni had said good-bye to her at the door of the 
garden, and had begged her to come again whenever she liked, 
and to spend as many hours there as she pleased. 

“ I shall take you at your word,” she said frankly. “ I feel 
that I may.” 

As they shook hands she gave him her card. He took out 
his. 

“By the way,” he said, “the big hotel you passed in 
coming here is mine. I built it to prevent a more hideous one 
being built, and let it to the proprietor. You might like to 
ascend the tower. The view at sundown is incomparable. At 
present the hotel is shut, but the guardian will show you every¬ 
thing if you give him my card.” 

He pencilled some words in Arabic on the back from right 
to left. 

“You write Arabic too?” Domini said, watching the forming 
of the pretty curves with interest. 

“ Oh, yes, I am more than half African, though my father was 
a Sicilian, and my mother a Roman.” 

He gave her the card, took olf his hat and bowed. When 
the tall white door was softly shut by Smain, Domini felt rather 
like a new Eve expelled from Paradise, without an Adam as a 
companion in exile. 

“Well, Madame?” said Batouch. “Have I spoken the 
truth ? ” 

“Yes. No European garden can be so beautiful as that. 
Now I am going straight home.” 

She smiled to herselt as she said the last word. 
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Outside the hotel they found Hadj looking ferocious. He 
exchanged some words with Batouch, accompanying them with 
violent gestures. When he had finished speaking he spat upon 
the ground. 

“ What is the matter with him ? ” Domini asked. 

“ The Monsieur who is staying here would not take him to-day, 
but went into the desert alone. Hadj wishes that the nomads 
may cut his throat, and that his fiesh may be eaten by jackals. 
Hadj is sure that he is a bad man and will come to a bad end.” 

“ Because he does not want a guide every day! But neither 
shall I.” 

“Madame is quite different. I would give my life for 
Madame.” 

“Don’t do that, but go this afternoon and find me a horse. 
I don’t want a quiet one, but something with devil, something 
that a Spahi would like to ride.” 

The desert spirits were speaking to her body as well as to 
her mind. A physical audacity was stirring in her, and she 
longed to give it vent. 

“ Madame is like the lion. She is afraid of nothing.” 

“ You speak without knowing, Batouch. Don’t come for me 
this afternoon, but bring round a horse, if you can find one, 
to-morrow morning.” 

“ This very evening I will—” 

“No, Batouch. 1 said to-morrow morning.” 

She spoke with a quiet but inflexible decision which silenced 
him. Then she gave him ten francs and went into the dark 
house, from which the burning noonday sun was carefully ex¬ 
cluded. She intended to rest after dijeuner, and towards sunset 
to go to the big hotel and mount alone to the summit of the 
tower. 

It was half-past twelve, and a faint rattle of knives and forks 
from the salle-i-manger told her that dijeuner was ready. She 
went upstairs, washed her face and hands in cold water, stood 
still while Suzanne shook the dust from her gown, and then 
descended to the public room. The keen air had given her an 
appetite. 

The salle-d-manger was large and shady, and was filled with 
small tables, at only three of which were people sitting. Four 
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French officers sat together at one. A small, fat, perspiring man 
of middle age, probably a commercial traveller, who had eyes 
like a melancholy toad, was at another, eating olives with anxious 
rapidity, and wiping his forehead perpetually with a dirty white 
handkerchief. At the third was the priest with whom Domini 
had spoken in the church. His napkin was tucked under his 
beard, and he was drinking soup as he bent well over his plate. 

A young Arab waiter, with a thin, dissipated face, stood near 
the door in bright yellow slippers. When Domini came in he stole 
forward to show her to her table, making a soft, shuffling sound 
on the polished wooden floor. The priest glanced up over his 
napkin, rose and bowed. The French officers stared with an 
interest they were too chivalrous to attempt to conceal. Only 
the fat little man was entirely unconcerned. He wiped his fore¬ 
head, stuck his fork deftly into an olive, and continued to look 
like a melancholy toad entangled by fate in commercial pursuits. 

Domini’s table was by a window, across which green Venetian 
shutters were drawn. It was at a considerable distance from the 
other guests, who did not live in the house but came there each 
day for their meals. Near it she noticed a table laid for one 
person, and so arranged that if he came to dijeuner he would sit 
exactly opposite to her. She wondered if it was for the man at 
whom she had just been looking through Count Anteoni’s field- 
glasses, the man who had fled from prayer in the “ Garden of 
Allah.” As she glanced at the empty chair standing before the 
knives and forks, and the white cloth, she was uncertain whether 
she wished it to be filled by the traveller or not. She felt his 
presence in Beni-Mora as a warring element. That she knew. 
She knew also that she had come there to find peace, a great 
calm and remoteness in which she could at last grow, develop, 
loose her true self from cramping bondage, come to an under¬ 
standing with herself, face her heart and soul, and—as it were— 
look them in the eyes and know them for what they were, good 
or evil. In the presence of this total stranger there was some¬ 
thing unpleasantly distracting which she could not and did not 
ignore, something which roused her antagonism and which at the 
same time compelled her attention. She had been conscious of 
it in the train, conscious of it in the tunnel at twilight, at night in 
the hotel, and once again in Count Anteoni’s garden. This man 
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intruded himself, no doubt unconsciously, or even against his will, 
into her sight, her thoughts, each time that she was on the point 
of giving herself to what Count Anteoni called “the desert 
spirits.” So it had been when the train ran out of the tunnel into 
the blue country. So it had been again when she leaned on the 
white wall and gazed out over the shining fastnesses of the sun. 
He was there like an enemy, like something determined, 
egoistical, that said to her, “ You would look at the greatness of 
the desert, at immensity, infinity, God!—Look at me.” And she 
could not turn her eyes away. Each time the man had, as if with¬ 
out effort, conquered the great competing power, fastened her 
thoughts upon himself, set her imagination working about his life, 
even made her heart beat faster with some thrill of—what ? Was 
it pity ? Was it a faint horror ? She knew that to call the feel¬ 
ing merely repugnance would not be sincere. The intensity, the 
vitality of the force shut up in a human being almost angered her 
at this moment as she looked at the empty chair and realised all 
that it had suddenly set at work. There was something insolent 
in humanity as well as something divine, and just then she felt 
the insolence more than the divinity. Terrifically greater, more 
overpowering than man, the desert was yet also somehow less than 
man, feebler, vaguer. Or else how could she have been grasped, 
moved, turned to curiosity, surmise, almost to a sort of dread— 
all at the desert’s expense—by the distant, moving figure seen 
through the glasses ? 

Yes, as she looked at the little white table and thought of all 
this, Domini began to feel angry. But she was capable of effort, 
whether mental or physical, and now she resolutely switched her 
mind off from the antagonistic stranger and devoted her thoughts 
to the priest, whose narrow back she saw down the room in the 
distance. As she ate her fish—a mystery of the seas of Robert- 
ville—she imagined his quiet existence in this remote place, 
sunny day succeeding sunny day, each one surely so like its 
brother that life must become a sort of dream, through which the 
voice of the church bell called melodiously and the incense rising 
before the alter shed a drowsy perfume. How strange it must be 
really to live in Beni-Mora, to have your house, your work here, 
your friendships here, your duties here, perhaps here too the tiny 
section of earth which would hold at the last your body. It must , 
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be strange and monotonous, and yet surely rather sweet, rather 
safe. 

The officers lifted their heads from their plates, the fat man 
stared, the priest looked quietly up over his napkin, and the Arab 
waiter slipped forward with attentive haste. For the swing door 
of the salle-d-manger at this moment was pushed open, and the 
traveller—so Domini called him in her thoughts—entered and 
stood looking with hesitation from one table to another. 

Domini did not glance up. She knew who it was and kept 
her eyes resolutely on her plate. She heard the Arab speak, a 
loud noise of stout boots tramping over the wooden floor, and the 
creak of a chair receiving a surely tired body. The traveller sat 
down heavily. She went on slowly eating the large Robertville 
fish, which was like something between a trout and a herring. When 
she had finished it she gazed straight before her at the cloth, and 
strove to resume her thoughts of the priest’s life in Beni-Mora. 
But she could not. It seemed to her as if she were back again 
in Count Anteoni’s garden. She looked once more through the 
glasses, and heard the four cries of the Mueddin, and saw the 
pacing figure in the burning heat, the Arab bent in prayer, the 
one who watched him, the flight. And she was indignant with 
herself for her strange inability to govern her mind. It seemed 
to her a pitiful thing of which she should be ashamed. 

She heard the waiter set down a plate upon the traveller’s 
table, and then the noise of a liquid being poured into a glass. 
She could not keep her eyes down any more. Besides, why 
should she? Beni-Mora was breeding in her a self-conscious¬ 
ness — or a too acute consciousness of others — that was 
unnatural in her. She had never been sensitive like this 
in her former life, but the fierce African sun seemed now to have 
thawed the ice of her indifference. She felt everything with 
almost unpleasant acuteness. All her senses seemed to her 
sharpened. She saw, she heard, as she had never seen and heard 
till now. Suddenly she remembered her almost violent prayer— 
“Let me be alive! Let me feel! ” and she was aware that such 
a prayer might have an answer that would be terrible. 

Looking up thus with a kind of severe determination she saw the 
man again. He was eating and was not looking towards her, and 
she fancied that his eyes were downcast with as much conscious 
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resolution as hers had been a moment before. He wore the same 
suit as he had worn in the train, but now it was flecked with desert 
dust. She could not “place” him at all. He was not of the 
small, fat man’s order. They would have nothing in common. 
With the French officers ? She could not imagine how he would 
be with them. The only other man in the room—the servant 
had gone out for the moment—was the priest. He and the priest 
—they would surely be antagonists. Had he not turned aside 
to avoid the priest in the tunnel ? Probably he was one of those 
many men who actively hate the priesthood, to whom the soutane 
is anathema. Could he find pleasant companionship with such a 
man as Count Anteoni, an original man, no doubt, but also a cul¬ 
tivated and easy man of the world ? She smiled internally at the 
mere thought. Whatever this stranger might be she felt that he 
was as far from being a man of the world as she was from being a 
Cockney sempstress or a veiled favourite in a harem. She could 
not, she found, imagine him easily at home with any type of human 
being with which she was acquainted. Yet no doubt, like all men, 
he had somewhere friends, relations, possibly even a wife, children. 

No doubt—then why could she not believe it ? 

The man had finished his fish. He rested his broad, burnt 
hands on the table on each side of his plate and looked at them 
steadily. Then he turned his head and glanced sideways at the 
priest, who was behind him to the right. Then he looked again 
at his hands. And Domini knew that all the time he was think¬ 
ing about her, as she was thinking about him. She felt the 
violence of his thought like the violence of a hand striking her. 

The Arab waiter brought her some ragout of mutton and peas, 
and she looked down again at her plate. 

As she left the room after dijeuner the priest again got up and 
bowed. She stopped for a moment to speak to him. All the 
French officers surveyed her tall, upright figure and broad, athletic 
shoulders with intent admiration. Domini knew it and was in¬ 
different. If a hundred French soldiers had been staring at her 
critically she would not have cared at all. She was not a shy 
woman and was in nowise uncomfortable when many eyes were 
fixed upon her. So she stood and talked a little to the priest 
about Count Anteoni and her pleasure in his garden. And as 
she did so, feeling her present calm self-possession, she wondered 
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secretly at the wholly unnatural turmoil—she called it that, ex¬ 
aggerating her feeling because it was unusual—in which she had 
been a few minutes before as she sat at her table. 

The priest spoke well of Count Anteoni. 

“ He is very generous,” he said. 

Then he paused, twisting his napkin, and added,— 

“ But I never have any real intercourse with him, Madame. 
I believe he comes here in search of solitude. He spends days 
and even weeks alone shut up in his garden.” 

“ Thinking,” she said. 

The priest looked slightly surprised. 

“ It would be difficult not to think, Madame, would it not ? ” 

“Oh, yes. But Count Anteoni thinks rather as a Bashi- 
Bazouk fights, I fancy.” 

She heard a chair creak in the distance and glanced over her 
shoulder. The traveller had turned sideways. At once she bade the 
priest good-bye and walked away and out through the swing door. 

All the afternoon she rested. The silence was profound. 
Beni-Mora was enjoying a siesta in the heat. Domini revelled 
in the stillness. The fatigue of travel had quite gone from her 
now and she began to feel strangely at home. Suzanne had 
arranged photographs, books, flowers in the little sa/an, had put 
cushions here and there, and thrown pretty coverings over the 
sofa and the two low chairs. The room had an air of cosiness, 
of occupation. It was a room one could sit in without restless¬ 
ness, and Domini liked its simplicity, its bare wooden floor and 
white walls. The sun made everything right here. Without the 
sun—but she could not think of Beni-Mora without the sun. 

She read on the verandah and dreamed, and the hours slipped 
quickly away. No one came to disturb her. She heard no foot¬ 
steps, no movements of humanity in the house. Now and then 
the sound of voices floated up to her from the gardens, mingling 
with the peculiar dry noise of palm leaves stirring in a breeze. 
Or she heard the distant gallop of horses’ feet. The church bell 
chimed the hours and made her recall the previous evening. 
Already it seemed far off in the past. She could scarcely believe 
that she had not yet spent twenty-four hours in Beni-Mora. A 
conviction came to her that she would be there for a long while, 
that she would strike roots into this sunny place of peace. When 
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she heard the church bell now she thought of the interior of the 
church and of the priest with an odd sort of familiar pleasure, 
as people in England often think of the village church in which 
they have always been accustomed to worship, and of the clergy¬ 
man who ministers in it Sunday after Sunday. Yet at moments 
she remembered her inward cry in Count Anteoni’s garden, " Oh, 
what is going to happen to me here ? ” And then she was dimly 
conscious that Beni-Mora was the home of many things besides 
peace. It held warring influences. At one moment it lulled 
her and she was like an infant rocked in a cradle. At another 
moment it stirred her, and she was a woman on the edge of 
mysterious possibilities. There must be many individualities 
among the desert spirits of whom Count Anteoni had spoken. 
Now one was with her and whispered to her, now another. She 
fancied the light touch of their hands on hers, pulling gently at 
her, as a child pulls you to take you to see a treasure. And 
their treasure was surely far away, hidden in the distance of the 
desert sands. 

As soon as the sun began to decline towards the west she 
put on her hat, thrust the card Count Anteoni had given her 
into her glove and set out towards the big hotel alone. She 
met Hadj as she walked down the arcade. He wished to 
accompany her, and was evidently filled with treacherous ideas 
of supplanting his friend Batouch, but she gave him a franc and 
sent him away. The franc soothed him slightly, yet she could 
see that his childish vanity was injured. There was a malicious 
gleam in his long, narrow eyes as he looked after her. Yet there 
was genuine admiration too. The Arab bows down instinctively 
before any dominating spirit, and such a spirit in a foreign 
woman flashes in his eyes like a bright flame. Physical strength, 
too, appeals to him with peculiar force. Hadj tossed his head 
upwards, tucked in his chin, and muttered some words in his 
brown throat as he noted the elastic grace with which the reject¬ 
ing foreign woman moved till she was out of his sight. And she 
never looked back at him. That was a keen arrow in her quiver. 
He fell into a deep reverie under the arcade and his face became 
suddenly like the face of a sphinx. 

Meanwhile Domini had forgotten him. She had turned to 
the left down a small street in which some Indians and superior 
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Arabs had bazaars. One of the latter came out from the shadow 
of his hanging rugs and embroideries as she passed, and, address¬ 
ing her in a strange mixture of incorrect French and English, 
begged her to come in and examine his wares. 

She shook her head, but could not help looking at him with 
interest. 

He was the. thinnest man she had ever seen, and moved and 
stood almost as if he were boneless. The line of his delicate 
and yet arbitrary features was fierce. His face was pitted with 
small-pox and marked by an old wound, evidently made by a 
knife, which stretched from his left cheek to his forehead, end¬ 
ing just over the left eyebrow. The expression of his eyes was 
almost disgustingly intelligent. While they were fixed upon her 
Domini felt as if her body were a glass box in which all her 
thoughts, feelings and desires were ranged for his inspection. 
In his demeanour there was much that pleaded but also something 
that commanded. His fingers were unnaturally long and held a 
small bag, and he planted himself right before her in the road. 

“Madame, come in, venez avec moi. Venez—venez! I 
have much—I will show—^j’ai des choses extraordinaires! Tenez! 
Look!” 

He untied the mouth of the bag. Domini looked into it, ex¬ 
pecting to see something precious—^jewels perhaps. She saw only 
a quantity of sand, laughed, and moved to go on. She thought 
the Arab was an impudent fellow trying to make fun of her. 

“ No, no, Madame! Do not laugh! Ce sable est du ddsert. 
II y a des histoires la dedans. Ilya I’histoire de Madame. Come 
bazaar! I will read for Madame—what will be—what will be¬ 
come—I will read—I will tell. Tenez! ” He stared down into 
the bag and his face became suddenly stern and fixed. “ Ddja 
je vois des choses dans la vie de Madame. Ah! Mon Dieu! 
Ah! Mon Dieu!” 

“ No, no,” Domini said. 

She had hesitated, but was now determined. 

“ I have no time to-day.” 

The man cast a quick and sly glance at her, then stared once 
more into the hag. 

“ Ah! Mon Dieu! Ah ! Mon Dieu! ” he repeated. “ The 
life to come—the life of Madame—I see it in the bag! ” 
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His face looked tortured. Domini walked on hurriedly. 
When she had got to a little distance she glanced back. The 
man was standing in the middle of the road and glaring into the 
bag. His voice came down the street to her. 

“ Ah ! Mon Dieu! Ah! Mon Dieu! I see it—I see—^je 
vois la vie de Madame—Ah ! Mon Dieu! ” 

There was an accent of dreadful suffering in his voice. It 
made Domini shudder. 

She passed the mouth of the dancers’ street. At the corner 
there was a large Caf6 Maure, and here, on rugs laid by the side 
of the road, numbers of Arabs were stretched, some sipping tea 
from glasses, some playing dominoes, some conversing, some 
staring calmly into vacancy, like animals drowned in a lethargic 
dream. A black boy ran by holding a hammered brass tray on 
which were some small china cups filled with thick coffee. Half¬ 
way up the street he met three unveiled women clad in volumin¬ 
ous white dresses, with scarlet, yellow, and purple handkerchiefs 
bound over their black hair. He stopped and the women took 
the cups with their henna-tinted fingers. Two young Arabs 
joined them. There was a scuffle. White lumps of sugar flew 
up into the air. Then there was a babel of voices, a torrent of 
cries full of barbaric gaiety. 

Before it had died out of Domini’s ears she stood by the 
statue of Cardinal Lavigerie. Rather militant than priestly, 
raised high on a marble pedestal, it faced the long road which, 
melting at last into a faint desert track, stretched away to 
Tombouctou. The mitre upon the head was worn surely as 
if it were a helmet, the pastoral staff with its double cross was 
grasped as if it were a sword. Upon the lower cross was 
stretched a figure of the Christ in agony. And the Cardinal, 
gazing with the eyes of an eagle out into the pathless wastes 
of sand that lay beyond the palm trees, seemed, by his mere 
attitude, to cry to all the myriad hordes of men the deep- 
bosomed Sahara mothered in her mystery and silence, “ Come 
unto the Church ! Come unto me! ” 

He called men in from the desert. Domini fancied his voice 
echoing along the sands till the worshippers of Allah and of his 
Prophet heard it like a clarion in Tombouctou. 

When she reached the great hotel the sun was just beginning 
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to set. She drew Count Anteoni’s card from her glove and 
rang the bell. After a long interval a magnificent man, with 
the features of an Arab but a skin almost as black as a negro, 
opened the door. 

“Can I go up the tower to see the sunset?” she asked, 
giving him the card. 

The man bowed low, escorted her through a long hall full 
of furniture shrouded in coverings, up a staircase, along a 
corridor with numbered rooms, up a second staircase and out 
upon a flat-terraced roof, from which the tower soared high 
above the houses and palms of Beni-Mora, a landmark visible 
half-a-day’s journey out in the desert. A narrow spiral stair 
inside the tower gained the summit. 

“I’ll go up alone,” Domini said. “I shall stay some time 
and I would rather not keep you.” 

She put some money into the Arab’s hand. He looked 
pleased, yet doubtful too for a moment. Then he seemed 
to banish his hesitation and, with a deprecating smile, said 
something which she could not understand. She nodded in¬ 
telligently to get rid of him. Already, from the roof, she 
caught sight of a great visionary panorama glowing with colour 
and magic. She was impatient to climb still higher into the 
sky, to look down on the world as an eagle does. So she 
turned away decisively and mounted the dark, winding stair 
till she reached a door. She pushed it open with some difficulty, 
and came out into the air at a dizzy height, shutting the door 
forcibly behind her with an energetic movement of her strong 
arms. 

The top of the tower was small and square, and guarded by a 
white parapet breast high. In the centre of it rose the outer 
walls and the ceiling of the top of the staircase, which prevented 
a person standing on one side of the tower from seeing anybody 
who was standing at the opposite side. There was just sufficient 
space between parapet and staircase wall for two people to pass 
with difficulty and manoeuvring. 

But Domini was not concerned with such trivial details, as 
she would have thought them had she thought of them. 
Directly she had shut the little door and felt herself alone— 
alone as an eagle in the sky—she took the step forward that 
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brought her to the parapet, leaned her arms on it, looked out 
and was lost in a passion of contemplation. 

At first she did not discern any of the multitudinous 
minutiae in the great evening vision beneath and around her. 
She only felt conscious of depth, height, space, colour, mystery, 
calm. She did not measure. She did not differentiate. She 
simply stood there, leaning lightly on the snowy plaster work, 
and experienced something that she had never experienced 
before, that she had never imagined. It was scarcely vivid; 
for in everything that is vivid there seems to be something 
small, the point to which wonders converge, the intense spark 
to which many fires have given themselves as food, the drop 
which contains the murmuring force of innumerable rivers. It 
was more than vivid. It was reliantly dim, as is that pulse of 
life which is heard through and above the crash of generations 
and centuries falling downwards into the abyss; that persistent, 
enduring heart-beat, indifferent in its mystical regularity, that 
ignores and triumphs, and never grows louder nor diminishes, 
inexorably calm, inexorably steady, undefeated—more—utterly 
unaffected by unnumbered millions of tragedies and deaths. 

Many sounds rose from far down beneath the tower, but at 
first Domini did not hear them. She was only aware of an 
immense, living silence, a silence flowing beneath, around and 
above her in dumb, invisible waves. Circles of rest and peace, 
cool and serene, widened as circles in a pool towards the unseen 
limits of the satisfied world, limits lost in the hidden regions 
beyond the misty, purple magic where sky and desert met. 
And she felt as if her brain, ceaselessly at work from its birth, 
her heart, unresting hitherto in a commotion of desires, her soul, 
an eternal flutter of anxious, passionate wings, folded themselves 
together gently like the petals of roses when a summer night 
comes into a garden. 

She was not conscious that she breathed while she stood 
there. She thought her bosom ceased to rise and fall. The 
very blood dreamed in her veins as the light of evening dreamed 
in the blue. 

She knew the Great Pause that seems to divide some human 
lives in two, as the Great Gulf divided him who lay in Abraham’s 
bosom from him who was shrouded in the veil of fire. 



BOOK II 

THE VOICE OF PRAYER 


VII 

T he music of things from below stole up through the 
ethereal spaces to Domini without piercing her dream. 
But suddenly she started with a sense of pain so acute that it 
shook her body and set the pulses in her temples beating. She 
lifted her arms swiftly from the parapet and turned her head. 
She had heard a little grating noise which seemed to be near to 
her, enclosed with her on this height in the narrow space of the 
tower. Slight as it was, and short—already she no longer heard 
it—it had in an instant driven her out of Heaven, as if it had 
been an angel with a flaming sword. She felt sure that there 
must be something alive with her at the tower summit, something 
which by a sudden movement had caused the little noise she had 
heard. What was it? When she turned her head she could 
only see the outer wall of the staircase, a section of the narrow 
white space which surrounded it, an angle of the parapet and 
blue air. 

She listened, holding her breath and closing her two hands 
on the parapet, which was warm from the sun. Now, caught 
back to reality, she could hear faintly the sounds from below in 
Beni-Mora. But they did not concern her, and she wished to 
shut them out from her ears. What did concern her was to 
know what was with her up in the sky. Had a bird alighted on 
the parapet and startled her by scratching at the plaster with its 
beak ? Could a mouse have shuffled in the wall ? Or was there 
a human being up there hidden from her by the masonry ? 

This last supposition disturbed her almost absurdly for a 
moment. She was inclined to walk quickly round to the 
opposite side of the tower, but something stronger than her 
inclination, an imperious shyness, held her motionless. She had 
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been carried so far away from the world that she felt unable to 
face the scrutiny of any world-bound creature. Having been in 
the transparent region of magic it seemed to her as if her secret, 
the great secret of the absolutely true, the naked personality 
hidden in every human being, were set blazing in her eyes like 
some torch borne in a procession, just for that moment. The 
moment past, she could look anyone fearlessly in the face; 
but not now, not yet. 

While she stood there, half turning round, she heard the 
sound again and knew what caused it. A foot had shifted on 
the plaster floor. There was someone else then looking out over 
the desert. A sudden idea struck her. Probably it was Count 
Anteoni. He knew she was coming and might have decided to 
act once more as her cicerone. He had not heard her climbing 
the stairs, and, having gone to the far side of the tower, was no 
doubt watching the sunset, lost in a dream as she had been. 

She resolved not to disturb him—if it was he. When he had 
dreamed enough he must inevitably come round to where she was 
standing in order to gain the staircase. She would let him find 
her there. Less troubled now, but in an utterly changed mood, 
she turned, leaned once more on the parapet and looked over, 
this time observantly, prepared to note the details that, combined 
and veiled in the evening light of Africa, made the magic which 
had so instantly entranced her. 

She looked down into the village and could see its extent, 
precisely how it was placed in the Sahara, in what relation exactly 
it stood to the mountain ranges, to the palm groves and the arid, 
sunburnt tracts, where its life centred and where it tailed away 
into suburban edges not unlike the ragged edges of worn gar¬ 
ments, where it was idle and frivolous, where busy and sedulous. 
She realised for the first time that there were two distinct layers 
of life in Beni-Mora—the life of the streets, courts, gardens and 
market-place, and above it the life of the roofs. Both were now 
spread out before her, and the latter, in its domestic intimacy, 
interested and charmed her. She saw upon the roofs the children 
playing with little dogs, goats, fowls, mothers in rags of gaudy 
colours stirring the barley for kous-kous, shredding vegetables, 
pounding coflfee, stewing meat, plucking chickens, bending over 
bowls from which rose the steam of soup small girls, seated in 
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dusty corners, solemnly winding wool on sticks, and pausing, now 
and then, to squeak to distant members of the home circle, or to 
smell at flowers laid beside them as solace to their industry. An 
old grandmother rocked and kissed a naked baby with a pot belly. 
A big grey rat stole from a rubbish heap close by her, flitted 
across the sunlit space, and disappeared into a cranny. Pigeons 
circled above the home activities, delicate lovers of the air, 
wandered among the palm tops, returned and fearlessly alighted 
on the brown earth parapets, strutting hither and thither and 
making their perpetual, characteristic motion of the head, halt 
nod, half genuflection. Veiled girls promenaded to take the 
evening cool, folding their arms beneath their flowing draperies, 
and chattering to one another in voices that Domini could not 
hear. More close at hand certain roofs in the dancers’ street 
revealed luxurious sofas on which painted houris were lolling in 
sinuous attitudes, or were posed with a stiffness of idols, little 
tables set with coffee cups, others round which were gathered 
Zouaves intent on card games, but ever ready to pause for a 
caress or for some jesting absurdity with the women who squatted 
beside them. Some men, dressed like girls, went to and fro, 
serving the dancers wHh sweetmeats and with cigarettes, their 
beards flowing down with a grotesque effect over their dresses of 
embroidered muslin, tiieir hairy arms emerging from hanging 
sleeves of silk. A negro boy sat holding a tom-tom between his 
bare knees and beating it with supple hands, and a Jewess per- 
forraea the stomach dance, waving two handkerchiefs stained red 
and purple, and singing in a loud and barbarous contralto voice 
which Domini could hear but very faintly. The card-players 
stopped their game and watched her, and Domini watched too. 
For the first time, and from this immense height, she saw this 
universal dance of the east ; the doll-like figure, fantastically 
dwarfed, waving its tiny hands, wriggling its minute body, turning 
about like a little top, strutting and bending, while the soldiers— 
small almost from here as toys taken out of a box—assumed 
attitudes of deep attention as they leaned upon the card-table, 
stretching out their legs enveloped in balloon-like trousers. 

Domini thought of the recruits, now, no doubt, undergoing 
elsewhere their initiation. For a moment she seemed to see 
their coarse peasant faces rigid with surprise, their hangi ng jaws. 
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their childish, and yet sensual, round eyes. Notre Dame de la 
Garde must seem very far away from them now. 

With that thought she looked quickly away from the Jewess 
and the soldiers. She felt a sudden need of something more 
nearly in relation with her inner self. She was almost angry as 
she realised how deep had been her momentary interest in a 
scene suggestive of a license which was surely unattractive to 
her. Yet was it unattractive? She scarcely knew. But she 
knew that it had kindled in her a sudden and very strong 
curiosity, even a vague, momentary desire that she had been 
born in some tent of the Ouled Nails—no, that was impossible. 
She had not felt such a desire even for an instant. She looked 
towards the thickets of the palms, towards the mountains full of 
changing, exquisite colours, towards the desert. And at once 
the dream began to return, and she felt as if hands slipped under 
her heart and uplifted it. 

What depths and heights were within her, what deep, dark 
valleys, and what mountain peaks! And how she travelled 
within herself, with swiftness of light, with speed of the wind. 
What terrors of activity she knew. Did every human being know 
similar terrors ? 

The colours everywhere deepened as day failed. The desert 
spirits were at work. She thought of Count Antecni again, and 
resolved to go round to the other side of the tower. As she 
moved to do this she heard once more the shifting of a fo~t on 
the plaster floor, then a step. Evidently she had iniected him 
with an intention similar to her own. She went on, still hearing 
the step, turned the corner and stood face to face in the strong 
evening light with the traveller. Their bodies almost touched 
in the narrow space before they both stopped, startled. For a 
moment they stood still looking at each other, as people might 
look who have spoken together, who know something of each 
other’s lives, who may like or dislike, wish to avoid or to draw 
near to each other, but who cannot pretend that they are 
complete strangers, wholly indifferent to each other. They met 
in the sky, almost as one bird may meet another on the wing. 
And, to Domini, at anyrate, it seemed as if the depth, height, 
;pace, colour, mystery and calm—yes, even the calm—which 
- ere above, around and beneath them, had been placed there 
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by hidden hands as a setting for their encounter, even as the 
abrupt pageant of the previous day, into which the train had 
emerged from the blackness of the tunnel, had surely been 
created as a frame for the face which had looked upon her as 
if out of the heart of the sun. The assumption was absurd, un¬ 
reasonable, yet vital. She did not combat it because she felt it 
too powerful for common sense to strive against. And it seemed 
to her that the stranger felt it too, that she saw her sensation 
reflected in his eyes as he stood between the parapet and the 
staircase wall, barring—in despite of himself—her path. The 
moment seemed long while they stood motionless. Then the 
man took off his soft hat awkwardly, yet with real politeness, and 
stood quickly sideways against the parapet to let her pass. She 
could have passed if she had brushed against him, and made a 
movement to do so. Then she checked herself and looked at 
him again as if she expected him to speak to her. His hat was 
still in his hand, and the light desert wind faintly stirred his 
short brown hair. He did not speak, but stood there crushing 
himself against the plaster work with a sort of fierce timidity, as 
if he dreaded the touch of her skirt against him, and longed to 
make himself small, to shrivel up and let her go by in freedom. 

“Thank you,” she said in French. 

She passed him, but was unable to do so without touching 
him. Her left arm was hanging down, and her bare hand 
knocked against the back of the hand in which he held his hat. 
She felt as if at that moment she touched a furnace, and she saw 
him shiver slightly, as over-fatigued men sometimes shiver in 
daylight. An extraordinary, almost motherly, sensation of pity 
for him came over her. She did not know why. The intense 
heat of his hand, the shiver that ran over his body, his attitude 
as he shrank with a kind of timid, yet ferocious, politeness 
against the white wall, the expression in his eyes when their 
hands touched—a look she could not analyse, but which seemed 
to hold a mingling of wistfulness and repellence, as of a being 
stretching out arms for succour, and crying at the same time, 
“ Don’t draw near to me! I.eave me to myself! ”—everything 
about him moved her. She felt that she was face to face with a 
solitariness of soul such as she had never encountered before, a 
solitariness that was cruel, that was weighed down with agony. 
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And directly she had passed the man and thanked him formally 
she stopped with her usual decision of manner. She had abruptly 
made up her mind to talk to him. He was already moving to 
turn away. She spoke quickly, and in French. 

“ Isn’t it wonderful here? ” she said; and she made her voice 
rather loud, and almost sharp, to arrest his attention. 

He turned round swiftly, yet somehow reluctantly, looked at 
her anxiously, and se emed doubtful whether he would reply. 

After a silence that was short, but that seemed, and in such 
circumstances was, long, he answered, in French,— 

“Very wonderful, Madame.” 

The sound of his own voice seemed to startle him. He stood 
as if he had heard an unusual noise which had alarmed him, and 
looked at Domini as if he expected that she would share in his 
sensation. Very quietly and deliberately she leaned her arms 
again on the parapet and spoke to him once more. 

“ We seem to be the only travellers here.” 

The man’s attitude became slightly calmer. He looked less 
momentary, less as if he were in haste to go, but still shy, fierce 
and extraordinarily unconventional. 

“ Yes, Madame; there are not many here.” 

After a pause, and with an uncertain accent, he added,— 

“ Pardon, Madame—for yesterday.” 

There was a sudden simplicity, almost like that of a child, in 
the sound of his voice as he said that. Domini knew at once 
that he alluded to the incident at the station of El-Akbara, that 
he was trying to make amends. The way he did it touched her 
curiously. She felt inclined to stretch out her hand to him and 
say, “Of course! Shake hands on it!” almost as an honest 
schoolboy might. But she only answered,— 

“ I know it was only an accident. Don’t think of it any more.” 

She did not look at him. 

“ Where money is concerned the Arabs are very persistent,” 
she continued. 

The man laid one of his brown hands on the top of the 
parapet. She looked at it, and it seemed to her that she had 
never before seen the back of a hand express so much of char¬ 
acter, look so intense, so ardent, and so melancholy as his. 

“Yes, Madame.” 
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He still spoke with an odd timidity, with an air of listening 
to his own speech as if in some strange way it were phenomenal 
to him. It occurred to her that possibly he had lived much in 
lonely places, in which his solitude had rarely been broken, and 
he had been forced to acquire the habit of silence. 

“ But they are very picturesque. They look almost like some 
religious order when they wear their hoods. Don’t you think so ? ” 

She saw the brown hand lifted from the parapet, and heard 
her companion’s feet shift on the floor of the tower. But this 
time he said nothing. As she could not see his hand now she 
looked out again over the panorama of the evening, which was 
deepening in intensity with every passing moment, and imme¬ 
diately she was conscious of two feelings that filled her with 
wonder: a much stronger and sweeter sense of the African magic 
than she had felt till now, and the certainty that the greater force 
and sweetness of her feeling were caused by the fact that she had 
a companion in her contemplation. This was strange. An 
intense desire for loneliness had driven her out of Europe to 
this desert place, and a companion, who was an utter stranger, 
emphasised the significance, gave fibre to the beauty, intensity 
to the mystery of that which she looked on. It was as if the 
meaning of the African evening were suddenly doubled. She 
thought of a dice-thrower who throws one dice and turns up six, 
then throws two and turns up twelve. And she remained silent 
in her surprise. The man stood silently beside her. Afterwards 
she felt as if, during this silence in the tower, some powerful and 
unseen being had arrived mysteriously, introduced them to one 
another and mysteriously departed. 

The evening drew on in their silence and the dream was 
deeper now. All that Domini had felt when first she approached 
the parapet she felt more strangely, and she grasped, with physical 
and mental vision, not only the whole, but the innumerable parts 
of that which she looked on. She saw, fancifully, the circles 
widen in the pool of peace, but she saw also the things that had 
been hidden in the pool. The beauty of dimness, the beauty of 
clearness, joined hands. The one and the other were with her, 
like sisters. She heard the voices from below, and surely also 
the voices of the stars that were approaching with the night, 
blending harmoniously and making a music in the air. The 



THE VOICE OF PRAYER 


lOI 


glowing sky and the glowing mountains were as comrades, each 
responsive to the emotions of the other. The lights in the rocky 
clefts had messages for the shadowy moon, and the palm trees 
for the thin, fire-tipped clouds about the west. Far off the misty 
purple of the desert drew surely closer, like a mother coming to 
fold her children in her arms. 

The Jewess still danced upon the roof to the watching 
Zouaves, but now there was something mystical in her tiny move¬ 
ments, which no longer roused in Domini any furtive desire not 
really inherent in her nature. There was something beautiful in 
everything seen from this altitude in this wondrous evening light. 

Presently, without turning to her companion, she said,— 

“ Could anything look ugly in Beni-Mora from here at this 
hour, do you think ? ” 

Again there was the silence that seemed characteristic of 
this man before he spoke, as if speech were very difficult to him. 

“ I believe not, Madame.” 

“ Even that woman down there on that roof looks graceful— 
the one dancing for those soldiers.” 

He did not answer. She glanced at him and pointed. 

“ Down there, do you see ? ” 

She noticed that he did not follow her hand and that his 
face became stern. He kept his eyes fixed on the trees of the 
garden of the Gazelles near Cardinal Lavigerie’s statue and 
replied,— 

“Yes, Madame.” 

His manner made her think that perhaps he had seen the 
dance at close quarters and that it was outrageous. For a moment 
she felt slightly uncomfortable, but determined not to let him 
remain under a false impression, she added carelessly,— 

“ I have never seen the dances of Africa. I daresay I should 
think them ugly enough if I were near, but from this height 
everything is transformed.” 

“ That is true, Madame.” 

There was an odd, muttering sound in his voice, which was 
deep, and probably strong, but which he kept low. Domini 
thought it was the most male voice she had ever heard. It 
seemed to be full of sex, like his hands. Yet there was nothing 
coarse in either the one or the other. Everything about him was 
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vital to a point that was so remarkable as to be not actually 
unnatural but very near the unnatural. 

She glanced at him again. He was a big man, but very thin. 
Her experienced eyes of an athletic woman told her that he was 
capable of great and prolonged muscular exertion. He was big¬ 
boned and deep-chested, and had nervous as well as muscular 
strength. The timidity in him was strange in such a man. What 
could it spring from? It was not like ordinary shyness, the 
gaucherie of a big, awkward lout unaccustomed to woman’s society 
but able to be at his ease and boisterous in the midst of a 
crowd of men. Domini thought that he would be timid even 
of men. Yet it never struck her that he might be a coward, 
unmanly. Such a quality would have sickened her at once, and 
she knew she would have at once divined it. He did not hold 
himself very well, but was inclined to stoop and to keep his head 
low, as if he were in the habit of looking much on the ground. 
The idiosyncrasy was rather ugly, and suggested melancholy to 
her, the melancholy of a man given to over-much meditation and 
afraid to face the radiant wonder of life. 

She caught herself up at this last thought. She—thinking 
naturally that life was full of radiant wonder! Was she then so 
utterly transformed already by Beni-Mora ? Or had the thought 
come to her because she stood side by side with someone whose 
sorrows had been unfathomably deeper than her own, and who, 
therefore, all unconsciously, gave her a knowledge of her own— 
till then unsuspected—hopefulness ? 

She looked at her companion again. He seemed to have 
relinquished his intention of leaving her, and was standing quietly 
beside her, staring towards the desert, with his head slightly 
drooped forward. In one hand he held a thick stick. He had 
put his hat on again. His attitude was much calmer than it had 
been. Already he seemed more at ease with her. She was glad 
of that. She did not ask herself why. But the intense beauty 
of evening in this land and at this height made her wish enthusias¬ 
tically that it could produce a happiness such as it created in her 
in everyone. Such beauty, with its voices, its colours, its lines 
of tree and leaf, of wall and mountain ridge, its mystery of shapes 
and movements, stillness and dreaming distance, its atmosphere 
of the far off come near, chastened by journeying, fine with the 
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unfamiliar, its solemn changes towards the impenetrable night, 
was too large a thing and fraught with too much tender and 
lovable invention to be worshipped in any selfishness. It made 
her feel as if she could gladly be a martyr for unseen human 
beings, as if sacrifice would be an easy thing if made for those to 
whom such beauty would appeal. Brotherhood rose up and cried 
in her, as it surely sang in the sunset, in the mountains, the palm 
groves and the desert. The flame above the hills, their purple 
outline, the moving, feathery trees, dark under the rose-coloured 
glory of the west, and most of all the immeasurably remote 
horizons, each moment more strange and more eternal, made her 
long to make this harsh stranger happy. 

“ One ought to find happiness here,” she said to him very 
simply. 

She saw his hand strain itself round the wood of his stick. 

“ Why ? ” he said. 

He turned right round to her and looked at her with a sort 
of anger. 

“Why should you suppose so?’’ he added, speaking quite 
quickly, and without his former uneasiness and consciousness. 

“Because it is so beautiful and so calm.” 

“ Calm! ’’ he said. “ Here ! ” 

There was a sound of passionate surprise in his voice. 
Domini was startled. She felt as if she were fighting, and must 
fight hard if she were not to be beaten to the dust. But when 
she looked at him she could find no weapons. She said nothing. 
In a moment he spoke again. 

“ You find calm here,” he said slowly. “Yes, I see." 

His head dropped lower and his face hardened as he looked 
over the edge of the parapet to the village, the blue desert. 
Then he lifted his eyes to the mountains and the clear sky and 
the shadowy moon. Each element in the evening scene was 
examined with a fierce, painful scrutiny, as if he was resolved to 
wring from each its secret. 

“ Why, yes,” he added in a low, muttering voice full of a sort 
of terrified surprise, “it is so. You are right. Why, yes, it is 
calm here.” 

He spokelike a man who had been suddenly convinced, beyond 
power of further unbelief, of something he had never suspected, 
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never dreamed of. And the conviction seemed to be bitter to 
him, even alarming. 

“ But away out there must be the real home of peace, I think,” 
Domini said. 

“ Where ? ” said the man, quickly. 

She pointed towards the south. 

“In the depths of the desert,” she said. “Far away from 
civilisation, far away from modern men and modern women, and 
all the noisy trifles we are accustomed to.” 

He looked towards the south eagerly. In everything he did 
there was a flame-like intensity, as if he could not perform an 
ordinary action, or turn his eyes upon any object, without 
calling up in his mind, or heart, a violence of thought or of 
feeling. 

“ You think it—you think there would be peace out there, 
far away in the desert ? ” he said, and his face relaxed slightly, 
as if in obedience to some thought not wholly sad. 

“It may be fanciful,” she replied. “But I think there must. 
Surely Nature has not a lying face.” 

He was still gazing towards the south, from which the night 
was slowly emerging, a traveller through a mist of blue. He 
seemed to be held, fascinated by the desert which was fading 
away gently, like a mystery which had drawn near to the light of 
revelation, but which was now slipping back into an under-world 
of magic. He bent forward as one who watches a departure in 
which he longs to share, and Domini felt sure that he had for¬ 
gotten her. She felt, too, that this man was gripped by the 
desert influence more fiercely even than she was, and that he 
must have a stronger imagination, a greater force of projection 
even than she had. Where she bore a taper he lifted a blazing 
torch. 

A roar of drums rose up immediately beneath them. From 
the negro village emerged a ragged procession of thick-lipped men, 
and singing, capering women tricked out in scarlet and yellow 
shawls, headed by a male dancer clad in the skins of jackals, 
and decorated with mirrors, camels’ skulls and chains of animals’ 
teeth. He shouted and leaped, rolled his bulging eyes, and 
protruded a fluttering tongue. The dust curled up round his 
stamping, naked feet. 
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“Yah-ah-li!” Yah-ah-lJl!” 

The howling chorus came up to the tower, with a clash of 
enormous castanets, and of poles beaten rhythmically together. 

“ Yi yi-yi-yi! ” went the shrill voices of the women. 

The cloud of dust increased, enveloping the lower part of the 
procession, till the black heads and waving arms emerged as if 
from a maelstrom. The thunder of the drums was like the 
thunder of a cataract in which the singers, disappearing towards 
the village, seemed to be swept away. 

The man at Domini’s side raised himself up with a jerk, and 
all the former fierce timidity and consciousness came back to his 
face. He turned round, pulled open the door behind him, and 
took off his hat. 

“ Excuse me, Madame,” he said. “ Bon soiri ” 

“I am coming too,” Domini answered. 

He looked uncomfortable and anxious, hesitated, then, as if 
driven to do it in spite of himself, plunged downward through 
the narrow doorway of the tower into the darkness. Domini 
waited for a moment, listening to the heavy sound of his tread 
on the wooden stairs. She frowned till her thick eyebrows 
nearly met and the corners of her lips turned down. Then she 
followed slowly. When she was on the stairs and the footsteps 
died away below her she fully realised that for the first time in 
her life a man had insulted her. Her face felt suddenly very hot, 
and her lips very dry, and she longed to use her physical strength 
in a way not wholly feminine. In the hall, among the shrouded 
furniture, she met the smiling doorkeeper. She stopped. 

“ Did the gentleman who has just gone out give you his card? ” 
she said abruptly. 

The Arab assumed a fawning, servile expression. 

“ No, Madame, but he is a very good gentleman, and I know 
well that Monsieur the Count—” 

Domini cut him short. 

“ Of what nationality is he ? ” 

“ Monsieur the Count, Madame ? ” 

“No, no.” 

“ The gentleman ? I do not know. But he can speak Arabic. 
Oh, he is a very nice—” 

“ Bon soir I ” said Domini, giving him a franc. 
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When she was out on the road in front of the hotel she saw 
the stranger striding along in the distance at the tail of the negro 
procession. The dust stirred up by the dancers whirled about 
him. Several small negroes skipped round him, doubtless making 
eager demands upon his generosity. He seemed to take no 
notice of them, and as she watched him Domini was reminded 
of his retreat from the praying Arab in the desert that morning. 

“Is he afraid of women as he is afraid of prayer?” she 
thought, and suddenly the sense of humiliation and anger left 
her, and was succeeded by a powerful curiosity such as she had 
never felt before about anyone. She realised that this curiosity 
had dawned in her almost at the first moment when she saw the 
stranger, and had been growing ever since. One circumstance 
after another had increased it till now it was definite, concrete. 
She wondered that she did not feel ashamed of such a feeling, 
unusual in her, and surely unworthy, like a prying thing. Of 
all her old indifference that side which confronted people had 
always been the most sturdy, the most solidly built. Without 
affectation she had been a profoundly incurious woman as to the 
lives and the concerns of others, even of those whom she knew 
best and was supposed to care for most. Her nature had been 
essentially languid in human intercourse. The excitements, 
troubles, even the passions of others had generally stirred her no 
more than a distant puppet-show stirs an absent-minded passer in 
the street. 

In Africa it seemed that her whole nature had been either 
violently renewed, or even changed. She could not tell which. 
But this strong stirring of curiosity would, she believed, have been 
impossible in the woman she had been but a week ago, the woman 
who travelled to Marseille dulled, ignorant of herself, longing 
for change. Perhaps instead of being angry she ought to wel¬ 
come it as a symptom of the recreation she longed for. 

While she changed her gown for dinner that night she debated 
within herself how she would treat her fellow-guest when she mei 
him in the salle-d-manger. She ought to cut him after what had 
occurred, she supposed. Then it seemed to her that to do sc 
would be undignified, and would give him the impression that he 
had the power to offend her. She resolved to bow to him i 
they met face to face. Just before she went downstairs sh< 
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realised how vehement her internal debate had been, and was 
astonished. Suzanne was putting away something in a drawer, 
bending down and stretching out her plump arms. 

“ Suzanne! ” Domini said. 

“Yes, Mam’zelle! ” 

“ How long have you been with me ? ” 

“Three years, Mam’zelle.’’ 

The maid shut the drawer and turned round, fixing her 
dark eyes on her mistress, and standing as if she were ready to 
be photographed. 

“ Would you say that I am the same sort of person to-day as 
I was three years ago ? ” 

Suzanne looked like a cat that has been startled by a sudden 
noise. 

“ The same, Mam’zelle ? ” 

“Yes. Do you think I have altered in that time?” 

Suzanne considered the question with her head slightly on one 
side. 

“Only here, Mam’zelle,” she replied at length. 

“Here!” said Domini, rather eagerly. “Why, I have only 
been here twenty-six hours.” 

“ That is true. But Mam’zelle looks as if she had a little life 
here, a little emotion. Mon Dieu! Mam’zelle will pardon me, 
but what is a woman who feels no emotion ? A packet. Is it 
not so, Mam’zelle ? ” 

“ Well, but what is there to be emotional about here ? ” 

Suzanne looked vaguely crafty. 

“Who knows, Mam’zelle? Who can say? Mon Dieu! 
This village is dull, but it is odd. No band plays. There are 
no shops for a girl to look into. There is nothing chic except 
the costumes of the Zouaves. But one cannot deny that it is 
odd. When Mam’zelle was away this afternoon in the tower. 
Monsieur Helmuth—” 

“ Who is that ? ” 

“ The Monsieur who accompanies the omnibus to the station. 
Monsieur Helmuth was polite enough to escort me through the 
village. Mon Dieu, Mam’zelle, I said to myself, ‘ Anything might 
occur here.’ ” 

“ Anything! What do you mean ? ” 
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But Suzanne did not seem to know. She only made her 
figure look more tense than ever, tucked in her round little chin, 
which was dimpled and unmeaning, and said,— 

“ Who knows, Mam’zelle ? This village is dull, that is true, but 
it is odd. One does not find oneself in such places every day.” 

Domini could not help laughing at these Delphic utterances, 
but she went downstairs thoughtfully. She knew Suzanne’s 
practical spirit. Till now the maid had never shown any 
capacity of imagination. Beni-Mora was certainly beginning 
to mould her nature into a slightly different shape. And 
Domini seemed to see an Eastern potter at work, squatting in 
the sun and with long and delicate fingers changing the outline 
of the statuette of a woman, modifying a curve here, an angle 
there, till the clay began to show another woman, but with, as 
it were, the shadow of the former one lurking behind the new 
personality. 

The stranger was not at dinner. His table was laid and 
Domini sat expecting each moment to hear the shuffling tread 
of his heavy boots on the wooden floor. When he did not 
come she thought she was glad. After dinner she spoke for 
a moment to the priest and then went upstairs to the verandah 
to take coffee. She found Batouch there. He had renounced 
his determined air, and his cafe-au-lait countenance and huge 
body expressed enduring pathos, as of an injured, patient creature 
laid out for the trampling of Domini’s cruel feet. 

" Well ? ” she said, sitting down by the basket table. 

“ Well, Madame ? ” 

He sighed and looked on the ground, lifted one white-socked 
foot, removed its yellow slipper, shook out a tiny stone from the 
slipper and put it on again, slowly, gracefully and very sadly. 
Then he pulled the white sock up with both hands and glanced 
at Domini out of the corners of his eyes. 

“ What’s the matter ? ” 

“ Madame does not care to see the dances of Beni-Mora, to 
hear the music, to listen to the story-teller, to enter the cafe of 
El Hadj where Achmed sings to the keef smokers, or to witness 
the beautiful religious ecstasies of the dervishes from Oumach. 
Therefore I come to bid Madame respectfully good-night and to 
take my departure.” 
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He threw his burnous over hiS left shoulder with a sudden 
gesture of despair that was full of exaggeration. Domini smiled. 

“ You’ve been very good to-day,” she said. 

“ I am always good, Madame. I am of a serious disposition. 
Not one keeps Ramadan as I do.” 

“ I am sure of it. Go downstairs and wait for me under the 
arcade.” 

Batouch’s large face became suddenly a rendezvous of all the 
gaieties. 

“ Madame is coming out to-night ? ” 

“ Presently. Be in the arcade.” 

He swept away with an ample magnificence of joyous bearing 
and movement that was like a loud Te Deum. 

“ Suzanne! Suzanne ! ” 

Domini had finished her coffee. 

“ Mam’zelle ! ” answered Suzanne, appearing. 

“ Would you like to come out with me to-night ? ” 

“ Mam’zelle is going out ? ” 

“ Yes, to see the village by night.” 

Suzanne looked irresolute. Craven fear and curiosity fought 
a battle within her, as was evident by the expressions that came 
and went in her face before she answered. 

“ Shall we not be murdered, Mam’zelle, and are there interest¬ 
ing things to see ? ” 

“ There are interesting things to see—dancers, singers, keef 
smokers. But if you are afraid don’t come.” 

“ Dancers, Mam’zelle ! But the Arabs carry knives. And is 
there singing ? I—I should not like Mam’zelle to go without me. 
But—” 

“Come and protect me from the knives, then. Bring my 
jacket—any one. I don’t suppose I shall put it on.” 

As she spoke the distant tom-toms began. Suzanne started 
nervously and looked at Domini with sincere apprehension. 

“ We had better not go, Mam’zelle. It is not safe out here. 
Men who make a noise like that would not respect us.” 

“ I like it.” 

“That sound? But it is always the same and there is no 
music in it.” 

“ Perhaps there is more in it than music. The jacket! ” 
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Suzanne went gingerly to fetch it. The faint cry of the 
African hautboy rose up above the tom-toms. The evening ftte 
vrm beginning. To-night Domini felt that she must go to the 
distant music and learn to understand its meaning, not only for 
herself but for those who made it and danced to it night after 
night. It stirred her imagination, and made her in love with 
mystery, and anxious at least to steal to the very threshold of the 
barbarous world. Did it stir those who had bad it in their ears 
ever since they were naked, sunburned babies rolling in the hot 
sand of the Sahara ? Could it seem rts ordinary to them as the 
cold uproar of the piano-organ to the urchins of Whitechapel, or 
the whine of the fiddle to the peasants of Touraine where 
Suzanne was born? She wanted to know. Suzanne returned 
with the jacket. She still looked apprehensive, but she had put 
on her hat and fastened a sprig of red geranium in the front of 
her black gown. The curiosity was in the ascendant. 

“ We are not going quite alone, Mam’zelle ? ” 

“ No, no. • Batouch will protect us.” 

Suzanne breathed a furtive sigh. 

The poet was in the white arcade with Hadj, who looked 
both wicked and deplorable, and had a shabby air, in marked 
contrast to Batouch’s ostentatious triumph. Domini felt quite 
sorry for him. 

“ You come with us too,” she said. 

Hadj squared his shoulders and instantly looked vivacious 
and almost smart. But an undecided expression came into his 
face. 

“ Where is Madame going ? " 

" To see the village.” 

Batouch shot a glance at Hadj and smiled unpleasantly. 

“ I will come with Madame.” 

Batouch still smiled. 

“ We are going to the Ouled Nails,” he said significantly to 
Hadj. 

“ I—I will come." 

They set out. Suzanne looked gently at the poet’s legs and 
seemed comforted. 

“ Take great care of Mademoiselle Suzanne,” Domini said to 
the poet. “ She is a little nervous in the dark.” 
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“ Mademoiselle Suzanne is lik'e the first day after the fast of 
Ramadan,” replied the poet, majestically. “ No one would harm 
her w'ere she to wander alone to Tombouctou.” 

The prospect drew from Suzanne a startled gulp. Batouch 
placed himself tenderly at her side and they set out, Domini 
walking behind with Hadj. 


VIII 

The village was full of the wan presage of the coming of the 
moon. The night was very still and very warm. As they skirted 
the long gardens Domini saw a light in the priest’s house. It 
made her wonder how he passed his solitary evenings when he 
went home from the hotel, and she fancied him sitting in some 
plainly-furnished little room with Bous-Bous and a few books, 
smoking a pipe and thinking sadly of the White Fathers of 
Africa and of his frustrated desire for complete renunciation. 
With this last thought blended the still remote sound of the 
hautboy. It suggested anything rather than renunciation; 
mysterious melancholy—successor to passion—the cry of long¬ 
ing, the wail of the unknown that draws some men and women 
to splendid follies and to ardent pilgrimages whose goal is the 
mirage. 

Hadj was talking in a low voice, but Domini did not listen to 
him. She was vaguely aware that he was abusing Batouch, saying 
that he was a liar, inclined to theft, a keef smoker, and in a 
general way steeped to the lips in crime. But the moon was 
rising, the distant music was becoming more distinct. She could 
not listen to Hadj. 

As they turned into the street of the sand-diviner the first ray 
of the moon fell on the white road. Far away at the end of the 
street Domini could see the black foliage of the trees in the 
Gazelles’ garden, and beyond, to the left, a dimness of shadowy 
palms at the desert edge. The desert itself was not visible. 
Two Arabs passed, shrouded in burnouses, with the hoods drawn 
up over their heads. Only their black beards could be seen. 
They were talking violently and waving their arms. Suzanne 
shuddered and drew close to the poet. Her plump face worked 
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and she glanced appealingly £it her mistress. But Domini was 
not thinking of her, or of violence or danger. The sound of the 
tom-toms and hautboys seemed suddenly much louder now that 
the moon began to shine, making a whiteness among the white 
houses of the village, the white robes of the inhabitants, a greater 
whiteness on the white road that lay before them. And she was 
thinking that the moon whiteness of Beni-Mora was more 
passionate than pure, more like the blanched face of a lover than 
the cool, pale cheek of a virgin. There was excitement in it, 
suggestion greater even than the suggestion of the tremendous 
coloured scenes of the evening that preceded such a night. And 
she mused of white heat and of what it means—the white heat of 
the brain blazing with thoughts that govern, the white heat of the 
heart blazing with emotions that make such thoughts seem cold. 
She had never known either. Was she incapable of knowing 
them ? Could she imagine them till there was physical heat in 
her body if she was incapable of knowing them ? Suzanne and 
the two Arabs were distant shadows to her when that first moon- 
ray touched their feet. The passion of the night began to burn 
her, and she'thought she would like to take her soul and hold it 
out to the white flame. 

As they passed the sand-diviner’s house Domini saw his 
spectral figure standing under the yellow light of the hanging 
lantern in the middle of his carpet shop, which was lined from 
floor to ceiling with dull red embroideries and dim with the 
fumes of an incense brazier. He was talking to a little boy, but 
keeping a wary eye on the street, and he came out quickly, 
beckoning with his long hands, and calling softly, in a half- 
chuckling and yet authoritative voice,— 

“Venez, Madame, venez! Come! come!” 

Suzanne seized Domini’s arm. 

“ Not to-night! ” Domini called out. 

“ Yes, Madame, to-night. The vie of Madame is there in the 
sand to-night. Je la vois, je la vois. C’est Ik dans le sable 
to-night." 

The moonlight showed the wound on his face. Suzanne 
uttered a cry and hid her eyes with her hands. They went on 
towards the trees. Hadj walked with hesitation. 

“ How loud the music is getting,” Domini said to him. 
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“ It will deafen Madame’s ears if she gets nearer,” said Hadj, 
eagerly. “ And the dances are not for Madame. For the Arabs, 
yes, but for a great lady of the most respectable England! 
Madame will be red with disgust, with anger. Madame will have 
mal-au-coeur," 

Batouch began to look like an idol on whose large face the 
artificer had carved an expression of savage ferocity. 

“Madame is my client,” he said fiercely. “Madame trusts 
in me.” 

Hadj laughed with a snarl. 

“He who smokes the keef is like a Mehari with a swollen 
tongue,” he rejoined. 

The poet looked as if he were going to spring upon his cousin, 
but he restrained himself and a slow, malignant smile curled about 
b!s thick lips like a snake. 

“ I shall show to Madame a dancer who is modest, who is 
beautiful, Hadj-ben-Ibrahim,” he said softly. 

“ Fatma is sick,” said Hadj, quickly. 

“ It will not be Fatma.” 

Hadj began suddenly to gesticulate with his thin, delicate 
hands and to look fiercely excited. 

“ Halima is at the Fontaine Chaude,” he cried. 

“ Keltoum will be there.” 

“ She will not. Her foot is sick. She cannot dance. For a 
week she will not dance. I know it.” 

“And—Irena? Is she sick? Is she at the Hammam 
Salahine ? ” 

Hadj’s countenance fell. He looked at his cousin sideways, 
always showing his teeth. 

“ Do you not know, Hadj-ben-Ibrahim?” 

"Ana ma ’audi ma tick oAl kkl" * growled Hadj in his 
throat. 

They had reached the end of the little street. The whiteness 
of the great road which stretched straight through the oasis into 
♦he desert lay before them, with the statue of Cardinal Lavigerie 
staring down it in the night. At right angles was the street of the 
dancers, narrow, bounded with the low white houses of the 
Ouleds, twinkling with starry lights, humming with voices, throb- 
• “ I have nothing to say to you.” 
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bing with the clashing music that poured from the rival cafSs 
maures, thronged with the white figures of the desert men, 
strolling slowly, softly as panthers, up and down. The moonlight 
was growing brighter, as if invisible hands began to fan the white 
flame of passion which lit up Beni-Mora. A patrol of Tirailleurs 
Indigenes passed by going up the street, in yellow and blue 
uniforms, turbans and white gaiters, their rifles over their broad 
shoulders. The faint tramp of their marching feet was just 
audible on the sandy road. 

“ Hadj can go home if he is afraid of anything in the dancing 
street,” said Domini, rather maliciously. “Let us follow the 
soldiers." 

Hadj started as if he had been stung, and looked at Domini 
as if he would like to strangle her. 

“ I am afraid of nothing,” he exclaimed proudly. “ Madame 
does not know Hadj-ben-Ibrahim." 

Batouch laughed soundlessly, shaking his great shoulders. 
It was evident that he had divined his cousin’s wish to supplant 
him and was busily taking his revenge. Domini was amused, and 
as they went slowly up the street in the wake of the soldiers she 
said,— 

“ Do you often come here at night, Hadj-ben-Ibrahim ? " 

“ Oh, yes, Madame, when I am alone. But with ladies—” 

“You were here last night, weren’t you, with the traveller 
from the hotel ? ” 

“No, Madame. The Monsieur of the hotel preferred to visit 
the cafi of the story-teller, which is far more interesting. If 
Madame will permit me to take her—” 

But this last assault was too much for the poet’s philosophy. 
He suddenly threw off all pretence of graceful calm, and poured 
out upon Hadj a torrent of vehement Arabic, accompanying it 
with passionate gestures which filled Suzanne with horror and 
Domini with secret delight. She liked this abrupt unveiling of 
the raw. There had always lurked in her an audacity, a quick 
spirit of adventure more boyish than feminine. She had reached 
the age of thirty-two without ever gratifying it, or even fully 
realising how much she longed to gratify it. But now she began 
to understand it and to feel that it was imperious. 

“I have a barbarian in me,’’ she thought. 
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“ Batouch! ” she said sharply. 

The poet turned a distorted face to her. 

“ Madame!" 

“ That will do. Take us to the dancing-house.” 

Batouch shot a last ferocious glance at Hadj and they went 
on into the crowd of strolling men. 

The little street, bright with the lamps of the small houses, 
from which projected wooden balconies painted in gay colours, 
and with the growing radiance of the moon, was mysterious 
despite its gaiety, its obvious dedication to the cult of pleasure. 
Alive with the shrieking sounds of music, the movement and the 
murmur of desert humanity made it almost solemn. This crowd 
of boys and men, robed in white from head to heel, preserved 
a serious grace in its vivacity, suggested besides a dignified 
barbarity a mingling of angel, monk and nocturnal spirit. In the 
distance of the moonbeams, gliding slowly over the dusty road 
with slippered feet, there was something soft and radiant in their 
moving whiteness. Nearer, their pointed hoods made them 
monastical as a procession stealing from a range of cells to chant 
a midnight mass. In the shadowy dusk of the tiny side alleys 
they were like wandering ghosts intent on unholy errands or re¬ 
turning to the graveyard. 

On some of the balconies painted girls were leaning and 
smoking cigarettes. Before each of the lighted doorways from 
which the shrill noise of music came, small, intent crowds were 
gathered, watching the performance that was going on inside. 
The robes of the Arabs brushed against the skirts of Domini and 
Suzanne, and eyes stared at them from every side with a scrutiny 
that was less impudent than seriously bold. 

“ Madame!" 

Hadj’s thin hand was pulling Domini’s sleeve. 

“ Well, what is it ? ” 

“This is the best dancing-house. The children dance here.” 

Domini’s height enabled her to peer over the shoulders of 
those gathered before the door, and in the lighted distance of a 
white-walled room, painted with figures of soldiers and Arab 
chiefs, she saw a small wriggling figure between two rows of 
squatting men, two baby hands waving coloured handkerchiefs, 
two little feet tapping viaorously upon an earthen floor, for back- 
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ground a divan crowded with women and musicians, with inflated 
cheeks and squinting eyes. She stood for a moment to look, 
then she turned away. There was an expression of disgust in 
her eyes. 

“ No, I don’t want to see children,” she said. “ That’s too—” 

She glanced at her escort and did not finish. 

“I know,” said Batouch. “Madame wishes for the real 
Ouleds.” 

He led them across the street. Hadj followed reluctantly. 
Before going into this second dancing-house Domini stopped 
again to see from outside what it was like, but only for an 
instant. Then a brightness came into her eyes, an eager look. 

“Yes, take me in here,” she said. 

Batouch laughed softly, and Hadj uttered a word below his 
breath. 

“ Madame will see Irena here,” said Batouch, pushing the 
watching Arabs unceremoniously away. 

Domini did not answer. Her eyes were fixed on a man who 
was sitting in a corner far up the room, bending forward and 
staring intently at a woman who was in the act of stepping down 
from a raised platform decorated with lamps and small bunches 
of flowers in earthen pots. 

“I wish to sit quite near the door,” she whispered to Batouch 
as they went in. 

“ But it is much better—” 

“Do what I tell you,” she said. “The left side of the 
room.” 

Hadj looked a little happier. Suzanne was clinging to his 
arm. He smiled at her with something of mischief, but he took 
care, when a place was cleared on a bench for their party, to sit 
down at the end next the door, and he cast an anxious glance 
towards the platform where the dancing-girls attached to the cafi 
sat in a row, hunched up against the bare wall, waiting their turn 
to perform. Then suddenly he shook his head, tucked in his 
chin and laughed. His whole face was transformed from craven 
fear to vivacious rascality. While he laughed he looked at 
Batouch, who was ordering four cups of coffee from the negro 
attendant. The poet took no notice. For the moment he was 
intent upon his professional duties. But when the coffee was 
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brought, and set upon a round wooden stool between two 
bunches of roses, he had time to note Hadj’s sudden gaiety and 
to realise its meaning. Instantly he spoke to the negro in a low 
voice. Hadj stopped laughing. The negro sped away and 
returned with the proprietor of the cafe^ a stout Kabyle with a fair 
skin and blue eyes. 

Batouch lowered his voice to a guttural whisper and spoke 
in Arabic, while Hadj, shifting uneasily on the end seat, glanced 
at him sideways out of his almond-shaped eyes. Domini heard 
the name “ Irena,” and guessed that Batouch was asking the 
Kabyle to send for her and make her dance. She could not 
help being amused for a moment by the comedy of intrigue, 
complacently malignant on both sides, that was being played by 
the two cousins, but the moment passed and left her engrossed, 
absorbed, and not merely by the novelty of the surroundings, by 
the strangeness of the women, of their costumes, and of their 
movements. She watched them, but she watched more closely, 
more eagerly, rather as a spy than as a spectator, one who was 
watching them with an intentness, a still passion, a fierce curiosity 
and a sort of almost helpless wonder such as she had never seen 
before, and could never have found within herself to put at the 
service of any human marvel. 

Close to the top of the room on the right the stranger was 
sitting in the midst of a mob of Arabs, whose flowing draperies 
almost concealed his ugly European clothes. On the wall imme¬ 
diately behind him was a brilliantly-coloured drawing of a fat Ouled 
Nail leering at a French soldier, which made an unconventional 
background to his leaning figure and sunburnt face, in which 
there seemed now to be both asceticism and something so different 
and so powerful that it was likely, from moment to moment, to 
drive out the asceticism and to achieve the loneliness of all con¬ 
quering things. This fighting expression made Domini think 
of a picture she had once seen representing a pilgrim going 
through a dark forest attended by his angel and his devil. The 
angel of the pilgrim was a weak and almost childish figure, frail, 
bloodless, scarcely even radiant, while the devil was lusty and 
bold, with a muscular body and a sensual, aquiline face, which 
smiled craftily, looking at the pilgrim. There was surely a devil 
in the watching traveller which was pushing the angel out of him. 
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Domini had never before seemed to see clearly the legendary 
battle of the human heart. But it had never before been mani¬ 
fested to her audaciously in the human face. 

All around the Arabs sat, motionless and at ease, gazing on 
the curious dance of which they never tire—a dance which has 
some ingenuity, much sensuality and provocation, but little 
beauty and little mystery, unless—as happens now and then— 
an idol-like woman of the South, with all the enigma of the 
distant desert in her kohl-tinted eyes, dances it with the sultry 
gloom of a half-awakened sphinx, and makes of it a barbarous mani¬ 
festation of the nature that lies hidden in the heart of the sun, 
a silent cry uttered by a savage body born in a savage land. 

In the cafe of Tahar, the Kabyle, there was at present no such 
woman. His beauties, huddled together on their narrow bench 
before a table decorated with glasses of water and sprigs of orange 
blossom in earthen vases, looked dull and cheerless in their gaudy 
clothes. Their bodies were well formed, but somnolent. Their 
painted hands hung down like the hands of marionettes. The 
one who was dancing suggested Duty clad in Eastern garb and 
laying herself out carefully to be wicked. Her jerks and wrigglings, 
though violent, were inhuman, like those of a complicated piece 
of mechanism devised by a morbid engineer. After a glance or 
two at her Domini felt that she was bored by her own agilities. 
Domini’s wonder increased when she looked again at the traveller. 

For it was this dance of the e»»ui of the East which raised up 
in him this obvious battle, which drove his secret into the illumina¬ 
tion of the hanging lamps and gave it to a woman, who felt half 
confused, half ashamed at possessing it, and yet could not cast it 
away. 

If they both lived on, without speaking or meeting, for another 
half century, Domini could never not know the shape of the devil 
in this man, the light of the smile upon its face. 

The dancing woman had observed him, and presently she 
began slowly to wriggle towards him between the rows of Arabs, 
fixing her eyes upon him and parting her scarlet lips in a greedy 
smile. As she came on the stranger evidently began to realise 
that he was her bourne. He had been leaning forward, but when 
she approached, waving her red hands, shaking her prominent 
breasts, and violently jerking her stomach, he sat straight up, and 
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then, as if instinctively trying to get away from her, pressed back 
against the wall, hiding the painting of the Ouled Nail and the 
French soldier. A dark flush rose on his face and even flooded 
his forehead to his hair. His eyes were full of a piteous 
anxiety and discomfort, and he glanced almost guiltily to right 
and left of him as if he expected the hooded Arab spectators to 
condemn his presence there now that the dancer drew their 
attention to it. The dancer noticed his confusion and seemed 
pleased by it, and moved to more energetic demonstrations of 
her art. She lifted her arms above her head, half closed her 
eyes, assumed an expression of languid ecstasy and slowly 
shuddered. Then, bending backward, she nearly touched the 
floor, swung round, still bending, and showed the long curve of 
her bare throat to the stranger, while the girls, huddled on the 
bench by the musicians, suddenly roused themselves and joined 
their voices in a shrill and prolonged twitter. The Arabs did 
not smile, but the deepness of their attention seemed to increase 
like a cloud growing darker. All the luminous eyes in the room 
were steadily fixed upon the man leaning back against the hideous 
picture on the wall and the gaudy siren curved almost into an 
arch before him. The musicians blew their hautboys and beat 
their tom-toms more violently, and all things, Domini thought, 
were filled with a sense of climax. She felt as if the room, all 
the inanimate objects, and all the animate figures in it, were 
instruments of an orchestra, and as if each individual instrument 
were contributing to a slow, and great, and irresistible crescendo. 
The stranger took his part with the rest, but against his will, and 
as if under some terrible compulsion. 

His face was scarlet now, and his shining eyes looked down on 
the dancer’s throat and breast with a mingling of eagerness and 
horror. Slowly she raised herself, turned, bent forwards quiver¬ 
ing, and presented her face to him, while the women twittered 
once more in chorus. He still stared at her without moving. 
The hautboy players prolonged a wailing note, and the tom-toms 
gave forth a fierce and dull murmur almost like a death-roll. 

“ She wants him to give her money,” Batouch whispered to 
Domini. “ Why does not he give her money ? ” 

Evidently the stranger did not understand what was expected 
of him. The music changed again to a shrieking tune, the dancer 
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drew back, did a few more steps, jerked her stomach with fury, 
stamped her feet on the floor. Then once more she shuddered 
slowly, half closed her eyes, glided close to the stranger, and falling 
down deliberately laid her head on his knees, while again the 
women twittered, and the long note of the hautboys went through 
the room like a scream of interrogation. 

Domini grew hot as she saw the look that came into the 
stranger’s face when the woman touched his knees. 

“ Go and tell him it’s money she wants! ” she whispered to 
Batouch. “ Go and tell him ! ” 

Batouch got up, but at this moment a roguish Arab boy, who 
sat by the stranger, laughingly spoke to him, pointing to the 
woman. The stranger thrust his hand into his pocket, found a 
coin and, directed by the roguish youth, stuck it upon the dancer’s 
greasy forehead. At once she sprang to her feet. The women 
twittered. The music burst into a triumphant melody, and 
through the room there went a stir. Almost everyone in it 
moved simultaneously. One man raised his hand to his hood 
and settled it over his forehead. Another put his cigarette to his 
lips. Another picked up his coffee-cup. A fourth, who was 
holding a flower, lifted it to his nose and smelt it. No one 
remained quite still. With the stranger’s action a strain had 
been removed, a mental tension abruptly loosened, a sense of 
ease let free in the room. Domini felt it acutely. The last 
few minutes had been painful to her. She sighed with relief 
at the cessation of another’s agony. For the stranger had cer¬ 
tainly—from shyness or whatever cause—been in agony while 
the dancer kept her head upon his knees. 

His angel had been in fear, perhaps, while his devil— 

But Domini tried resolutely to turn her thoughts from the 
smiling face. 

After pressing the money on the girl’s forehead the man made 
a movement as if he meant to leave the room, but once again the 
curious indecision which Domini had observed in him before cut 
his action, as it were, in two, leaving it half finished. As the 
dancer, turning, wriggled slowly to the platform he buttoned up 
his jacket with a sort of hasty resolution, pulled it down with a 
jerk, glanced swiftly round, and rose to his feet. Domini kept 
her eyes on him, and perhaps they drew his, for, just as he was 
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about to step into the narrow aisle that led to the door he saw 
her. Instantly he sat down again, turned so that she could only 
see part of his face, unbuttoned his jacket, took out some matches 
and busied himself in lighting a cigarette. She knew he had felt 
her concentration on him, and was angry with herself. Had she 
really a spy in her ? Was she capable of being vulgarly curious 
about a man ? A sudden movement of Had] drew her attention. 
His face was distorted by an expression that seemed half angry, 
half fearful. Batouch was smiling seraphically as he gazed towards 
the ])latform. Suzanne, with a pinched-up mouth, was looking 
virginally at her lap. Her whole attitude showed her conscious¬ 
ness of the many blazing eyes that were intently staring at her. 
The stomach dance which she had just been watching had 
amazed her so much that she felt as if she were the only 
respectable woman in the world, and as if no one would 
suppose it unless she hung out banners white as the walls 
of Beni-Mora’s houses. She strove to do so, and, meanwhile, 
from time to time, cast sideway glances towards the platform to 
see whether another stomach dance was preparing. She did not 
see Hadj’s excitement or the poet’s malignant satisfaction, but she, 
with Domini, saw a small door behind the platform open, and the 
stout Kabyle appear followed by a girl who was robed in gold 
tissue, and decorated with cascades of golden coins. 

Domini guessed at once that this was Irena, the returned 
exile who wished to kill Hadj, and she was glad that a new 
incident had occurred to switch off the general attention from the 
stranger. 

Irena was evidently a favourite. There was a grave movement 
as she came in, a white undulation as all the shrouded forms bent 
slightly forward in her direction. Only Hadj caught his burnous 
round him with his thin fingers, dropped his chin, shook his hood 
down upon his forehead, leaned back against the wall, and, curling 
his legs under him, seemed to fall asleep. But beneath his brown 
lids and long black lashes his furtive eyes followed every move¬ 
ment of the girl in the sparkling robe. 

She came in slowly and languidly, with a heavy and cross ex¬ 
pression upon her face, which was thin to emaciation and painted 
white, with scarlet lips and darkened eyes and eyebrows. Her 
features were narrow and pointed. Her bones were tiny, and her 
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body was so slender, her waist so small, that, with her flat breast 
and meagre shoulders, she looked almost like a stick crowned 
with a human face and hung with brilliant draperies. Her hair, 
which was thick and dark brown, was elaborately braided and 
covered with a yellow silk handkerchief. Domini thought she 
looked consumptive, and was bitterly disappointed in her appear¬ 
ance. For some unknown reason she had expected the woman 
who wished to kill Hadj, and who obviously inspired him with 
fear, to be a magnificent and glowing desert beauty. This woman 
might be violent. She looked weary, anaemic, and as if she 
wished to go to bed, and Domini’s contempt for Hadj increased 
as she looked at her. To be afraid of a thin, tired, sleepy 
creature such as that was too pitiful. But Hadj did not seem to 
think so. He had pulled his hood still further forward, and w'as 
now merely a bundle concealed in the shade of Suzanne. 

Irena stepped on to the platform, pushed the girl who sat at 
the end of the bench till she moved up higher, sat down in the 
vacant place, drank some water out of the glass nearest to her, 
and then remained quite still staring at the floor, utterly indiflferent 
to the Arabs who were devouring her with their eyes. No doubt 
the eyes of men had devoured her ever since she could remember. 
It was obvious that they meant nothing to her, that they did not 
even for an instant disturb the current of her dreary thoughts. 

Another girl was dancing, a stout Oriental Jewess with a thick 
hooked nose, large lips and bulging eyes, that looked as if they 
had been newly scoured with emery powder. While she danced 
she sang, or rather shouted roughly, an extraordinary melody that 
suggested battle, murder and sudden death. Careless of on¬ 
lookers, she sometimes scratched her head or rubbed her nose 
without ceasing her contortions. Domini guessed that this was 
the girl whom she had seen from the tower dancing upon the roof 
in the sunset. Distance and light had indeed transformed her. 
Under the lamps she was the embodiment of all that was coarse 
and greasy. Even the pitiful slenderness of Irena seemed attrac¬ 
tive when compared with her billowing charms, which she kept in 
a continual commotion that was almost terrifying. 

“ Hadj is nearly dead with fear,” whispered Batouch, com¬ 
placently. 

Domini’s lips curled. 
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“ Does not Madame think Irena beautiful as the moon on 
the waters of the Oued Beni-Mora ? ” 

“ Indeed I don’t,” she replied bluntly. “ And I think a man 
who can be afraid of such a little thing must be afraid of the 
children in the street.” 

“ Little! But Irena is tall as a female palm in Ourlana.” 

“Tall!” 

Domini looked at her again more carefully, and saw that 
Batouch spoke the truth. Irena was unusually tall, but her 
excessive narrowness, her tiny bones, and the delicate way in 
which she held herself deceived the eye and gave her a little 
appearance. 

“ So she is; but who could be afraid of her ? Why, I could 
pick her up and throw her over that moon of yours.” 

“ Madame is strong. Madame is like the lioness. But Irena 
is the most terrible girl in all Beni-Mora if she loves or if she is 
angry, the most terrible in all the Sahara.” 

Domini laughed. 

“ Madame does not know her,” said Batouch, imperturbably. 
“ But Madame can ask the Arabs. Many of the dancers of 
Beni-Mora are murdered, each season two or three. But no man 
would try to murder Irena. No man would dare.” 

The poet’s calm and unimpassioned way of alluding to the 
most horrible crimes as if they were perfectly natural, and in no 
way to be condemned or wondered at, amazed Domini even more 
than his statement about Irena. 

“ Why do they murder the dancers ? ” she asked quickly. 

“ For their jewels. At night, in those little rooms with the 
balconies which Madame has seen, it is easy. You enter in to 
sleep there. You close your eyes, you breathe gently and a little 
loud. The woman hears. She is not afraid. She sleeps. She 
dreams. Her throat is like that ”—he threw back his head, 
exposing his great neck. “ Just before dawn you draw your knife 
from your burnous. You bend down. You cut the throat with¬ 
out noise. You take the jewels, the money from the box by the 
bed. You go down quiedy with bare feet. No oue is on the 
stair. You unbar the door—and there before you is the great 
hiding-place.” 

“ The great hiding-place 1 ’ 
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“ The desert, Madame.” 

He sipped his coffee. Domini looked at him, fascinated. 
Suzanne shivered. She had been listening. The loud contralto 
cry of the Jewess rose up, with its suggestion of violence and of 
rough indifference. And Domini repeated softly,— 

“ The great hiding-place.” 

With every moment in Beni-Mora the desert seemed to 
become more—more full of meaning, of variety, of mystery, of 
terror. Was it everything? The garden of God, the great 
hiding-place of murderers! She had called it, on the tower, 
the home of peace. In the gorge of El-Akbara, Batouch had 
spoken of it as a vast realm of forgetfulness, where the load of 
memory slips from the weary shoulders and vanishes into the soft 
gulf of the sands. 

But was it everything then ? And if it was so much to her 
already, in a night and a day, what would it be when she knew it ? 
what would it be to her after many nights and many days ? She 
began to feel a sort of terror mingled with the most extraordinary 
attraction she had ever known. 

Hadj crouched right back against the wall. The voice of the 
Jewess ceased in a shout. The hautboys stopped playing. Only 
the tom-toms roared. 

“ Hadj can be happy now,” observed Batouch in a voice of 
unctuous satisfaction, “for Irena is going to dance. Look! 
There is the little Miloud bringing her the daggers.” 

An Arab boy, with a beautiful face and a very dark skin, 
slipped on to the platform with two long, pointed knives in his 
hand. He laid them on the table before Irena, between the 
bouquets of orange blossom, jumped lightly down and dis¬ 
appeared. Directly the knives touched the table the hautboy 
players blew a terrific blast, and then, swelling the note, till it 
seemed as if they must burst both themselves and their instru- 
ments, swung into a tremendous and magnificent tune, a tune 
tingling with barbarity, yet such as an European could have sung 
or written down. In an instant it gripped Domini and excited her 
till she could hardly breathe. It poured fire into her veins and 
set fire about her heart. It was triumphant as a great song after 
war in a wild land, cruel, vengeful, but so strong and so passion¬ 
ately joyous that it made the eyes shine and the blood leap, and 
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the spirit rise up and clamour within the body, clamour for utter 
liberty, for action, for wide fields in which to roam, for long days 
and nights of glory and of love, for intense hours of emotion and 
of life lived with exultant desperation. It was a melody that 
seemed to set the soul of Creation dancing before an ark. The 
tom-toms accompanied it with an irregular but rhythmical roar 
which Domini thought was like the deep-voiced shouting of 
squadrons of fighting men. 

Irena looked wearily at the knives. Her expression had not 
changed, and Domini was amazed at her indifference. The eyes 
of everyone in the room were fixed upon her. Even Suzanne 
began to be less virginal in appearance under the influence of this 
desert song of triumph. Domini did not let her eyes stray any 
more towards the stranger. For the moment indeed she had for¬ 
gotten him. Her attention was fastened upon the thin, consump¬ 
tive-looking creature who was staring at the two knives laid upon 
the table. When the great tune had been played right through 
once, and a passionate roll of tom-toms announced its repetition, 
Irena suddenly shot out her tiny arms, brought her hands down 
on the knives, seized them and sprang to her feet. She had 
passed from lassitude to vivid energy with an abruptness that was 
almost demoniacal, and to an energy with which both mind and 
body seemed to blaze. Then, as the hautboys screamed out the 
tune once more, she held the knives above her head and danced. 

Irena was not an Ouled Nail. She was a Kabyle woman born 
in the mountains of Djurdjura, not far from the village of 
Tamouda. As a child she had lived in one of those chimneyless 
and windowless mud cottages with red tiled roofs which are so 
characteristic a feature of La Grande Kabylie. She had climbed 
barefoot the savage hills, and descended into the gorges yellow with 
the broom plant and dipped her brown toes in the waters of the 
Sebaou. How had she drifted so far from the sharp spurs of her 
native hills and from the ruddy-haired, blue-eyed people of her 
tribe ? Possibly she had sinned, as the Kabyle women often sin, 
and fled from the wrath that she would understand, and that all 
her fierce bravery could not hope to conquer. Or perhaps with 
her Kabyle blood, itself a brew composed of various strains, 
Greek, Roman, as well as Berber, were mingling some drops drawn 
from desert sources, which had manifested themselves physically 
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in her dark hair, mentally in a nomadic instinct which had for¬ 
bidden her to restamong the beauties of Ait Ouaguennoun, whose 
legendary charm she did not possess. There was the look of an 
exile in her face, a weariness that dreamed, perhaps, of distant 
things. But now that she danced that fled, and the gleam of 
flame-lit steel was in her eyes. 

Tangled and vital impressions came to Domini as she watched. 
Now she saw Jael and the tent, and the nails driven into the 
temples of the sleeping warrior. Now she saw Medea in the 
moment before she tore to pieces her brother and threw the bloody 
fragments in Aetes’spath ; Clytemnestra’s face while Agamemnon 
was passing to the bath, Delilah’s when Samson lay sleeping on 
her knee. But all these imagined faces of named women fled like 
sand grains on a desert wind as the dance went on and the recurrent 
melody came back and back and back with a savage and glorious 
persistence. They were too small, too individual, and pinned the 
imagination down too closely. This dagger dance let in upon her 
a larger atmosphere, in which one human being was as nothing, 
even a goddess or a siren prodigal of enchantments was a little 
thing not without a narrow meanness of physiognomy. 

She looked and listened till she saw a grander procession 
troop by, garlanded with mystery and triumph: War as a shape 
with woman’s eyes : Night, without poppies, leading the stars and 
moon and all the vigorous dreams that must come true : Love of 
woman that cannot be set aside, but will govern the world from 
Eden to the abyss into which the nations fall to the outstretched 
hands of God; Death as Life’s leader, with a staff from which 
sprang blossoms red as the western sky; Savage Fecundity that 
crushes all barren things into the silent dust: and then the Desert. 

That came in a pale cloud of sand, with a pale crowd of wor¬ 
shippers, those who had received gifts from the Desert’s hands 
and sought for more: white-robed marabouts who had found Allah 
in his garden and become a guide to the faithful through all the 
circling years : murderers who had gained sanctuary with barbaric 
jewels in their blood-stained hands: once tortured men and women, 
who had cast away terrible recollections in the wastes among the 
dunes and in the treeless purple distances, and who had been 
granted the sweet oases of forgetfulness to dwell in: ardent beings 
who had striven vainly to rest content with the world of hills and 
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valleys, of sea-swept verges and murmuring rivers, and whohadbeen 
driven, by the labouring soul, on and on towards the flat plains 
where roll for ever the golden wheels of the chariot of the sun. 
She saw, too, the winds that are the Desert’s best-loved children: 
Health with shining eyes and a skin of bronze: Passion, half faun, 
half black-browed Hercules: and Liberty with upraised arms, 
beating cymbals like monstrous spheres of fire. 

And she saw palm trees waving, immense palm trees in the 
south. It seemed to her that she travelled as far away from Beni- 
Mora as she had travelled from England in coming to Beni-Mora. 
She made her way towards the sun, joining the pale crowd of the 
Desert’s worshippers. And always, as she travelled, she heard the 
clashing of the cymbals of Liberty. A conviction was born in her 
that Fate meant her to know the Desert well, strangely well j that 
the Desert was waiting calmly for her to come to it and receive 
that which it had to give to her; that in the Desert she would learn 
more of the meaning of life than she could ever learn elsewhere. 
It seemed to her suddenly that she understood more clearly than 
hitherto in what lay the intense, the over-mastering and hypnotic 
attraction exercised already by the Desert over her nature. In 
the desert there must be, there was—she felt it—not only heat to 
warm the body, but light to illuminate the dark places of the soul. 
An almost fatalistic idea possessed her. She saw a figure—one of 
the Messengers—standing with her beside the corpse of her father 
and whispering in her ear “ Beni-Mora ”; taking her to the map 
and pointing to the word there, filling her brain and heart with 
suggestions, till—as she had thought almost without reason, and 
at haphazard—she chose Beni-Mora as the place to which she 
would go in search of recovery, of self-knowledge. It had been 
pre-ordained. The Messenger had been sent. The Messenger 
had guided her. And he would come again, when the time was 
ripe, and lead her on into the Desert. She felt it. She knew it. 

She looked round at the Arabs. She was as much a fatalist 
as any one of them. She looked at the stranger. What was he ? 

Abruptly in her imagination a vision rose. She gazed once 
more into the crowd that thronged about the Desert having re¬ 
ceived gifts at the Desert’s hands, and in it she saw the stranger. 

He was kneeling, his hands were stretched out, his head was 
bowed, and he was praying. And, while he prayed. Liberty stood 
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by him smiling, and her fiery cymbals were like the aureoles that 
illumine the beautiful faces of the saints. 

For some reason that she could not understand her heart 
began to beat fast, and she felt a burning sensation behind her 
eyes. 

She thought that this extraordinary music, that this amazing 
dance, excited her too much. 

The white bundle at Suzanne’s side stirred. Irena, holding 
the daggers above her head, had sprung from the little platform 
and was dancing on the earthen floor in the midst of the Arabs. 
Her thin body shook convulsively in time to the music. She 
marked the accents with her shudders. Excitement had grown in 
her till she seemed to be in a feverish passion that was half exult¬ 
ant, half despairing. In her expression, in her movements, in the 
way she held herself, leaning backwards with her face looking up, 
her breast and neck exposed as if she offered her life, her love and 
all the mysteries in her, to an imagined being who dominated her 
savage and ecstatic soul, there was a vivid suggestion of the two 
elements in Passion—rapture and melancholy. In her dance she 
incarnated passion whole by conveying the two halves that com¬ 
pose it. Her eyes were nearly closed, as a woman closes them 
when she has seen the lips of her lover descending upon hers. 
And her mouth seemed to be receiving the fiery touch of another 
mouth. In this moment she was a beautiful woman because she 
looked like womanhood. And Domini understood why the Arabs 
thought her more beautiful than the other dancers. She had what 
they had not—genius. And genius, under whatever form, shows 
to the world at moments the face of Aphrodite. 

She came slowly nearer, and those by the platform turned 
round to follow her with their eyes. Hadj’s hood had slipped 
completely down over his face, and his chin was sunk on 
his chest. Batouch noticed it and looked angry, but Domini 
had forgotten both the comedy of the two cousins and the 
tragedy of Irena’s love for Hadj. She was completely under the 
fascination of this dance and of the music that accompanied it. 
Now that Irena was near she was able to see that, without her 
genius, there would have been no beauty in her face. It was 
painfully thin, painfully long and haggard. Her life had written 
a fatal inscription across it as their life writes upon the faces 
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of poor street-bred children the one word—Want. As they have 
too little this dancing woman had had too much. The sparkle of 
her robe of gold tissue covered with golden coins was strong in 
the lamplight. Domini looked at it and at the two sharp knives 
above her head, looked at her violent, shuddering movements 
and shuddered too, thinking of Batouch’s story of murdered 
dancers. It was dangerous to have too much in Beni-Mora. 

Irena was quite close now. She seemed so wrapped in the 
ecstasy of the dance that it did not occur to Domini at first that 
she was imitating the Ouled Nail who had laid her greasy head 
upon the stranger’s knees. The abandonment of her performance 
was so great that it was difficult to remember its money value to 
I'.er and to Tahar, the fair Kabyle. Only when she was actually 
opposite to them and stayed there, still performing her shudder¬ 
ing dance, still holding the daggers above her head, did Domini 
realise that those half-closed, passionate eyes had marked the 
stranger woman, and that she must add one to the stream of 
golden coins. She took out her purse but did not give the 
Dioncy at once. With the pitiless scrutiny of her sex she noticed 
all the dancer’s disabilities. She was certainly young, but she 
was very worn. Her mouth drooped. At the corners of her 
eyes there were tiny lines tending downward. Her forehead had 
what Domini secretly called a martyred look. Nevertheless, she 
was savage and triumphant. Her thin body suggested force, the 
way she held herself consuming passion. Even so near at hand, 
even while she was pausing for money, and while her eyes 
were furtively reading Domini, she shed round her a power¬ 
ful atmosphere, which stirred the blood, and made the heart leap, 
and created longing for unknown and violent things. As Domini 
watched her she felt that Irena must have lived at moments 
magnificently, that despite her almost shattered condition and 
permanent weariness—only cast aside for the moment of the 
dance—she must have known intense joys, that so long as she 
lived she would possess the capacity for knowing them again. 
There was something burning within her that would burn on so 
long as she was alive, a spark of nature that was eternally red hot. 
It was that spark which made her the idol of the Arabs and shed 
a light of beauty through her haggard frame. 

The spirit blazed. 

I 
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Domini put her hand at last into her purse and took out a 
piece of gold. She was just going to give it to Irena when the 
white bundle that was Hadj made a sudden, though slight, move¬ 
ment, as if the thing inside it had shivered. Irena noticed it 
with her half-closed eyes. Domini leaned forward and held out the 
money, then drew back startled. Irena had changed her posture 
abruptly. Instead of keeping her head thrown back and expos¬ 
ing her long throat, she lifted it, shot it forward. Her meagre 
bosom almost disappeared as she bent over. Her arms fell to 
her sides. Her eyes opened wide and became full of a 
sharp, peering intensity. Visions and dreams dropped out of 
her. Now she was only fierce and questioning, and horribly 
alert. She was looking at the white bundle. It shifted again. 
She sprang upon it, showing her teeth, caught hold of it. With 
a swift turn of her thin hands she tore back the hood, and out 
of the bundle came Hadj’s head and face livid with fear. One 
of the daggers flashed and came up at him. He leaped from the 
seat and screamed. Suzanne echoed his cry. Then the whole 
room was a turmoil of white garments and moving limbs. In an 
instant everybody seemed to be leaping, calling out, grasping, 
struggling. Domini tried to get up, but she was hemmed in, and 
could not make a movement upward or free her arms, which 
were pressed against her sides by the crowd around her. For a 
moment she thought she was going to be severely hurt or suffo¬ 
cated. She did not feel afraid, but only indignant, like a boy 
who has been struck in the face and longs to retaliate. Someone 
screamed again. It was Hadj. Suzanne was on her feet, but 
separated from her mistress. Batouch’s arm was round her. 
Domini put her hands on the bench and tried to force herself 
up, violently setting her broad shoulders against the Arabs who 
were towering over her and covering her head and face with their 
floating garments as they strove to see the fight between Hadj 
and the dancer. The heat almost stifled her, and she was sud¬ 
denly aware of a strong musky smell of perspiring humanity. 
She was beginning to pant for breath when she felt two burning, 
hot, hard hands come down on hers, fingers like iron catch 
hold of hers, go under them, drag up her hands. She could not 
See who had seized her, but the life in the hands that were on 
hers mingled with the life in her hands like one fluid with 



THE VOICE OF PRAYER 131 

another, and seemed to pass on till she felt it in her body, and 
had an odd sensation as if her face had been caught in a fierce 
grip, and her heart too. 

Another moment and she was on her feet and out in the 
moonlit alley between the little white houses. She saw the 
stars, and the painted balconies crowded with painted women 
looking down towards the cafe she had left and chattering in 
shrill voices. She saw the patrol of Tirailleurs Indigenes 
marching at the double to the doorway in which the Arabs were 
still struggling. Then she saw that the traveller was beside her. 
She was not surprised. 

“Thank you for getting me out,” she said rather bluntly. 
“ Where’s my maid ? ” 

“ She got away before us with your guide, Madame.” 

He held up his hands and looked at them hard, eagerly, 
questioningly. 

“You weren’t hurt? ” 

He dropped his hands quickly. 

“ Oh, no, it wasn’t—” 

He broke ofl' the sentence and was silent. Domini stood 
still, drew a long breath and laughed. She still felt angry and 
laughed to control herself. Unless she could be amused at 
this episode she knew that she w-as capable of going back to the 
door of the cafi and hitting out right and left at the men who 
had nearly suffocated her. Any violence done to her body, even 
an unintentional push against her in the street—if there was real 
force in it—seemed to let loose a devil in her, such a devil as 
ought surely only to dwell inside a man. 

“What people ! ” she said. “ What wild creatures ! ” 

She laughed again. The patrol pushed its way roughly in at 
the doorway. 

“ The Arabs are always like that, Madame.” 

She looked at him, then she said, abruptly,— 

“ Do you speak English ? ” 

Her companion hesitated. It was perfectly obvious to her 
that he was considering whether he should answer “ Yes ” or “ No.” 
Such hesitation about such a matter was very strange. At last 
he said, but still in French,— 

“Yes.” 
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And directly he had said it she saw by his face that he wished 
he had said “ No.” 

From the cafe the Arabs began to pour into the street. The 
patrol was clearing the place. The women leaning over the 
balconies cried out shrilly to learn the exact history of the 
tumult, and the men standing underneath, and lifting up their 
bronzed faces in the moonlight, replied in violent voices, gesticu¬ 
lating vehemently while their hanging sleeves fell back from their 
hairy arms. 

“I am an Englishwoman,” Domini said. 

But she too felt obliged to speak still in French, as if a 
sudden reserve told her to do so. He said nothing. They were 
standing in quite a crowd now. It swayed, parted suddenly, and 
the soldiers appeared holding Irena. Hadj followed behind, 
shouting as if in a frenzy of passion. There was some blood on 
one of his hands and a streak of blood on the front of the loose 
shirt he wore under his burnous. He kept on shooting out his 
arms towards Irena as he walked, and frantically appealing to 
the Arabs round him. When he saw the women on their 
balconies he stopped for a moment and called out to them 
like a man crazed. A Tirailleur pushed him on. The women, 
who had been quiet to hear him, burst forth again into a 
paroxysm of chatter. Irena looked utterly indifferent and walked 
feebly. The little procession disappeared in the moonlight 
accompanied by the crowd. 

“ She has stabbed Hadj,” Domini said. “ Batouch will be glad.” 

She did not feel as if she were sorry. Indeed, she thought she 
was glad too. That the dancer should try to do a thing and fail 
would have seemed contradictory. And the streak of blood she 
had just seen seemed to relieve her suddenly and to take from 
her all anger. Her self-control returned. 

“Thank you once more,” she said to her companion. 
“ Good-night.” 

She remembered the episode of the tower that afternoon, and 
resolved to take a definite line this time, and not to risk a 
second desertion. She started off down the street, but found 
him walking beside her in silence. She stopped. 

“ I am very much obliged to you for getting me out,” she 
said, looking straight at him. “ And now, good-night.” 
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Almost for the first time he endured her gaze without any 
uncertainty, and she saw that though he might be hesitating, 
uneasy, even contemptible—as when he hurried down the road 
in the wake of the negro procession—he could also be a dogged 
man. 

“ I’ll go with you, Madame,” he said. 

“Why?” 

“ It’s night.” 

“ I’m not afraid.” 

“ I’ll go with you, Madame.” 

He said it again harshly and kept his eyes on her, frowning. 

“ And if I refuse ? ” she said, wondering whether she was 
going to refuse or not. 

“ I’ll follow you, Madame.” 

She knew by the look in his face that he, too, was thinking 
of what had happened in the afternoon. Why should she wish 
to deprive him of the reparation he was anxious to make— 
obviously anxious in an almost piteously determined way? It 
was poor pride in her, a mean little feeling. 

“ Come with me,” she said. 

They went on together. 

The Arabs, stirred up by the fracas in Tahar’s cafe, were 
seething with excitement, and several of them, gathered together 
in a little crowd, were quarrelling and shouting at the end of the 
street near the statue of the Cardinal. Domini’s escort saw 
them and hesitated. 

“ I think, Madame, it would be better to take a side street,” 
he said. 

“ Very well. Let us go to the left here. It is bound to bring 
us to the hotel as it runs parallel to the house of the sand 
diviner." 

He started. 

“ The sand diviner ? ” he said in his low, strong voice. 

“Yes.” 

She walked on into a tiny alley. He followed her. 

“You haven’t seen the thin man with the bag of sand?" 

“ No, Madame.” 

“ He reads your past in sand from the desert and tells what 
your future will be.” 
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The man made no reply. 

“ Will you pay him a visit ? ” Domini asked curiously. 

“ No, Madame. I do not care for such things.” 

Suddenly she stood still. 

“Oh, look!” she said. “How strange! And there are 
others all down the street.” 

In the tiny alley the balconies of the houses nearly met. No 
figures leaned on their railings. No chattering voices broke the 
furtive silence that prevailed in this quarter of Beni-Mora. The 
moonlight was fainter here, obscured by the close-set buildings, 
and at the moment there was not an Arab in sight. The sense 
of loneliness and peace was profound, and as the rare windows 
of the houses, minute and protected by heavy gratings, were 
dark, it had seemed to Domini at first as if all the inhabitants 
were in bed and asleep. But, in passing on, she had seen a 
faint and blanched illumination; then another; the vague vision 
of an aperture; a seated figure making a darkness against white¬ 
ness; a second aperture and seated figure. She stopped and 
stood still. The man stood still beside her. 

The alley was an alley of women. In every house on either 
side of the way a similar picture of attentive patience was 
revealed; a narrow Moorish archway with a wooden door set 
back against the wall to show a sheep and diminutive staircase 
winding up into mystery; upon the highest stair a common 
candlestick with a lit candle guttering in it, and, immediately 
below, a girl, thickly painted, covered with barbarous jewels and 
magnificently dressed, her hands, tinted with henna, folded in 
her lap, her eyes watching under eyebrows heavily darkened, and 
prolonged until they met just above the bridge of the nose, to 
which a number of black dots descended; her naked, brown 
ankles decorated with large circlets of gold or silver. The 
candle shed upon each watcher a faint light that half revealed 
her and left her half concealed upon her white staircase bounded 
by white walls. And in her absolute silence, absolute stillness, 
each one was wholly mysterious as she gazed ceaselessly out 
towards the empty, narrow street. 

The woman before whose dwelling Domini had stopped was 
an Ouled Nail, with a square headdress of coloured handker¬ 
chiefs and feathers, a pink and silver shawl, a blue skirt of some 
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thin material powdered with silver flowers, and a broad silver belt 
set with squares of red coral. She tjras sitting upright, and would 
have looked exactly like an idol set up for savage worship had 
not her long eyes glefmed and moved as she solemnly returned 
the gaze of Domini and of the man who stood a little behind 
looking over her shoulder. 

When Domini stopped and exclaimed she did not realise to 
what this street was dedicated, why these women sat in watchful 
silence, each one alone on her stair waiting in the night. But as 
she looked and saw the gaudy finery she began to understand. 
And had she remained in doubt an incident now occurred which 
must have enlightened her. 

A great gaunt Arab, one of the true desert men, almost black, 
with high cheek bones, hollow cheeks, fierce falcon’s eyes shining 
as if with fever, long and lean limbs hard as iron, dressed in a 
rough, sacklike brown garment, and wearing a turban bound with 
cords of camel’s hair, strode softly down the alley, slipped in front 
of Domini, and went up to the woman, holding out something in 
his scaly hand. There was a brief colloquy. The woman 
stretched her arm up the staircase, took the candle, held it to the 
man’s open hand, and bent over counting the money that lay in 
the palm. She counted it twice deliberately. Then she nodded. 
She got up, turned, holding the candle above her square head¬ 
dress, and went slowly up the staircase followed by the Arab, who 
grasped his coarse draperies and lifted them, showing his bare 
legs. The two disappeared without noise into the darkness, 
leaving the stairway deserted, its white steps, its white walls 
faintly lit by the moon. 

The woman had not once looked at the man, but only at the 
money in his scaly hand. 

Domini felt hot and rather sick. She wondered why she had 
stood there watching. Yet she had not been able to turn away. 
Now, as she stepped back into the middle of the alley and 
walked on with the man beside her she wondered what he was 
thinking of her. She could not talk to him any more. She was 
too conscious of the lighted stairways, one after one, succeeding 
each other to right and left of them, of the still figures, of the 
watching eyes in which the yellow rays of the candles gleamed. 
Her companion did not speak; but as they walked he glance^ 
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furtively from one side to the other, then stared down steadily on 
the white road. When they Aurned to the right and came out by 
the gardens, and Domini saw the great tufted heads of the palms 
black against the moon, she felt relieved and was able to speak 
again. 

“ I should like you to know that I am quite a stranger to all 
African things and people,” she said. “ That is why I am liable 
to fall into mistakes in such a place as this. Ah, there is the 
hotel, and my maid on the verandah. 1 want to thank you again 
for looking after me.” 

They were at a few steps from the hotel door in the road. 
The man stopped, and Domini stopped too. 

“ Madame,” he said earnestly, with a sort of hardly controlled 
excitement, “ I—I am glad. I was ashamed—I was ashamed.” 

“Why?” 

“ Of my conduct—of my awkwardness. But you will forgive 
it. I am not accustomed to the society of ladies—like you. 
Anything I have done I have not done out of rudeness. That is 
all I can say. I have not done it out of rudeness.” 

He seemed to be almost trembling with agitation. 

“ I know, I know,” she said. “ Besides, it was nothing.” 

“ Oh, no, it was abominable. I understand that. I am not 
so coarse-fibred as not to understand that.” 

Domini suddenly felt that to take his view of the matter, 
exaggerated though it was, would be the kindest course, even the 
most delicate. 

“ You were rude to me,” she said, “ but I shall forget it from 
this moment.” 

She held out her hand. He grasped it, and again she felt as 
if a furnace were pouring its fiery heat upon her. 

“ Good-night.” 

“Goodnight, Madame. Thank you.” 

She was going away to the hotel door, but she stopped. 

“ My name is Domini Enfilden,” she said in English. 

The man stood in the road looking at her. She waited. She 
expected him to tell her his name. There was a silence. At last 
he said hesitatingly, in English with a very slight foreign accent,— 

“ My name is Boris—Boris Androvsky.” 

39toi|ch told me foa were English,” she said- 
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“ My mother was English, but my father was a Russian from 
Tiflis. That is my name.” 

There was a sound in his voice as if he were insisting like a 
man making an assertion not readily to be believed. 

“ Good-night,” Domini said again. 

And she went away slowly, leaving him standing on the 
moonlit road. 

He did not remain there long, nor did he follow her into the 
hotel. After she had disappeared he stood for a little while 
gazing up at the deserted verandah upon which the moonrays fell. 
Then he turned and looked towards the village, hesitated, and 
finally walked slowly back towards the tiny, shrouded alley in 
which on the narrow staircases the painted girls sat watching in 
the night. 


IX 

On the following morning Batouch arrived with a handsome grey 
Arab horse for Domini to try. He had been very penitent the 
night before, and Domini had forgiven easily enough his pre¬ 
occupation with Suzanne, who had evidently made a strong 
impression upon his susceptible nature. Hadj had been but 
slightly injured by Irena, but did not appear at the hotel for a 
very sufficient reason. Both the dancer and he were locked up 
for the moment, till the Guardians of Justice in Beni-Mora had 
made up their minds who should be held responsible for the 
uproar of the previous night. That the real culprit was the 
smiling poet was not likely to occur to them, and did not seem to 
trouble him. When Domini inquired after Hadj he showed 
majestic indifference, and when she hinted at his crafty share in 
the causing of the tragedy he calmly replied,— 

“ Hadj-ben-Ibrahim will know from henceforth whether the 
Mehari with the swollen tongue can bite.” 

Then, leaping upon the horse, whose bridle he was holding, 
he forced it to rear, caracole and display its spirit and its paces 
before Domini, sitting it superbly, and shooting many sly glances 
at Suzanne, who leaned over the parapet of the verandah watching, 
with a rapt expression on her face. 
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Domini admired the horse, but wished to mount it herself 
before coming to any conclusion about it. She had brought her 
own saddle with her and ordered Batouch to put it on the animal. 
Meanwhile she went upstairs to change into her habit. When she 
came out again on to the verandah Boris Androvsky was there, 
standing bare-headed in the sun and looking down at Batouch 
and the horse. He turned quickly, greeted Domini with a deep 
bow, then examined her costume with wondering, startled eyes. 

“I’m going to try that horse,” she said with deliberate 
friendliness. “To see if I’ll buy him. Are you a judge of a 
horse ? ” 

“ I fear not, Madame.” 

She had spoken in English and he replied in the same 
language. She was standing at the head of the stairs holding 
her whip lightly in her right hand. Her splendid figure was 
defined by the perfectly-fitting, plain habit, and she saw him 
look at it with a strange expression in his eyes, an admiration 
that was almost ferocious, and that was yet respectful and even 
pure. It was like the glance of a passionate schoolboy verging 
on young manhood, whose natural instincts were astir but whose 
temperament was unwarped by vice; a glance that was a burning 
tribute, and that told a whole story of sex and surely of 
hot, inquiring ignorance—strange glance of a man no longer 
very young. It made something in her leap and quiver. She 
was startled and almost angered by that, but not by the eyes 
that caused it. 

“ Au revoir,” she said, turning to go down. 

“ May I—might I see you get up ? ” said Androvsky. 

“ Get up! ” she said. 

“ Up on the horse ? ” 

She could not help smiling at his fashion of expressing the 
act of mounting. He was not a sportsman evidently, despite his 
muscular strength. 

“ Certainly, if you like. Come along.” 

Without thinking of it she spoke rather as to a schoolboy, not 
with superiority but with the sort of bluffness age sometimes uses 
good-naturedly to youth. He did not seem to resent it and 
followed her down to the arcade. 

The side saddle was on and the poet held the grey by the 
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bridle. Some Arab boys had assembled under the arcade to see 
what was going forward. The Arab waiter lounged at the door 
with the tassel of his fez swinging against his pale cheek. The 
horse fidgeted and tugged against the rein, lifting his delicate feet 
uneasily from the ground, flicking his narrow quarters with his 
long tail, and glancing sideways with his dark and brilliant eyes, 
which were alive with a nervous intelligence that was almost 
hectic. Domini went up to him and caressed him with her hand. 
He reared up and snorted. His whole body seemed a-quiver 
with the desire to gallop furiously away alone into some far 
distant place. 

Androvsky stood near the waiter, looking at Domini and at 
the horse with wonder and alarm in his eyes. 

The animal, irritated by inaction, began to plunge violently 
and to get out of hand. 

“ Give me the reins,” Domini said to the poet. “ That’s it. 
Now put your hand for me.” 

Batouch obeyed. Her foot just touched his hand and she 
was in the saddle. 

Androvsky sprang forward on to the path. His eyes were 
blazing with anxiety. She saw it and laughed gaily. 

“Oh, he’s not vicious,” she said. “And vice is the only 
thing that’s dangerous. His mouth is perfect, but he’s nervous 
and wants handling. I’ll just take him up the gardens and back.” 

She had been reining him in. Now she let him go, and 
galloped up the straight track between the palms towards the 
station. The priest had come out into his tittle garden with 
Bous-Bous, and leaned over his brushwood fence to look after 
her. Bous-Bous barked in a light soprano. The Arab boys 
jumped on their bare toes, and one of them, who was a bootblack, 
waved his board over his shaven head. The Arab waiter smiled 
as if with satisfaction at beholding perfect competence. But 
Androvsky stood quite still looking down the dusty road at the 
diminishing forms of horse and rider, and when they disappeared, 
leaving behind them a light cloud of sand films whirling in the 
sun, he sighed heavily and dropped his chin on his chest as if 
fatigued. 

“ I can get a horse for Monsieur too. Would Monsieur like 
to have a horse ? " 
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It was the poet’s amply seductive voice. Androvsky started. 

“I don’t ride,” he said curtly. 

“ I will teach Monsieur. I am the best teacher in Beni-Mora. 
In three lessons Monsieur will—” 

“ I don’t ride, I tell you.” 

Androvsky was looking angry. He stepped out into the road. 
Bous-Bous, who was now observing Nature at the priest’s garden 
gate, emerged with some sprightliness and trotted towards him, 
evidently with the intention of making his acquaintance. Coming 
up to him the little dog raised his head and uttered a short bark, 
at the same time wagging his tail in a kindly, though not effusive 
manner. Androvsky looked down, bent quickly and patted him, 
as only a man really fond of animals and accustomed to them 
knows how to pat. Bous-Bous was openly gratified. He began 
to wriggle affectionately. The priest in his garden smiled. 
Androvsky had not seen him and went on playing with the dog, 
who now made preparations to lie down on his curly back in the 
road in the hope of being tickled, a process he was an amateur of. 
Still smiling, and with a friendly look on his face, the priest came 
out of his garden and approached the playmates. 

“ Good morning, M’sieur,” he said politely, raising his hat. 
“ I see you like dogs.” 

Androvsky lifted himself up, leaving Bous-Bous in a prayerful 
attitude, his paws raised devoutly towards the heavens. When 
he saw that it was the priest who had addressed him his face 
changed, hardened to grimness, and his lips trembled slightly. 

“ That’s my little dog,” the priest continued in a gentle voice. 
“ He has evidently taken a great fancy to you.” 

Batouch was watching Androvsky under the arcade, and noted 
the sudden change in his expression and his whole bearing. 

“I—I did not know he was your dog. Monsieur, or I should 
not have interfered with him,” said Androvsky. 

Bous-Bous jumped up against his leg. He pushed the little 
dog rather roughly away and stepped back to the arcade. The 
priest looked puzzled and slightly hurt. At this moment the soft 
thud of horse’s hoofs was audible on the road and Domini came 
cantering back to the hotel. Her eyes were sparkling, her face 
was radiant. She bowed to the priest and reined up before the 
hotel door, where Androvsky was standing. 
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“ I’l! buy him,” she said to Batouch, who swelled with satis¬ 
faction at the thought of his commission. “ And I’ll go for a 
long ride now—out into the desert.” 

“You will not go alone, Madame?” 

It was the priest’s voice. She smiled down at him gaily. 

“ Should I be carried off by nomads, Monsieur ? ” 

“ It would not be safe for a lady, believe me.” 

Batouch swept forward to reassure the priest. 

“ I am Madame’s guide. I have a horse ready saddled to 
accompany Madame. I have sent for it already, M’sieur.” 

One of the little Arab boys was indeed visible running with 
all his might towards the Rue Berthe. Domini’s face suddenly 
clouded. The presence of the guide would take all the edge off 
her pleasure, and in the short gallop she had just had she had 
savoured its keenness. She was alive with the desire to be happjr. 

“ I don’t need you, Batouch,” she said. 

But the poet was inexorable, backed up by the priest. 

“ It is my duty to accompany Madame. I am responsible for 
her safety.” 

“ Indeed, you cannot go into the desert alone,” said the 
priest. 

Domini glanced at Androvsky, who was standing silently 
under the arcade, a little withdrawn, looking uncomfortable and 
self-conscious. She remembered her thought on the tower of the 
dice-thrower, and of how the presence of the stranger had seemed 
to double her pleasure then. Up the road from the Rue Berthe 
came the noise of a galloping horse. The shoeblack was re¬ 
turning furiously, his bare legs sticking out on either side of a 
fiery light chestnut with a streaming mane and tail. 

“ Monsieur Androvsky,” she said. 

He started. 

“ Madame ? ” 

“ Will you come with me for a ride into the desert ? ” 

His face was flooded with scarlet, and he came a step forward, 
looking up at her. 

“ I! ” he said with an accent of infinite surprise. 

“Yes. Will you?” 

The chestnut thundered up and was pulled sharply back on 
its haunches. Androvsky shot a sideways glance at it and 
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hesitated. Domini thought he was going to refuse and wished 
she had not asked him, wished it passionately. 

“Nevermind,” she said, almost brutally in her vexation at 
what she had done. 

“ Batouch! ” 

The poet was about to spring upon the horse when Androvsky 
caught him by the arm. 

“ I will go,” he said. 

Batouch looked vicious. 

" But Monsieur told me he did not—” 

He stopped. The hand on his arm had given him a wrench 
that made him feel as if his flesh were caught between steel 
pincers. Androvsky came up to the chestnut. 

“Oh, it’s an Arab saddle,” said Domin'. 

“ It does not matter, Madame.” 

His face was stern. 

“ Are you accustomed to them ? ” 

“ It makes no difference.” 

He took hold of the rein and put his foot in the high stirrup, 
but so awkwardly that he kicked the horse in the side. It 
plunged. 

“ Take care! ” said Domini. 

Androvsky hung on, and climbed somehow into the saddle, 
coming down on it heavily, with a thud. The horse, now 
thoroughly startled, plunged furiously and lashed out with its 
hind legs. Androvsky was thrown forward against the high red 
peak of the saddle with his hands on the animal’s neck. There 
was a struggle. He tugged at the rein violently. The horse 
jumped back, reared, plunged sideways as if about to bolt. 
Androvsky was shot off and fell on his right shoulder heavily. 
Batouch caught the horse while Androvsky got up. He was 
white with dust. There was even dust on his face and in his 
short hair. He looked passionate. 

“You see,” Batouch began, speaking to Domini, “that 
Monsieur cannot —" 

“ Give me the rein! ” said Androvsky. 

There was a sound in his deep voice that was terrible. He 
was looking not at Domini but at the priest, who stood a little 
aside with an expression of concern on his face. Bous-Bous 
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barked with excitement at the conflict. Androvsky took the 
rein, and, with a sort of furious determination, sprang into the 
saddle and pressed his legs against the horse’s flanks. It reared 
up. The priest moved back under the palm trees, the Arab boys 
scattered. Batouch sought tlie shelter of the arcade, and the 
horse, with a short, whining neigh that was like a cry of temper, 
bolted between the trunks of the trees, heading for the desert, 
and disappeared in a flash. 

“ He will be killed,” said the priest. 

Bous-Bous barked frantically. 

“ It is his own fault,” said the poet. “ He told me himself 
just now that he did not know how to ride.” 

‘‘ Why didn’t you tell me so ? ” Domini exclaimed. 

“ Madame—” 

But she was gone, following Androvsky at a slow canter lest 
she should frighten his horse by coming up behind it. She came 
out from the shade of the palms into the sun. The desert lay 
before her. She searched it eagerly with her eyes and saw 
Androvsky’s horse far off in the river bed, still going at a gallop 
towards the south, towards that region in which she had told him 
on the tower she thought that peace must dwell. It was as if he 
had believed her words blindly and was frantically in chase of 
peace. And she pursued him through the blazing sunlight. 
She was out in the desert at length, beyond the last belt of 
verdure, beyond the last line of palms. The desert wind was on 
her cheek and in her hair. The desert spaces stretched around 
her. Under her horse’s hoofs lay the sparkling crystals on the 
wrinkled, sun-dried earth. The red rocks, seamed with many 
shades of colour that all suggested primeval fires and the relent¬ 
less action of heat, were heaped about her. But her eyes were 
fixed on the far-off moving speck that was the horse carrying 
Androvsky madly towards the south. The light and fire, the 
great airs, the sense of the chase intoxicated her. She struck her 
horse with the whip. It leaped, as if clearing an immense 
obstacle, came down lightly and strained forward into the shining 
mysteries at a furious gallop. The black speck grew larger. 
She was gaining. The crumbling, cliff-like bank on her left 
showed a rent in which a faint track rose sharply to the flatness 
beyond. She put her horse at it and came out among the tiny 
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humps on which grew the scrub and the tamarisk bushes. 
A pale sand flew up here about the horse’s feet. Androvsky was 
still below her in the difficult ground where the water came in the 
floods. She gained and gained till she was parallel with him and 
could see his bent figure, his arms clinging to the peak of his 
red saddle, his legs set forward, his feet stuck into the 
short stirrups with their metal toe-caps. The animal’s temper 
was nearly spent. She could see that. The terror had gone out 
of his pace. As she looked she saw Androvsky raise his arms 
from the saddle peak, catch at the flying rein, draw it up, lean 
against the saddle back and pull with all his force. The horse 
stopped dead. 

"His strength must be enormous,” Domini thought, with a 
startled admiration. 

She pulled up too on the bank above him and gave a halloo. 
He turned his head, saw her, and put his horse at the bank, 
which was steep here and without any gap. 

" You can’t do it,” she called. 

In reply he dug the heels of his heavy boots into the horse’s 
flanks and came on recklessly. She thought the horse would 
either refuse or try to get up and roll back on its rider. It 
sprang at the bank and mounted like a wild cat. There was a 
noise of falling stones, a shower of scattered earth-clods dropping 
downward, and he was beside her, white with dust, streaming 
with sweat, panting as if the labouring breath would rip his chest 
open, with the horse’s foam on his forehead, and a savage and 
yet exultant gleam in his eyes. 

They looked at each other in silence, while their horses, 
standing quietly, lowered their narrow, graceful heads and 
touched noses with delicate inquiry. Then she said,— 

“ I almost thought—” 

She stopped. 

"Yes?” he said, on a great gasping breath that was like a 
sob. 

“ —that you were off to the centre of the earth, or—I don’t 
know what I thought. You aren’t hurt ? ” 

"No.” 

He could only speak in monosyllables as yet. She looked 
at his horse keenly. 
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“He won’t give much more trouble just now. Shall we ride 
back?” 

As she spoke she threw a longing glance at the far desert, at 
the verge of which was a dull green line betokening the distant 
palms of an oasis. 

Androvsky shook his head. 

“ But you—” She hesitated. “ Perhaps you aren’t accustomed 
to horses, and with that saddle—” 

He shook his head again, drew a tremendous breath and 
s.aid,— 

“ I don’t care. I’ll go on, 1 won’t go back.” 

He put up one hand, brushed the foam from his streaming 
forehead, and said again fiercely,— 

“ 1. won’t go back.” 

iiis face was extraordinary with its dogged, passionate 
f.<pression showing through the dust and the sweat; like the face 
of a man in a fight to the death, she thought, a fight with fists. 
She was glad at his last woids and liked the iron round in his 
voice. 

“Come on, then.” 

And they began to ride towards the dull rreen line of the 
• lasis, slowly on the sandy waste among the litti" round humps 
where the dusty clusters of bushes grew. 

“You weren’t hurt by the fall?” she said. “It looked a bad 
one.” 

“I don’t know whether I was. I don’t caio whether I was.” 

He spoke almost roughly. 

“You asked me to ride with you,” he added. “I’ll ride with 
you.” 

She remembered what Batouch had said. There was pluck 
in this man, pluck that surged up in the blundering awkwardness, 
the hesitation, the incompetence and rudeness of him like a 
black rock out of the sea. She did not answer. They rode on, 
always slowly. His horse, having had its will, and having known 
his strength at the end of his incompetence, went quietly, though 
always with that feathery, light, tripping action peculiar to pure¬ 
bred Arabs, an action that suggests the treading of a spring 
board rather than of the solid earth. And Androvsky 
seemed a little more at home on it, although he sat awkwardly 

K 
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on the chair-like saddle, and grasped the rein too much as the 
drowning man seizes the straw. Domini rode without looking at 
him, lest he might think she was criticising his performance. 
When he had rolled in the dust she had been conscious of a 
sharp sensation of contempt. The men she had been ac¬ 
customed to meet all her life rode, shot, played games as a 
matter of course. She was herself an athlete, and, like nearly all 
athletic women, inclined to be pitiless towards any man who was 
not so strong and so agile as herself. But this man had killed 
her contempt at once by his desperate determination not to be 
beaten. She knew by the look she had just seen in his eyes that 
if to ride with her that day meant death to him he would have 
done it nevertheless. 

The womanhood in her liked the tribute, almost more than 
liked it. 

“Your horse goes better now,” she said at last to break the 
silence. 

“ Does it ? ” he said. 

“ You don’t know! ” 

“ Madame, I know nothing of horses or riding. I have not 
been on a horse for more than twenty years.” 

She was amazed. 

“ We ought to go back then,” she exclaimed. 

“Why? Other men ride—I will ride. I do it badly. 
Forgive me.” 

“ Forgive you! ” she said. “ I admire your pluck. But why 
have you never ridden all these years?” 

After a pause he answered,— 

“ I—I did not—I had not the opportunity.” 

His voice was suddenly constrained. She did not pursue 
the subject, but stroked her horse’s neck and turned her eyes 
towards the dark green line on the horizon. Now that she was 
really out in the desert she felt almost bewildered by it, and as if 
she understood it far less than when she looked at it from Count 
Anteoni’s garden. The thousands upon thousands of sand 
humps, each crowned with its dusty dwarf bush, each one pre¬ 
cisely like the others, agitated her as if she were confronted by 
a vast multitude of people. She wanted some point which 
would keep the eyes from travelling but could not find it, and 
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was mentally restless as the swimmer far out at sea who is pursued 
by wave on wave, and who sees beyond him the unceasing foam 
of those that are pressing to the horizon. Whither was she 
riding? Could one have a goal in this immense expanse? She 
felt an overpowering need to find one, and looked once more at 
the green line. 

“ Do you think we could go as far as that ? ” she asked 
Androvsky, pointing with her whip. 

“Yes, Madame.” 

“It must be an oasis. Don’t you think so?” 

“ Yes. I can go faster." 

“ Keep your rein loose. Don’t pull his mouth. You don’t 
mind my telling you. I’ve been with horses all my life.” 

“ Thank you,” he answered. 

“ And keep your heels more out. That’s much better. I’m 
sure you could teach me a thousand things; it will be kind of you 
to let me teach you this.” 

He cast a strange look at her. There was gratitude in it, 
but much more; a fiery bitterness and something childlike and 
helpless. 

“I have nothing to teach,” he said. 

Their horses broke into a canter, and with the swifter move¬ 
ment Domini felt more calm. There was an odd lightness in 
her brain, as if her thoughts were being shaken out of it like 
feathers out of a bag. The power of concentration was leaving 
her, and a sensation of carelessness—surely gipsy-like—came 
over her. Her body, dipped in the dry and thin air as in a 
clear, cool bath, did not suffer from the burning rays of the sun, 
but felt radiant yet half lazy too. They went on and on in 
silence as intimate friends might ride together, isolated from the 
world and content in each other's company, content enough to 
have no need of talking. Not once did it strike Domini as 
strange that she should go far out into the desert with a man of 
whom she knew nothing, but in whom she had noticed disquiet¬ 
ing peculiarities. She was naturally fearless, but that had little 
to do with her conduct. Without saying so to herself she felt 
she could trust this man. 

The dark green line showed clearer through the sunshine 
across the gleaming fiats. It was possible now to see slight 
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irregularities in it, as in a blurred dash of paint flung across a 
canvas by an uncertain hand, but impossible to distinguish palm 
trees. The air sparkled as if full of a tiny dust of intensely 
brilliant jewels, and near the ground there seemed to quiver a 
maze of dancing specks of light. Everywhere there was solitude, 
yet everywhere there was surely a ceaseless movement of minute 
and vital things, scarce visible sun fairies eternally at play. 

And Domini’s careless feeling grew. She had never before 
experienced so delicious a recklessness. Head and heart were 
light, reckless of thought or love. Sad things had no meaning 
here and grave things no place. For the blood was full of 
sunbeams dancing to a lilt of Apollo. Nothing mattered here. 
Even Death wore a robe of gold and went with an airy step. 
Ah, yes, from this region of quivering light and heat the Arabs 
drew their easy and lustrous resignation. Out here one was in 
the hands of a God who surely sang as He created and had not 
created fear. 

Many minutes passed, but Domini was careless of time as of 
all else. The green line broke into feathery tufts, broadened 
into a still far-off dimness of palms. 

“Water!” 

Androvsky’s voice spoke as if startled. Domini pulled up. 
Their horses stood side by side, and at once, with the cessation 
of motion, the mysticism of the desert came upon them and the 
marvel of its silence, and they seemed to be set there in a wonder¬ 
ful dream, themselves and their horses dreamlike. 

“ Water ! ” he said again. 

He pointed, and along the right-hand edge of the oasis 
Domini saw grey, calm waters. The palms ran out into them 
and were bathed by them softly. And on their bosom here and 
there rose small, dim islets. Yes, there was water, and yet— The 
mystery of it was a mystery she had never known to brood even 
over a white northern sea in a twilight hour of winter, was 
deeper than the mystery of the Venetian laguna morta, when the 
Angelus bell chimes at sunset, and each distant boat, each bend¬ 
ing rower and patient fisherman, becomes a marvel, an eerie thing 
in the gold. 

“ Is it mirage ? ” she said to him almost in a whisper. 

And suddenly she shivered. 
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" Yes, it is, it must be.” 

He did not answer. His left hand, holding the rein, dropped 
down on the saddle peak, and he stared across the waste, leaning 
forward and moving his lips. She looked at him and forgot even 
the mirage in a sudden longing to understand exactly what he was 
feeling. His mystery—the mystery of that which is human and 
is forever stretching out its arms—was as the fluid mystery of the 
mirage, and seemed to blend at that moment with the mystery she 
knew lay in herself. The mirage was within them as it was far 
oflF before them in the desert, still, grey, full surely of indistinct 
movement, and even perhaps of sound they could not hear. 

At last he turned and looked at her. 

“ Yes, it must be mirage,” he said. “ The nothing that seems 
to be so much. A man comes out into the desert and he finds 
there mirage. He travels right out and that’s what he reaches— 
or at least he can’t reach it, but just sees it far away. And that’s 
all. And is that what a man finds when he comes out into the 
world ? ” 

It was the first time he had spoken without any trace of 
reserve to her, for even on the tower, though there had been 
tumult in his voice and a fierceness of some strange passion in his 
words, there had been struggle in his manner, as if the pressure 
of feeling forced him to speak in despite of something which 
bade him keep silence. Now he spoke as if to someone whom 
he knew and with whom he had talked of many things. 

“ But you ought to know better than I do,” she answered. 

“ I! ” 

“ Yes. You are a man, and have been in the world, and must 
know what it has to give—whether there’s only mirage, or some¬ 
thing that can be grasped and felt and lived in, and—" 

“ Yes, I’m a man and I ought to know,” he replied. “ Well, I 
don’t know, but I mean to know.” 

There was a savage sound in his voice. 

“ I should like to know too,’* Domini said quietly. “ And I 
feel as if it was the desert that was going to teach me.” 

“The desert—how ? ” 

“ I don’t know.” 

He pointed again to the mirage. 

“ But that’s what there is in the desert.” 
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“ That—and what else ? ” 

“ Is there anything else ? ” 

"Perhaps everything,” she answered. "I am like you. I 
want to know.” 

He looked straight into her eyes and there was something 
dominating in his expression. 

“You think it is the desert that could teach you whether the 
world holds anything but a mirage,” he said slowly. " Well, I 
don’t think it would be the desert that could teach me.” 

She said nothing more, but let her horse go and rode off. He 
followed, and as he rode awkwardly, yet bravely, pressing his 
strong legs against his animal’s flanks and holding his thin body 
bent forward, he looked at Domini’s upright figure and brilliant, 
elastic grace—that gave in to her horse as wave gives in to wind 
—with a passion of envy in his eyes. 

They did not speak again till the great palm gardens of the 
oasis they had seen far off were close upon them. From the 
desert they looked both shabby and superb, as if some millionaire 
had poured forth money to create a Paradise out here, and, when 
it was nearly finished, had suddenly repented of his whim and 
refused to spend another farthing. The thousands upon 
thousands of mighty trees were bounded by long, irregular walls 
of hard earth, at the top of which were stuck distraught thorn 
bushes. These walls gave the rough, penurious aspect which was 
in such sharp contrast to the exotic mystery they guarded. Yet 
in the fierce blaze of the sun their meanness was not disagreeable. 
Domini even liked it. It seemed to her as if the desert had 
thrown up waves to protect this daring oasis which ventured to 
fling its green glory like a defiance in the face of the Sahara. A 
wide track of earth, sprinkled with stones and covered with deep 
ruts, holes and hummocks, wound in from the desert between the 
earthen walls and vanished into the heart of the oasis. They 
followed it. 

Domini was filled with a sort of romantic curiosity. This 
luxury of palms far out in the midst of desolation, untended 
apparently by human hands—for no figures moved among them, 
there was no one on the road—suggested some hidden purpose 
and activity, some concealed personage, perhaps an Eastern 
Anteoni, whose lair lay surely somewhere beyond them. As she 
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had felt the call of the desert she now felt the call of the oasis. 
In this land thrilled eternally a summons to go onward, to seek, 
to penetrate, to be a passionate pilgrim. She wondered whether 
her companion’s heart could hear it. 

" I don’t know why it is,” she said, “ but out here I always 
feel expectant I always feel as if some marvellous thing might 
be going to happen to me.” 

She did not add “Do you? ” but looked at him as if for a 
reply. 

“Yes, Madame,” he said. 

“ I suppose it is because I am new to Africa. This is my 
first visit here. I am not like you. I can’t speak Arabic.” 

She suddenly wondered whether the desert was new to him 
as to her. She had assumed that it was. Yet as he spoke 
Arabic it was almost certain that he had been much in Africa. 

“ I do not speak it well,” he answered. 

And he looked away towards the dense thickets of the palms. 
The track narrowed till the trees on either side cast patterns of 
moving shade across it and the silent mystery was deepened. 
As far as the eyes could see the feathery, tufted foliage swayed 
in the little wind. The desert had vanished, but sent in after 
them the message of its soul, the m.irvellous breath which 
Domini had drunk into her lungs so long before she saw it. That 
breath was like a presence. It dwells in all oases. The high 
earth walls concealed the gardens. Domini longed to look over 
and see what they contained, whether there were any dwellings 
in these dim and silent recesses, any pools of water, flowers or 
grassy lawns. 

Her horse neighed. 

“ Something is coming,” she said. 

They turned a corner and were suddenly in a village. A mob 
of half-naked children scattered from their horses’ feet. Rows of 
seated men in white and earth-coloured robes stared upon them 
from beneath the shadow of tall, windowless earth houses. 
White dogs rushed to and fro upon the flat roofs, thrusting 
forward venomous heads, showing their teeth and barking 
furiously. Hens fluttered in agitation from one side to the other. 
A grey mule, tethered to a palm-wood door and loaded with brush¬ 
wood, lashed out with its hoofs at a negro, who at once began to 
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batter it passionately with a pole, and a long line of sneering 
camels confronted them, treading stealthily, and turning their 
serpentine necks from side to side as they came onwards with a 
soft and weary inflexibility. In the distance there was a vision of 
a glaring market-place crowded with moving forms and humming 
with noises. 

The change from mysterious peace to this vivid and con¬ 
centrated life was startling. 

With difficulty they avoided the onset of the camels by pull¬ 
ing their horses into the midst of the dreamers against the walls, 
who rolled and scrambled into places of safety, then stood up 
and surrounded them, staring with an almost terrible interest 
upon them, and surveying their horses with the eyes of 
connoisseurs. The children danced up and began to ask for 
alms, and an immense man, with a broken nose and brown teeth 
like tusks, laid a gigantic hand on Domini’s bridle and said, in 
atrocious French,— 

“ I am the guide, I am the guide. Look at my certificates. 
Take no one else. The people here are robbers. I am the only 
honest man. I will show Madame everything. I will take 
Madame to the inn. Look—my certificates! Read them! 
Read what the English lord says of me. I alone am honest 
here. I am honest Mustapha! I am honest Mustapha! ” 

He thrust a packet of discoloured papers and dirty visiting- 
cards into her hands. She dropped them, laughing, and they 
floated down over the horse’s neck. The man leaped frantically 
to pick them up, assisted by the robbers round about. A second 
caravan of camels appeared, preceded by some filthy men in 
rags, who cried, “ Oosh! oosh ! ” to clear the way. The immense 
man, brandishing his recovered certificates, plunged forward to 
encounter them, shouting in Arabic, hustled them back, kicked 
them, struck at the camels with a stick till those in front receded 
upon those behind and the stseet was blocked by struggling 
beasts and resounded with roaring snarls, the thud of wooden 
bales clashing together, and the desperate protests of the camel- 
drivers, one of whom was sent rolling into a noisome dust heap 
with his turban torn from his head. 

“ The inn! This is the inn! Madame will descend here. 
Madame will eat in the garden. Monsieur Alphonse! Monsieur 
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Alphonse! Here are clients for dijeuner. I have brought them. 
Do not believe Mohammed. It is I that—I will assist Madame 
to descend. I will—” 

Domini was standing in a tiny cabaret before a row of 
absinthe bottles, laughing, almost breathless. She scarcely knew 
how she had come there. Looking back she saw Androvsky 
still sitting on his horse in the midst of the clamouring mob. She 
went to the low doorway but Mustapha barred her exit. 

“ This is Sidi-Zerzour. Madame will eat in the garden. She 
is tired, fainting. She will eat and then she will see the great 
Mosque of Zerzour.” 

“Sidi-Zerzour!” she exclaimed. “Monsieur Androvsky, do 
you know where we are ? This is the famous Sidi-Zerzour, where 
the great warrior is buried, and where the Arabs make pilgrimages 
to worship at his tomb.” 

“Yes, Madame.” 

He answered in a low voice. 

“As we are here we ought to see it. Do you know, I think 
we must yield to honest Mustapha and have dejeuner in the 
garden. It is twelve o’clock and 1 am hungry. We might visit 
- the mosque afterwards and ride home in the afternoon.” 

He sat there hunched up on the horse and looked at her in 
silent hesitation, while the Arabs stood round staring. 

“ You’d rather not ? ” 

She spoke quietly. He shook his feet out of the stirrups. 
A number of brown hands and arms shot forth to help him. 
Domini turned back into the cabaret. She heard a tornado of 
voices outside, a horse neighing and trampling, a scuffling of feet, 
but she did not glance round. In about three minutes Androvsky 
joined her. He was limping slightly and bending forward more 
than ever. Behind the counter on which stood the absinthe 
bottles was a tarnished mirror, and she saw him glance quickly, 
almost guiltily into it, put up his hands and try to brush the dust 
from his hair, his shoulders. 

“ Let me do it,” she said abruptly. “ Turn round." 

He obeyed without a word, turning his back to her. With 
her two hands, which were covered with soft, loose suede gloves, 
she beat and brushed the dust from his coat. He stood quite 
still while she did it. When she had finished she said,— 
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“There, that’s better.” 

Her voice was practical. He did not move, but stood there. 

“I’ve done what I can. Monsieur Androvsky.” 

Then he turned slowly, and she saw, with amazement, that 
there were tears in his eyes. He did not thank her or say a 
word. 

A small and scrubby-looking Frenchman, with red eyelids 
and moustaches that drooped over a pendulous underlip, now 
begged Madame to follow him through a small doorway beyond 
which could be seen three just shot gazelles lying in a patch of 
sunlight by a wired-in fowl-run. Domini went after him, and 
Androvsky and honest Mustapha—still vigorously proclaiming 
his own virtues—brought up the rear. They came into the most 
curious garden she had ever seen. 

It was long and narrow and dishevelled, without grass or 
flowers. The uneven ground of it was bare, sun-baked earth, 
hard as parquet, rising here into a hump, falling there into a 
depression. Immediately behind the cabaret, where the dead 
gazelles with their large glazed eyes lay by the fowl-run, was a 
rough wooden trellis with vines trained over it, making an arbour. 
Beyond was a rummage of orange trees, palms, gums and fig 
trees growing at their own sweet will, and casting patterns of deep 
shade upon the earth in sharp contrast with the intense yellow 
sunlight which fringed them where the leafage ceased. An 
attempt had been made to create formal garden paths and garden 
beds by sticking rushes into little holes drilled in the ground, but 
the paths were zig-zag as a drunkard’s walk, and the round and 
oblong beds contained no trace of plants. On either hand rose 
steep walls of earth, higher than a man, and crowned with prickly 
thorn bushes. Over them looked palm trees. At the end of the 
garden ran a slow stream of muddy water in a channel with 
crumbling banks trodden by many naked feet. Beyond it was yet 
another lower wall of earth, yet another maze of palms. Heat 
and silence brooded here like reptiles on the warm mud of a 
tropical river in a jungle. Lizards ran in and out of the innumer¬ 
able holes in the walls, and flies buzzed beneath the ragged 
leaves of the fig trees and crawled in the hot cracks of the 
earth. 

The landlord wished to put a table under the vine close to 
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the cabaret wall, but Domini begged him to bring it to the end 
of the garden near the stream. With the furious assistance of 
honest Mustapha he carried it there and quickly laid it in the 
shadow of a fig tree, while Domini and Androvsky waited in 
silence on two straw-bottomed chairs. 

The atmosphere of the garden was hostile to conversation. 
The sluggish muddy stream, the almost motionless trees, the 
imprisoned heat between the surrounding walls, the faint buzz of 
the flies caused drowsiness to creep upon the spirit. The long 
ride, too, and the ardent desert air, made this repose a luxury. 
Androvsky’s face lost its emotional expression as he gazed 
almost vacantly at the brown water shifting slowly by between 
the brown banks and the brown walls above which the palm 
trees peered. His aching limbs relaxed. His hands huqg 
loose between his knees. And Domini half closed her eyes. A 
curious peace descended upon her. Lapped in the heat and 
silence for the moment she wanted nothing. The faint buzz of 
the flies sounded in her ears and seemed more silent than even 
the silence to which it drew attention. Never before, not in 
Count Anteoni’s garden, had she felt more utterly withdrawn 
from the world. The feathery tops of the palms were like the 
heads of sentinels guarding her from contact with all that she 
had known. And beyond them lay the desert, the empty, sun¬ 
lit waste. She shut her eyes, and murmured to herself, “ I am 
in far away. I am in far away.” And the flies said it in her 
ears monotonously. And the lizards whispered it as they 
slipped in and out of the little dark holes in the walls. She 
heard Androvsky stir, and she moved her lips slowly. And the 
flies and the lizards continued the refrain. But she said now, 
“ We are in far away.” 

Honest Mustapha strode forward. He had a Bashi-Bazouk 
tread to wake up a world. Dijeuner was ready. Domini sighed. 
They took their places under the fig tree on either side of the 
deal table covered with a rough white cloth, and Mustapha, 
with tremendous gestures, and gigantic postures suggesting the 
untamed descendant of legions of freeborn, sun-suckled men, 
served them with red fish, omelette, gazelle steaks, cheese, 
oranges and dates, with white wine and Vais water. 

Androvsky scarcely spoke. Now that he was sitting at a 
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meal with Domini he was obviously embarrassed. All his move¬ 
ments were self-conscious. He seemed afraid to eat and refused 
the gazelle. Mustapha broke out into turbulent surprise and 
prolonged explanations of the delicious flavour of this desert 
food. But Androvsky still refused, looking desperately discon¬ 
certed. 

“It really is delicious,” said Domini, who was eating it. 
“But perhaps you don’t care about meat.” 

She spoke quite carelessly and was surprised to see him 
look at her as if with sudden suspicion and immediately help 
himself to the gazelle. 

This man was perpetually giving a touch of the whip to her 
curiosity to keep it alert. Yet she felt oddly at ease with him. 
He seemed somehow part of her impression of the desert, and 
now, as they sat under the fig tree between the high earth walls, 
and ate their al fresco meal in unbroken silence—for since her 
last remark Androvsky had kept his eyes down and had not 
uttered a word—she tried to imagine the desert without him. 

She thought of the gorge of El-Akbara, the cold, the dark¬ 
ness, and then the sun and the blue country. They had framed 
his face. She thought of the silent night when the voice of the 
African hautboy had died away. His step had broken its 
silence. She thought of the garden of Count Anteoni, and of 
herself kneeling on the hot sand with her arms on the white 
parapet and gazing out over the regions of the sun, of her dream 
upon the tower, of her vision when Irena danced. He was there, 
part of the noon, part of the twilight, chief surely of the worshippers 
who swept on in the pale procession that received gifts from the 
desert’s hands. She could no longer imagine the desert without 
him. The almost painful feeling that had come to her in the 
garden—of the human power to distract her attention from the 
desert power—was dying, perhaps had completely died away. 
Another feeling was surely coming to replace it; that Androvsky 
belonged to the desert more even than the Arabs did, that the 
desert spirits were close about him, clasping his hands, whisper¬ 
ing in his ears, and laying their unseen hands about his heart. 
But— 

They had finished their meal. Domini set her chair once 
more in front of the sluggish stream, while honest Mustapha 
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bounded, with motions suggestive of an ostentatious panther, to 
get the coffee. Androvsky followed her after an instant of 
. hesitation. 

“ Do smoke,” she said. 

He lit a small cigar with difficulty. She did not wish to 
vatch him, but she could not help glancing at him once or twice, 
and the conviction came to her that he was unaccustomed to 
smoking. She lit a cigarette, and saw him look at her with a sort 
01 horrified surprise which changed to staring interest. There 

more boy, more child in this man than in any man she had 
ever known. Yet at moments she felt as if he had penetrated 
more profoundly into the dark and winding valleys of experience 
Ih.' all the men of her acquaintance. 

‘‘ Monsieur Androvsky,” she said, looking at the slow waters 
of the stream '•.lipping by towards the hidden gardens, “ is the 
desert new to you ? ” 

She longe d to know. 

“Yes, Madame.” 

“ I thought perhaps—I wondered a little whether you had 
travelled in it already.” 

“ No, Madame. I saw it for the first time the day before 
yesterday.” 

“When 1 did.” 

“Yes.” 

So they had entered it for the first time together. She was 
silent, watching the pale smoke curl up through the shade and 
out into the glare of the sun, the lizards creeping over the hot 
earth, the flies circling beneath the lofty walls, the palm trees 
looking over into this garden from the gardens all around, 
gardens belonging to Eastern people, born here, and who would 
probably die here, and go to dust among the roots of the 
palms. 

On the earthen bank on the far side of the stream there 
appeared, while she gazed, a brilliant figure. It came soundlessly 
on bare feet from a hidden garden; a tall, unveiled girl, dressed 
in draperies of vivid magenta, who carried in her exquisitely- 
shaped brown hands a number of handkerchiefs^—scarlet, orange, 
yellow, green and flesh colour. She did not glance into the 
aubtrge garden, but caught up her draperies into a bunch with 
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one hand, exposing her slim legs far above the knees, waded to 
the stream, and bending, dipped the handkerchiefs in the water. 

The current took them. They streamed out on the muddy 
surface of the stream, and tugged as if, suddenly endowed with 
life, they were striving to escape from the hand that held 
them. 

The girl’s face was beautiful, with small regular features and 
lustrous, tender eyes. Her figure, not yet fully developed, was 
perfect in shape, and seemed to thrill softly with the spirit of 
youth. Her tint of bronze suggested statuary, and every fresh 
pose into which she fell, while the water eddied about her, 
strengthened the suggestion. With the golden sunlight stream¬ 
ing upon her, the brown banks, the brown waters, the brown 
walls throwing up the crude magenta of her bunched-up 
draperies, the vivid colours of the handkerchiefs that floated 
from her hand, with the feathery palms behind her, the cloudless 
blue sky above her, she looked so strangely African and so com¬ 
pletely lovely that Domini watched her with an almost breathless 
attention. 

She withdrew the handkerchiefs from the stream, waded out, 
and spread them one by one upon the low earth wall to dry, 
letting her draperies fall. When she had finished disposing 
them she turned round, and, no longer preoccupied with her 
task, looked under her level brows into the garden opposite and 
saw Domini and her companion. She did not start, but stood 
quite still for a moment, then slipped away in the direction 
whence she had come. Only the brilliant patches of colour on 
the wall remained to hint that she had been there and would 
come again. Domini sighed. 

“ What a lovely creature ! ” she said, more to herself than to 
Androvsky. 

He did not speak, and his silence made her consciously 
demand his acquiescence in her admiration. 

“Did you ever see anything more beautiful and more 
characteristic of Africa ? ” she asked. 

f “ Madame,” he said in a slow, stern voice, “ I did not look at 
her.” 

Domini felt piqued. 

“Why not ? ” she retorted. 
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Androvsky’s face was cloudy and almost cruel. 

“ These native women do not interest me,” he said. “ I see 
nothing attractive in them.” 

Domini knew that he was telling her a lie. Had she not 
seen him watching the dancing girls in Tahar’s cafi ? Anger 
rose in her. She said to herself then that it was anger at man’s 
hypocrisy. Afterwards she knew that it was anger at Androvsky’s 
telling a lie to her. 

“ I can scarcely believe that,” she answered bluntly. 

They looked at each other. 

“ Why not, Madame ? ” he said. “ If I say it is so ? ” 

She hesitated. At that moment she realised, with hot 
astonishment, that there was something in this man that could 
make her almost afraid, that could prevent her even, perhaps,- 
from doing the thing she had resolved to do. Immediately she 
felt hostile to him, and she knew that, at that moment, he was 
feeling hostile to her. 

“ If you say it is so naturally I am bound to take your word 
for it,” she said coldly. 

He flushed and looked down. The rigid defiance that had 
confronted her died out of his face. 

Honest Mustapha broke joyously upon them with the coffee. 
Domini helped Androvsky to it. She had to make a great 
efl'ort to perform this simple act with quiet, and apparently 
indifferent, composure. 

“ Thank you, Madame.” 

His voice sounded humble, but she felt hard and as if ice 
were in all her veins. She sipped her coffee, looking straight 
before her at the stream. The magenta robe appeared once 
more coming out from the brown wall. A yellow robe suc¬ 
ceeded it, a scarlet, a deep purple. The girl, with three curious 
young companions, stood in the sun examining the foreigners 
with steady, unflinching eyes. Domini smiled grimly. Fate 
gave her an opportunity. She beckoned to the girls. They 
looked at each other but did not move. She held up a bit of 
silver so that the sun was on it, and beckoned them again. The 
magenta robe was lifted above the pretty knees it had covered. 
The yellow, the scarlet, the deep purple robes rose too, making 
their separate revelations. And the four girls, all staring at the 
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silver coin, waded through the muddy water and stood before 
Domini and Androvsky, blotting out the glaring sunshine with 
their young figures. Their smiling faces were now eager and 
confident, and they stretched out their delicate hands hopefully 
to the silver. Domini signified that they must wait a moment. 

She felt full of malice. 

The girls wore many ornaments. She began slowly and 
deliberately to examine them ; the huge gold earrings that were 
as large as the little ears that sustained them, the bracelets and 
anklets, the triangular silver skewers that fastened the draperies 
across the gently swelling breasts, the narrow girdles, worked 
with gold thread, and hung with lumps of coral, that circled the, 
small, elastic waists. Her inventory was an adagio, and while it 
lasted Androvsky sat on his low straw chair with this wall of 
young womanhood before him, of young womanhood no longer 
self-conscious and timid, but eager, hardy, natural, warm with 
the sun and damp with the trickling drops of the water. The 
vivid draperies touched him, and presently a little hand stole out 
to his breast, caught at the silver chain that lay across it, and 
jerked out of its hiding-place—a wooden cross. 

Domini saw the light on it for a second, heard a low, fierce 
exclamation, saw Androvsky’s arm push the pretty hand roughly 
away, and then a thing that was strange. 

He got up violently from his chair with the cross hanging 
loose on his breast. Then he seized hold of it, snapped the 
chain in two, threw the cross passionately into the stream and 
walked away down the garden. The four girls, with a twittering 
cry of excitement, rushed into the water, heedless of draperies, 
bent down, knelt down, and began to feel frantically in the mud 
for the vanished ornament. Domini stood up and watched 
them. Androvsky did not come back. Some minutes passed. 
Then there was an exclamation of triumph from the stream. 
The girl in magenta held up the dripping cross with the bit of 
silver chain in her dripping fingers. Domini cast a swift glance 
behind her. Androvsky had disappeared. Quickly she went to 
the edge of the water. As she was in riding-dress she wore no 
ornaments except two earrings made of large and beautiful 
turquoises. She took them hastily out of her ears and held 
them out to the girl, signifying by gestures that she bartered 
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them for the little cross and chain. The girl hesitated, but the 
clear blue tint of the turquoise pleased her eyes. She yielded, 
snatched tlie earrings with an eager, gave up the cross and chain 
with a reluctant, hand. Domini’s fingers closed round the wet 
ivood. She threw some coins across the stream on to the bank, 
and turned away, thrusting the cross into her bosom. 

And she felt at that moment as if she had saved a sacred 
thing from outrage. 

At the cabaret door she found Androvsky, once more sur¬ 
rounded by Arabs, whom honest Mustapha was trying to beat 
off. He turned when he heard her. His eyes were still full of a 
light that revealed an intensity of mental agitation, and she saw 
left hand, which hung down, quivering against his side. But 
be succeeded in schooling his voice as he asked,— < 

“ Do you wish to visit the village, Madame ? ” 

“Yes. But don’t let*tne bother you if you would rather—’’ 

“ I will come. 1 wish to come.” 

She vlid not believe it. She felt that he was in great pain 
•loth of body and mind. His fall had hurt him. She knew that 
07 the way he moved his right arm. The unaccustomed exercise 
had made him stiff. Probably the physical discomfort he was 
silently enduring had acted as an irritant to the mind. She re¬ 
membered that it was caused by his determination to be her com¬ 
panion, and the ice in her melted away. She longed to make 
him calmer, happier. Secretly she touched the little cross that 
lay under her habit. He had thrown it away in a passion. 
Well, some day perhaps she would have the pleasure of giving 
it back to him. Since he had worn it he must surely care for it, 
and even perhaps for that which it recalled. 

“ We ought to visit the mosque, I think,” she said. 

“Yes, Madame.” 

The assent sounded determined yet reluctant. She knew 
this was all against his will. Mustapha took charge of them, 
and they set out down the narrow street, accompanied by a little 
crowd. They crossed the glaring market-place, with its booths 
of red meat made black by flies, its heaps of refuse, its rows of 
small and .squalid hutches, in which sat serious men surrounded 
by their goods. The noise here was terrific. Everyone seemed 
to be shouting, and the uproar of the various trades, the clamour 

L 
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of hammers on sheets of iron, the dry tap of the shoemaker’s 
wooden wand on the soles of countless slippers, the thud of the 
coffee-beater’s blunt club on the beans, and the groaning grunt 
with which he accompanied each downward stroke mingled with 
the incessant roar of camels, and seemed to be made more 
deafening and intolerable by the fierce heat of the sun, and by 
the innumerable smells which seethed forth upon the air. 
Domini felt her nerves set on edge, and was thankful when they 
came once more into the narrow alleys that ran everywhere be¬ 
tween the brown, blind houses. In them there was shade and 
silence and mystery. Mustapha strode before to show the way, 
Domini and Androvsky followed, and behind glided the little 
mob of barefoot inquisitors in long shirts, speechless and intent, 
and always hopeful of some chance scattering of money by the 
wealthy travellers. 

The tumult of the market-place Si length died away, and 
Domini was conscious of a curious, far-off murmur. At first it 
was so faint that she was scarcely aware of it, and merely felt the 
soothing influence of its level monotony. But as they walked on 
it grew deeper, stronger. It was like the sound of countless 
multitudes of bees buzzing in the noon among flowers, drowsily, 
ceaselessly. She stopped under a low mud arch to listen. And 
when she listened, standing still, a feeling of awe came upon her, 
and she knew that she had never heard such a strangely impres¬ 
sive, strangely suggestive sound before. 

“ What is that ? ” she said. 

She looked at Androvsky. 

“ I don’t know, Madame. It must be people.” 

“ But what can they be doing ? ” 

“They are praying in the mosque where Sidi-Zerzour is 
buried,” said Mustapha. 

Domini remembered the perfume-seller. This was the sound 
she had heard in his sunken chamber, infinitely multiplied. 
They went on again slowly. Mustapha had lost something of 
his flaring manner, and his gait was subdued. He walked with 
a sort of soft caution, like a man approaching holy ground. 
And Domini was moved by his sudden reverence. It was im¬ 
pressive in such a fierce and greedy scoundrel. The level 
murmur deepened, strengthened. All the empty and dim alleys 
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surrounding the unseen mosque Vere alive with it, as if the earth 
of the houses, the palm-wood beams, the iron bars of the tiny, 
shuttered windows, the very thorns of the brushwood roofs were 
praying ceaselessly and intently in secret under voices. This 
was a world intense with prayer as a flame is intense with heat, 
with prayer penetrating and compelling, urgent in its persistence, 
powerful in its deep and sultry concentration, yet almost op¬ 
pressive, almost terrible in its monotony. 

“ Allah-Akbar! Allah-Akbar! ” It was the murmur of the 
desert and the murmur of the sun. It was the whisper of the 
mirage and of the airs that stole among the palm leaves. It was 
the perpetual heart-beat of this world tliat was engulfing her, 
taking her to its warm and glowing bosom with soft and 
tyrannical intention. 

“Allah! Allah! Allah!” Surely God must be very near, 
bending to such an everlasting cry. Never before, not even 
when the bell sounded and the Host was raised, had Domini felt 
the nearness of God to His world, the absolute certainty of a 
Creator listening to His creatures, watching them, wanting them, 
meaning them some day to be one with Him, as she felt it now 
while she threaded the dingy alleys towards these countless men 
who prayed. 

Androvsky was walking slowly as if in pain. 

“Your shoulder isn’t hurting you?” she whispered. 

This long sound of prayer moved her to the soul, made her 
feel very full of compassion for everybody and everything, and 
as if prayer were a cord binding the world together. He shook 
his head silently. She looked at him, and felt that he was moved 
also, but whether as she was she could not tell. His face was 
like that of a man stricken with awe. Mustapha turned round to 
them. The everlasting murmur was now so near that it seemed 
to be within them, as if they, too, prayed at the tomb of Zerzour. 

“Follow me into the court, Madame,” Mustapha said, “and 
remain at the door while I fetch the slippers.” 

They turned a corner, and came to an open space before an 
archway, which led into the first of the courts surrounding the 
mosque. Under the archway Arabs were sitting silently, as if 
immersed in profound reveries. They did not move, but stared 
upon the strangers, and Domini fancied that there was enmity in 
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their eyes. Beyond them, upon an uneven pavement surrounded 
with lofty walls, more Arabs were gathered, kneeling, bowing 
their heads to the ground, and muttering ceaseless words in deep, 
almost growling, voices. Their fingers slipped over the beads of 
the chaplets they wore round their necks, and Domini thought 
of her rosary. Some prayed alone, removed in shady corners, 
with faces turned to the wall. Others were gathered into knots. 
But each one pursued his own devotions, immersed in a strange, 
interior solitude to which surely penetrated an unseen ray of 
sacred light. There were young boys praying, and old, wrinkled 
men, eagles of the desert, with fierce eyes that did not soften as 
they cried the greatness of Allah, the greatness of his Prophet, 
but gleamed as if their belief were a thing of flame and bronze. 
The boys sometimes glanced at each other while they prayed, 
and after each glance they swayed with greater violence, and 
bowed down with more passionate abasement. The vision of 
prayer had stirred them to a young longing for excess. The 
spirit of emulation flickered through them and turned their 
worship into war. 

In a second and smaller court before the portal of the mosque 
men were learning the Koran. Dressed in white they sat in circles, 
holding squares of some material that looked like cardboard 
covered with minute Arab characters, pretty, symmetrical curves 
and lines, dots and dashes. The teachers squatted in the midst, 
expounding the sacred text in nasal voices with a swiftness and 
vivacity that seemed pugnacious. There was violence within 
these courts. Domini could imagine the worshippers springing 
up from their knees to tear to pieces an intruding dog of an 
unbeliever, then sinking to their knees again while the blood 
trickled over the sun-dried pavement and the lifeless body lay 
there to rot and draw the flies. 

“Allah! Allah! Allah!” 

There was something imperious in such ardent, such concen¬ 
trated and untiring worship, a demand which surely could not be 
overlooked or set aside. The tameness, the half-heartedness of 
Western prayer and Western praise had no place here. This 
prayer was hot as the sunlight, this praise was a mounting fire. 
The breath of this human incense was as the breath of a furnace 
pouring forth to the gates of the Paradise of Allah. It gave to 
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Domini a quite new conception of religion, of the relation be¬ 
tween Creator and created. The personal pride which, like 
blood in a body, runs through all the veins of the mind of 
Mohammedanism, that measureless hauteur which sets the soul 
of a Sultan in the twisted frame of a beggar at a street corner, and 
makes impressive, even almost majestical, the filthy marabout, 
quivering with palsy and devoured by disease, who squats beneath 
a holy bush thick with the discoloured rags of the faithful, was 
not abased at the shrine of the warrior Zerzour, was not cast off 
in the act of adoration. These Arabs humbled themselves in the 
body. Their foreheads touched the stones. By their attitudes 
they seemed as if they wished to make themselves even with the 
ground, to shrink into the space occupied by a grain of saijd. 
Yet they were proud in the presence of Allah, as if the firmness 
of their belief in him and his right dealing, the fury of their 
contempt and hatred for those who looked not towards Mecca 
nor regarded Ramadan, gave them a patent of nobility. Despite 
their genuflexions they were all as men who knew, and never 
forgot, that on them was conferred the right to keep on their 
head-covering in the presence of their King. With their closed 
eyes they looked God full in the face. Their dull and growling 
murmur had the majesty of thunder rolling through the sky. 

Mustapha had disappeared within the mosque, leaving Domini 
and Androvsky for the moment alone in the midst of the wor¬ 
shippers. From the shadowy interior came forth a ceaseless 
sound of prayer to join the prayer without. There was a narrow 
stone seat by the mosque door and she sat down upon it. She 
felt suddenly weary, as one being hypnotised feels weary when 
the body and spirit begin to yield to the spell of the operator. 
Androvsky remained standing. His eyes were fixed on the 
ground, and she thought his face looked almost phantom-like, 
as if the blood had sunk away from it, leaving it white beneath 
the brown tint set there by the sun. He stayed quite still. The 
dark shadow cast by the towering mosque fell upon him, and his 
immobile figure suggested to her ranges of infinite melancholy. 
She sighed as one oppressed. There was an old man praying 
near them at the threshold of the door, with his face turned 
towards the interior. He was very thin, almost a skeleton, was 
dressed in rags through which his copper-coloured body, sharp 
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with scarce-covered bones, could be seen, and had a scanty white 
beard sticking up, like a brush, on the tip of his pointed chin. 
His face, worn with hardship and turned to the likeness of parch¬ 
ment by time and the action of the sun, was full of senile venom; 
and his toothless mouth, with its lips folded inwards, moved per¬ 
petually, as if he were trying to bite. With rhythmical regularity, 
like one obeying a conductor, he shot forth his arms towards the 
mosque as if he wished to strike it, withdrew them, paused, then 
shot them forth again. And as his arms shot forth he uttered a 
prolonged and trembling shriek, full of weak, yet intense, fury. 

He was surely crying out upon God, denouncing God for the 
evils that had beset his nearly ended life. Poor, horrible old 
man! Androvsky was closer to him than she was, but did not 
seem to notice him. Now that she had seen him she could not take 
her eyes from him. His perpetual gesture, his perpetual shriek, 
became abominable to her in the midst of the bowing bodies and 
the humming voices of prayer. Each time he struck at the 
mosque and uttered his piercing cry she seemed to hear an 
oath spoken in a sanctuary. She longed to stop him. This 
one blasphemer began to destroy for her the mystical atmosphere 
created by the multitudes of adorers, and at last she could no 
longer endure his reiterated enmity. 

She touched Androvsky’s arm. He started and looked at her. 

“That old man,” she whispered. “Can’t you speak to 
him?” 

Androvsky glanced at him for the first time. 

“ Speak to him, Madame ? Why ? ” 

“ He—he’s horrible! ” 

She felt a sudden disinclination to tell Androvsky why the 
old man was horrible to her. 

“What do you wish me to say to him?’’ 

“I thought perhaps you might be able to stop him from 
doing that.” 

Androvsky bent down and spoke to the old man in Arabic. 
He shot out his arms and reiterated his trembling shriek. It 
pierced the sound of prayer as lightning pierces cloud. 

Domini got up quickly. 

“ I can’t bear it,” she said, still in a whisper. “ It’s as if he 
were cursing God.” 
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Androvsky looked at the old man again, this time with pro¬ 
found attention. 

“ Isn’t it ? ” she said. “ Isn’t it as if he were cursing God 
while the whole world worshipped ? And that one cry of hatred 
seems louder than the praises of the whole world.” 

“ We can’t stop it.” 

Something in his voice made her say abruptly,— 

“ Do you wish to stop it ? ” 

He did not answer. The old man struck at the mosque and 
shrieked. Domini shuddered. 

“ I can’t stay here,” she said. 

At this moment Mustapha appeared, followed by the guardian 
of the mosque, who carried two pairs of tattered slippers. 

“ Monsieur and Madame must take off their boots. Then I 
will show the mosque.” 

Domini put on the slippers hastily, and went into the mosque 
without waiting to see whether Androvsky was following. And 
the old man’s furious cry pursued her through the doorway. 

Within there was space and darkness. The darkness seemed 
to be praying. Vistas of yellowish-white arches stretched away in 
front, to right and left. On the floor, covered with matting, 
quantities of shrouded figures knelt and swayed, stood up sud¬ 
denly, knelt again, bowed down their foreheads. Preceded by 
Mustapha and the guide, who walked on their stockinged feet, 
Domini slowly threaded her way among them, following a wind¬ 
ing path whose borders were praying men. To prevent her 
slippers from falling off she had to shuffle along without lifting 
her feet from the ground. With the regularity of a beating pulse 
the old man’s shriek, fainter now, came to her from without. But 
presently, as she penetrated farther into the mosque, it was swal¬ 
lowed up by the sound of prayer. No one seemed to see her or 
to know that she was there. She brushed against the white 
garments of worshippers, and when she did so she felt as if she 
touched the hem of the garments of mystery, and she held her 
habit together with her hands lest she should recall even one of 
these hearts that were surely very far off. 

Mustapha and the guardian stood still and looked round at 
Domini. Their faces were solemn. The expression of greedy 
anxiety had gone out of Mustapha’s eyes. For the moment the 
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thought of money had been driven out of his mind by some 
graver pre-occupation. She saw in the semi-darkness two wooden 
doors set between pillars. They were painted green and red, and 
fastened with clamps and bolts of hammered copper that looked 
enormously old. Against them were nailed two pictures of winged 
horses with human heads, and two more pictures representing 
fantastical towns of Eastern houses and minarets in gold on a red 
background. Balls of purple and yellow glass, and crystal chande¬ 
liers, hung from the high ceiling above these doors, with many 
ancient lamps; and two tattered and dusty banners of pale pink 
and white silk, fringed with gold and powdered with a gold 
pattern of flowers, were tied to the pillars with thin cords of 
camel’s hair. 

“ This is the tomb of Sidi-Zerzour,” whispered Mustapha. “ It 
is opened once a year.” 

The guardian of the mosque fell on his knees before the tomb. 

“ That is Mecca.” 

Mustapha pointed to the pictures of the city. Then he, too, 
dropped down and pressed his forehead against the matting. 
Domini glanced round for Androvsky. He was not there. She 
stood alone before the tomb of Zerzour, the only human being in 
the great, dim building who was not worshipping. And she felt 
a terrible isolation, as if she were excommunicated, as if she 
dared not pray, for a moment almost as if the God to whom this 
torrent of worship flowed were hostile to her alone. 

Had her father ever felt such a sensation of unutterable 
solitude ? 

It passed quickly, and, standing under the votive lamps before 
the painted doors, she prayed too, silently. She shut her eyes 
and imagined a church of her religion—the little church of Beni- 
Mora. She tried to imagine the voice of prayer all about her, 
the voice of the great Catholic Church. But that was not 
possible. Even when she saw nothing, and turned her soul 
inward upon itself, and strove to set this new world into which 
she had come far off, she heard in the long murmur that filled 
it a sound that surely rose from the sand, from the heart and the 
spirit of the sand, from the heart and the spirit of desert places, 
and that went up in the darkness of the mosque and floated 
under the arches through the doorway, above the palms and the 



THE VOICE OF PRAYER 169 

flat-roofed houses, and that winged its fierce way, like a desert 
eagle, towards the sun. 

Mustapha’s hand was on her arm. The guardian, too, had 
risen from his knees and drawn from his robe and lit a candle. 
She came to a tiny doorway, passed through it and began to 
mount a winding stair. The sound of prayer mounted with her 
from the mosque, and when she came out upon the platform en¬ 
closed in the summit of the minaret she heard it still and it was 
multiplied. For all the voices from the outside courts joined it, 
and many voices from the roofs of the houses round about. 

Men were praying there too, praying in the glare of the sun 
upon their housetops. She saw them from the minaret, and she 
saw the town that had sprung up round the tomb of the saint, 
and all the palms of the oasis, and beyond them immeasurable 
spaces of desert. 

“ Allah-Akbar! Allah-Akbar! ” 

She was above the eternal cry now. She had mounted like 
a prayer towards the sun, like a living, pulsing prayer, like the 
soul of prayer. She gazed at the far-off desert and saw prayer 
travelling, the soul of prayer travelling—whither? Where was 
the end ? Where was the halting-place, with at last the pitched 
tent, the camp fires, and the long, the long repose ? 

When she came down and reached the court she found the 
old man still striking at the mosque and shrieking out his 
trembling imprecation. And she found Androvsky still stand¬ 
ing by him with fascinated eyes. 

She had mounted with the voice of prayer into the sunshine, 
surely a little way towards God. 

Androvsky had remained in the dark shadow with a curse. 

It was foolish, perhaps—a woman’s vagrant fancy—but she 
wished he had mounted with her. 
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I T was noon in the desert. 

The voice of the Mueddin died away on the minaret, and 
the golden silence that comes out of the heart of the sun sank 
down once more softly over everything. Nature seemed un¬ 
naturally still in the heat. The slight winds were not at play, 
and the palms of Beni-Mora stood motionless as palm trees in a 
dream. The day was like a dream, intense and passionate, yet 
touched with something unearthly, something almost spiritual. 
In the cloudless blue of the sky there seemed a magical depth, 
regions of colour infinitely prolonged. In the vision of the 
distances, where desert blent with sky, earth surely curving up 
to meet the downward “curving heaven, the dimness was like a 
voice whispering strange petitions. The ranges of mountains 
slept in the burning sand, and the light slept in their clefts like 
the languid in cool places. For there was a glorious languor 
even in the light, as if the sun were faintly oppressed by the 
marvel of his power. The clearness of the atmosphere in the 
remote desert was not obscured, but was impregnated with the 
mystery that is the wonder child of shadows. The far-off gold 
that kept it seemed to contain a secret darkness. In the oasis 
of Beni-Mora men, who had slowly roused themselves to pray, 
sank down to sleep again in the warm twilight of shrouded 
gardens or the warm night of windowless rooms. 

In the garden of Count Anteoni Larbi’s flute was silent. 

“ It is like noon in a mirage,” Domini said softly. 

Count Anteoni nodded. 

“ I feel as if I were looking at myself a long way off,” she 
added. “As if I saw myself as I saw the grey sea and the 
islands on the way to Sidi-Zerzour. What magic there is here. 
And I can’t get accustomed to it. Each day I wonder at it more 
and find it more inexplicable. It almost frightens me.” 
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“ You could be frightened ? ” 

“ Not easily by outside things—at least I hope not.” 

“ By what then ? ” 

“ I scarcely know. Sometimes I think all the outside things, 
which do what are called the violent deeds in life, are tame, and 
timid, and ridiculously impotent in comparison with the things 
we can’t see, which do the deeds we can’t describe.” 

“ In the mirage of this land you begin to see the exterior life 
as a mirage? You are learning, you are learning.” 

There was a creeping sound of something that was almost 
impish in his voice. 

“Are you a secret agent?” Domini asked him. 

“Of whom, Madame?” 

She was silent. She seemed to be considering. He watche^l 
her with curiosity in his bright eyes. 

“Of the desert,” she answered at length, quite seriously. 

“ A secret agent has always a definite object. What is mine ? ” 

“ How can I know ? How can I tell what the desert desires ? ” 

“ Already you personify it! ” 

The network of wrinkles showed itself in his brown face as he 
smiled, surely with triumph. 

“I think I did that from the first,” she answered gravely. 
“ I know I did.” 

“ And what sort of personage does the desert seem to you ? ” 

“You ask me a great many questions to-day.” 

“Mirage questions, perhaps. Forgive me. Let us listen to 
the question—or is it the demand ?—of the desert in this noon¬ 
tide hour, the greatest hour of all the twenty-four in such a land 
as this.” 

They were silent again, watching the noon, listening to it, 
feeling it, as they had been silent when the Mueddin’s nasal voice 
rose in the call to prayer. 

Count Anteoni stood in the sunshine by the low white parapet 
of the garden. Domini sat on a low chair in the shadow cast by 
a great jamelon tree. At her feet was a bush of vivid scarlet 
geraniums, against which her white linen dress looked curiously 
blanched. There was a half-drowsy, yet imaginative light in her 
gipsy eyes, and her motionless figure, her quiet hands, covered 
with white gloves, lying loosely in her lap, looked attentive and 
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yet languid, as if some spell began to bind her but had not com¬ 
pleted its work of stilling all the pulses of life that throbbed within 
her. And in truth there was a spell upon her, the spell of the 
golden noon. By turns she gave herself to it consciously, then 
consciously strove to deny herself to its subtle summons. And 
each time she tried to withdraw it seemed to her that the spell 
was a little stronger, her power a little weaker. Then her lips 
curved in a smile that was neither joyous nor sad, that was per¬ 
haps rather part perplexed and part expectant. 

After a minute of this silence Count Anteoni drew back from 
the sun and sat down in a chair beside Domini. He took out 
his watch. 

“Twenty-five minutes,” he .said, “and my guests will be here.” 

“ Guests! ” she said with an accent of surprise. 

“ I invited the priest to make an even number.” 

“Oh!” 

“You don’t dislike him?” 

“ I like him. I respect him.” 

“But I’m afraid you aren’t pleased?” 

Domini looked him straight in the face. 

“Why did you invite Father Roubier?” she said. 

“ Isn’t four better than three ? ” 

“ You don’t want to tell me.” 

“ I am a little malicious. You have divined it so why should 
I not acknowledge it. I asked Father Roubier because I wished 
to see the man of prayer with the man who fled from prayer.” 

“ Mussulman prayer,” she said quickly. 

“ Prayer,” he said. 

His voice was peculiarly harsh at that moment. It grated 
like an instrument on a rough surface. Domini knew that 
secretly he was standing up for the Arab faith, that her last 
words had seemed to strike against the religion of the people 
whom he loved with an odd, concealed passion whose fire she 
began to feel at moments as she grew to know him better. 

It was plain from their manner to each other that their for¬ 
mer slight acquaintance had moved towards something like a 
pleasant friendship. 

Domini looked as if she were no longer, a wonder-stricken 
sight-seer in this marvellous garden of the sun, but as if she had 
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become familiar with it. Yet her Vender was not gone. It was 
only different. There was less sheer amazement, more affection 
in it. As she had said, she had not become accustomed to the 
magic of Africa. Its strangeness, its contrasts still startled and 
moved her. But she began to feel as if she belonged to Beni- 
Mora, as if Beni-Mora would perhaps miss her a little if she went 
away. 

Ten days had passed since the ride to Sidi-Zerzour—days 
rather like a dream to Domini. 

What she had sought in coming to Beni-Mora she was surely 
finding. Her act was bringing forth its fruit. She had put a gulf, 
in which rolled the sea, between the land of the old life and the 
land in which at least the new life was to begin. The complete¬ 
ness of the severance had acted upon her like a blow that does 
not stun but wakens. The days went like a dream, but in the 
dream there was the stir of birth. Her lassitude was permanently 
gone. There had been no returning after the first hours of ex¬ 
citement. The frost that had numbed her senses had utterly 
melted away. Who could be frost-bound in this land of fire? 
She had longed for peace and she was surely finding it, but it was 
a peace without stagnation. Hope dwelt in it, and expectancy, 
vague but persistent. As to forgetfulness, sometimes she woke 
from the dream and was almost dazed, almost ashamed to think 
how much she was forgetting, and how quickly. Her European 
life and friends—some of them intimate and close—were like a 
far-off cloud on the horizon, flying still farther before a steady 
wind that set from her to it. Soon it would disappear, would be 
as if it had never been. Now and then, with a sort of fierce ob¬ 
stinacy, she tried to stay the flight she had desired, and desired 
still. She said to herself, “ 1 will remember. It’s contemptible 
to forget like this. It’s weak to be able to.” Then she looked 
at the mountains or the desert, at two Arabs playing the ladies’ 
game under the shadow of a cafe wall, or at a girl in dusty orange 
filling a goatskin pitcher at a well beneath a palm tree, and she 
succumbed to the lulling influence, smiling as they smile who hear 
the gentle ripple of the waters of Lethe. 

She heard them perhaps most clearly when she wandered in 
Count Anteoni’s garden. He had made her free of it in their 
first interview. She had ventured to take him at his word, know- 
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ing that if he repented she would divine it. He had made her 
feel that he had not repented. Sometimes she did not see him as 
she threaded the sandy alleys between the little rills, hearing the 
distant song of Larbi’s amorous flute, or sat in the dense shade of 
the trees watching through a window-space of quivering golden 
leaves the passing of the caravans along the desert tracks. Some¬ 
times a little wreath of ascending smoke, curling above the purple 
petals of bougainvillea, or the red cloud of oleanders, told her of 
his presence in some retired thinking-place. Oftener he joined 
her, with an easy politeness that did not conceal his oddity but 
clothed it in a pleasant garment, and they talked for a while or 
stayed for a while in an agreeable silence that each felt to be 
sympathetic. 

Domini thought of him as a new species of man—a hermit of 
the world. He knew the world and did not hate it. His satire 
was rarely quite ungentle. He did not strike her as a disappointed 
man who fled to solitude in bitterness of spirit, but rather as an 
imaginative man with an unusual feeling for romance, and per¬ 
haps a desire for freedom that the normal civilised life restrained 
too much. He loved thought as many love conversation, silence 
as some love music. Now and then he said a sad or bitter thing. 
Sometimes she seemed to be near to something stern. Sometimes 
she felt as if there were a secret link which connected him with 
the perfume-seller in his little darkened chamber, with the legions 
who prayed about the tomb of Sidi-Zerzour. But these moments 
were rare. As a rule he was whimsical and kind, with the kind¬ 
ness of a good-hearted man who was human even in his detach¬ 
ment from ordinary humanity. His humour was a salt with plenty 
of savour. His imagination was of a sort which interested and 
even charmed her. 

She felt, too, that she interested him and that he was a man 
not readily interested in ordinary human beings. He had seen 
too many and judged too shrewdly and too swiftly to be easily 
held for very long. She had no ambition to hold him, and had 
never in her life consciously striven to attract or retain any man, 
but she was woman enough to find his obvious pleasure in her 
society agreeable. She thought that her genuine adoration of the 
garden he had made, of the land in which it was set, had not a 
little to do with the happy nature of their intercourse. For she 
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felt certain that beneath the light’satire of his manner, bis often 
smiling airs of detachment and quiet independence, there was 
something that could seek almost with passion, that could cling 
with resolution, that could even love with persistence. And she 
fancied that he sought in the desert, that he clung to its mystery, 
that he loved it and the garden he had created in it. Once she 
had laughingly called him a desert spirit. He had smiled as if 
with contentment. 

They knew little of each other, yet they had become friends 
in the garden which he never left. 

One day she said to him,— 

“You love the desert. Why do you never go into it ? ” 

“I prefer to watch it,” he replied. “When you are in the 
desert it bewilders you.” 

She remembered what she had felt during her first ride with 
Androvsky. 

“ I believe you are afraid of it,” she said challengingly. 

“Fear is sometimes the beginning of wisdom,” he answered. 

“ But you are without it, I know.” 

“ How do you know ? ” 

“ Every day I see you galloping away into the sun.” 

She thought there was a faint sound of warning—or was it of 
rebuke—in his voice. It made her feel defiant. 

“I think you lose a great deal by not galloping into the sun 
too,” she said. 

“ But if I don’t ride ? ” 

That made her think of Androvsky and his angry resolution. 
It had not been the resolution of a day. Wearied and stiffened 
as he had been by the expedition to Sidi-Zerzour, actually injured 
by his fall—she knew from Batouch that he had been obliged to 
call in the Beni-Mora doctor to bandage his shoulder—she had 
been roused at dawn on the day following by his tread on the 
verandah. She had lain still while it descended the staircase, but 
then the sharp neighing of a horse had awakened an irresistible 
curiosity in her. She had got up, wrapped herself in a fur coat 
and slipped out on to the verandah. The sun was not above the 
horizon line of the desert, but the darkness of night was melting 
into a luminous grey. The air was almost cold. The palms 
looked spectral, even terrible, the empty and silent gardens 



176 THE GARDEN OF ALLAH 

• 

melancholy and dangerous. It was not an hour for activity, for 
determination, but for reverie, for apprehension. 

Below, a sleepy Arab boy, his hood drawn over his head, held 
the chestnut horse by the bridle. Androvsky came out from the 
arcade. He wore a cap pulled down to his eyebrows, which 
changed his appearance, giving him, as seen from above, the look 
of a groom or stable hand. He stood for a minute and stared at 
the horse. Then he limped round to the left side and carefully 
mounted, following out the directions Domini had given him the 
previous day: to avoid touching the animal with his foot, to have 
the rein in his fingers before leaving the ground, and to come 
down in the saddle as lightly as possible. She noted that all her 
hints were taken with infinite precaution. Once on the horse he 
tried to sit up straight, but found the effort too great in his weary 
and bruised condition. He leaned forward over the saddle peak, 
and rode away in the luminous greyness towards the desert. 
The horse went quietly, as if affected by the mystery of the still 
hour. Horse and rider disappeared. The Arab boy wandered 
off in the direction of the village. But Domini remained looking 
after Androvsky. She saw nothing but the grim palms and the 
spectral atmosphere in which the desert lay. Yet she did not 
move till a red spear was thrust up out of the east towards the 
last waning star. 

He had gone to learn his lesson in the desert. 

Three days afterwards she rode with him again. She did not 
let him know of her presence on the verandah, and he said 
nothing of his departure in the dawn. He spoke very little and 
seemed much occupied with his horse, and she saw that he was 
more than determined—that he was apt at acquiring control of a 
physical exercise new to him. His great strength stood him in 
good stead. Only a man hard in the body could have so rapidly 
recovered from the effects of that first day of defeat and struggle. 
His absolute reticence about his efforts and the iron will that 
prompted them pleased Domini. She found them worthy of a man 

She rode with him on three occasions, twice in the oasis 
through the brown villages, once out into the desert on the 
caravan road that Batouch had told her led at last to Tom- 
bouctou. They did not travel far along it, but Domini knew at 
once that this route held more fascination for her than the route 
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to Sidi-Zerzour. There was far rnore sand in this region of the 
desert. The little humps crowned with the scrub the camels 
feed on were fewer, so that the flatness of the ground was more 
definite. Here and there large dunes of golden-coloured sand 
rose, some straight as city walls, some curved like seats in an 
amphitheatre, others indented, crenellated like battlements, un¬ 
dulating in beast-like shapes. The distant panorama of desert 
was unbroken by any visible oasis and powerfully suggested 
Eternity to Domini. 

“ When I go out into the desert for my long journey I shall 
go by this road,” she said to Androvsky. 

“You are going on a journey? ” he said, looking at her as if 
startled. 

“Some day.” 

“ All alone ? ” 

“ I suppose I must take a caravan, two or three Arabs, some 
horses, a tent or two. It’s easy to manage. Batouch will arrange 
it for me.” 

Androvsky still looked startled, and half angry she thought. 
They had pulled up their horses among the sand dunes. It was 
near sunset, and the breath of evening was in the air, making its 
coolness even more ethereal, more thinly pure than in the day¬ 
time. The atmosphere was so clear that when they glanced 
back they could see the flag fluttering upon the white tower of 
the great hotel of Beni-Mora, many kilometres away among the 
palms; so still that they could hear the bark of a Kabyle dog far 
off near a nomad’s tent pitched in the green land by the water- 
springs of old Beni-Mora. When they looked in front of them 
they seemed to see thousands of leagues of flatness, stretching on 
and on till the pale yellowish brown of it grew darker, merged 
into a strange blueness, like the blue of a hot mist above a 
southern lake, then into violet, then into—the thing they could not 
see, the summoning thing whose voice Domini’s imagination heard, 
like a remote and thrilling echo, whenever she was in the desert. 

“ I did not know you were going on a journey, Madame,” 
Androvsky said. 

“Don’t you remember?” she rejoined laughingly. “That I 
told you on the tower I thought peace must dwell out there. 
Well, some day I shall set out to find it.” 

M 
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“ That seems a long time ago, Madame,” he muttered. 

Sometimes, when speaking to her, he dropped his voice till 
she could scarcely hear him, and sounded like a man commun¬ 
ing with himself. 

A red light from the sinking sun fell upon the dunes. As 
they rode back over them their horses seemed to be wading 
through a silent sea of blood. The sky in the west looked like 
an enormous conflagration, in which tortured things were 
struggling and lifting twisted arms. 

Domini’s acquaintance with Androvsky had not progressed 
so easily and pleasantly as her intercourse with Count Anteoni. 
She recognised that he was what is called a “difficult man.” 
Now and then, as if under the prompting influence of some 
secret and violent emotion, he spoke with apparent naturalness, 
spoke perhaps out of his heart. Each time he did so she noticed 
that there was something of either doubt or amaz^-ment in what 
be said. She gathered that he was slow to rely, quick to mis¬ 
trust. She gathered, too, that very many things stirprised him, 
and felt sure that he hid nearly all of them from her, and would— 
had not his own will sometimes betrayed him—have hidden all. 
Hif reserve was as intense as everything about him. There was 
a fierceness In it that revealed its existence. He always conveyed 
to he.- a feeling of strength, physical and mental. Yet he always 
conveyed, too, a feeling of uneasiness. To a woman of Domini’s 
temperament uneasiness usually implies a public or secret weak¬ 
ness. In Androvsky’s she seemed to be aware of passion, as if it 
were one to dash obstacles aside, to break through doors of iron 
to rush out into the open. And then—what then ? To tremble 
at the world before him ? At what he had done ? She did not 
know. But she did know that even in his uneasiness there 
seemed to be fibre, muscle, sinew, nerve—all which goes to make 
strength, swiftness. 

Speech was singularly difficult to him. Silence seemed to be 
natural, not irksome. After a few words he fell into it and re¬ 
mained in it. And he was less self-conscious in silence than in 
speech. He seemed, she fancied, to feel himself safer, more a 
man when he was not speaking. To him the use of words was 
surely like a yielding. 

He had a peculiar faculty of making his presence felt when 
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he was silent, as if directly he ceased from speaking the flame in 
him was fanned and leaped up at the outside world beyond its 
bars. 

She did not know whether he was a gentleman or not. 

If anyone had asked her, before she came to Beni-Mora, 
whether it would be possible for her to take four solitary rides 
with a man, to meet him—if only for a few minutes—every day 
of ten days, to sit opposite to him, and not far from him, at meals 
during the same space of time, and to be unable to say to herself 
whether he was or was not a gentleman by birth and education— 
feeling set aside—she would have answered without hesitation that 
it would be utterly impossible. Yet so it was. She could not 
decide. She could not place him. She could not imagine what 
his parentage, what his youth, his manhood had been. She 
could not fancy him in any environment—save that golden light, 
hat blue radiance, in which she had first consciously and fully 
met him face to face. She could not hear him in converse wiJi 
any set of men or women, or invent, in her mind, what he might 
be likely to say to them. She could not conceive him bound by 
any ties of home, or family, motlier, sister, wife, child. When she 
looked at him, thought about him, he presen.ed himself to her 
alone, like a thing in the air. 

Yet he was more male than other me.., bieathed humanity — 
of some kind—as fire breathes heat. 

The child there was in him almost confused her ma her 
wonder whether long contac.t with the world had t?.. shed her 
own original simplicity. But she only saw the chi-d n. him now 
and then, and she fancied that it, too, he was anxious to conceal. 

This man had certainly a power to rouse feeling in others. 
She knew it by her own experience. By turns he had made her 
feel motherly, protecting, curious, constrained, passionate, 
energetic, timid—yes, almost timid and shy. No other human 
being had ever, even at moments, thus got the better of her 
natural audacity, lack of self-consciousness and inherent, almost 
boyish, boldness. Nor was she aware what it was in him which 
sometimes made her uncertain of herself. 

She wondered. But he often woke up wonder in her. 

Despite their rides, their moments of intercourse in the hotel, 
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on the verandah, she scarcely felt more intimate with him than 
she had at first. Sometimes indeed she thought that she felt 
less so, that the moment when the train ran out of the tunnel 
into the blue country was the moment in which they had been 
nearest to each other since they trod the verges of each other’s 
lives. 

She had never definitely said to herself, “ Do I like him or 
dislike him ? ” 

Now, as she sat with Count Anteoni watching the noon, the 
half drowsy, half-imaginative expression had gone out of her face. 
She looked rather rigid, rather formidable. 

Androvsky and Count Anteoni had never met. The Count 
had seen Androvsky in the distance from his garden more than 
once, but Androvsky had not seen him. The meeting that was 
about to take place was due to Domini. She had spoken to 
.Androvsky on several occasions of the romantic beauty of this 
desert garden. 

“ It is like a garden of the Arabian Nights," she had said. 

He did not look enlightened, and she was moved to ask him 
abruptly whether he had ever read the famous book. He had not. 
A doubt came to her whether he had ever even heard of it. She 
mentioned the fact of Count Anteoni’s having made the garden, 
and spoke of him, sketching lightly his whimsicality, his affection 
for the Arabs, his love of solitude and of African life. She also 
mentioned that he was by birth a Sicilian. 

Androvsky said nothing. 

“ You should go and see the garden,” she continued. “ Count 
Anteoni allows visitors to explore it.” 

“ I am sure it must be very beautiful, Madame,” he replied, 
rather coldly, she thought. 

He did not say that he would go. 

As the garden won upon her, as its enchanted mystery, the 
airy wonder of its shadowy places, the glory of its trembling 
golden vistas, the restfulness of its green defiles, the strange, 
almost unearthly peace that reigned within it embalmed her spirit, 
as she learned not only to marvel at it, to be entranced by it, but 
to feel at home in it and love it, she was conscious of a persistent 
desire that Androvsky should know it too. 
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Perhaps his dogged determination about the riding had 
touched her more than she was aware. She often saw before her 
the bent figure, that looked tired, riding alone into the luminous 
grey; starting thus early that his act, humble and determined, 
might not be known by her. He did not know that she had seen 
him, not only on that morning, but on many subsequent morn¬ 
ings, setting forth to study the new art in the solitude of the still 
hours. But the fact that she had seen, had watched till horse 
and rider vanished beyond the palms, had understood—why, 
perhaps moved her to this permanent wish that he could share 
her pleasure in the garden, know it as she did. 

She did not argue with herself about the matter. She only 
knew that she wished, that presently she meant Androvsky to 
pass through the white gate and be met on the sand by Smain 
with his rose. 

One day Count Anteoni had asked her whether she had made 
acquaintance with the man who had fled from prayer. 

“ Yes,” she said. “ You know it.” 

“How?” 

“ We have ridden to Sidi-Zerzour.” 

“ I am not always by the wall.” 

“No, but I think you were that day.” 

“ Why do you think so ? ” 

“ I am sure you were.” 

He did not either acknowledge or deny it. 

“ He has never been to see my garden,” he said. 

“No.” 

“ He ought to come.” 

“ I have told him so.” 

“ Ah ? Is he coming ? ” 

“ I don’t think so.” 

“ Persuade him to. I have a pride in my garden—oh, you 
have no idea what a pride ! Any neglect of it, any indifference 
about it rasps me, plays upon the raw nerve each one of us 
possesses.” 

He spoke smilingly. She did not know what he was feeling, 
whether the remote thinker or the imp within him was at work or 
play. 

“ I doubt if he is a man to be easily persuaded,” she said. 
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“ Perhaps not—persuade him.” 

After a moment Domini said,— 

“ I wonder whether you recognise that there are obstacles 
which the human will can’t negotiate?” 

“ I could scarcely live where I do without recognising that 
the grains of sand are often driven by the wind. But when there 
is no wind ! ” 

“They lie still?” 

“ And are the desert. I want to have a strange experience.” 

“ What ? ” 

“ A fUe in my garden.” 

“ A fantasia ? ” 

“ Something far more banal. A lunch party, a dtjeuner. 
Will you honour me ? ” 

“ By breakfasting with you ? Yes, of course. Thank you.” 

“ And will you bring—the second sun worshipper ? ” 

She looked into the Count’s small, shining eyes. 

“ Monsieur Androvsky ? ” 

“ If that is his name. I can send him an invitation, of 
course. But that’s rather formal, and I don’t think he is formal.” 

“ On what day do you ask us ? ” 

“ Any day—Friday.” 

“ And why do you ask us ? ” 

“ I wish to overcome this indifference to my garden. It hurts 
me not only in my pride but in my affections.” 

The whole thing had been like a sort of serious game. 
Domini had not said that she would convey the odd invitation; 
but when she was alone, and thought of the way in which Count 
Anteoni had said “ Persuade him,” she knew she would, and she 
meant Androvsky to accept it. This was an opportunity of 
seeing him in company with another man, a man of the world, 
who had read, travelled, thought and doubtless lived. 

She asked him that evening, and saw the red, that came as it 
comes in a boy’s face, mount to his forehead. 

“Everybody who comes to Beni-Mora comes to see the 
garden,” she said before he could reply. “ Count Anteoni is 
half angry with you for being an exception.” 

“ But—but, Madame, how can Monsieur the Count know that 
I am here ? I have not seen him.” 
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” He knows there is a second traveller, and he’s a hospitable 
man. Monsieur Androvsky, I want you to come; I want you to 
see the garden.” 

“ It is very kind of you, Madame.” 

The reluctance in his voice was extreme. Yet he did not like 
to say no. While he hesitated, Domini continued,— 

“ You remember when I asked you to ride ? ” 

“Yes, Madame.” 

“That was new to you. Well, it has given you pleasure 
hasn’t it?” 

“Yes, Madame.” 

“ So will the garden. I want to put another pleasure into 
your life.” 

She had begun to speak with the light persuasiveness of ,a 
woman of the world wishing to overcome a man’s diffidence or 
obstinacy, but while she said the words she felt a sudden earnest¬ 
ness rush over her. It went into the voice, and surely smote 
upon him like a gust of the hot wind that sometimes blows out 
of the desert. 

“ I shall come, Madame,” he said quickly. 

“ Friday. I may be in the garden in the morning. I’ll meet 
you at the gate at half-past twelve.” 

“ Friday ? ” he said. 

Already he seemed to be wavering in his acceptance. Domini 
did not stay with him any longer. 

“ I’m glad,” she said in a finishing tone. 

And she went away. 

Now Count Anteoni told her that he had invited the priest. 
She felt vexed, and her face showed that she did. A cloud came 
down and immediately she looked changed and disquieting. Yet 
she liked the priest. As she sat in silence her vexation became 
more profound. She felt certain that if Androvsky had known 
the priest was coming he would not have accepted the invitation. 
She wished him to come, yet she wished he had known. He 
might think that she had known the fact and had concealed it. 
She did not suppose for a moment that he disliked Father 
Roubier personally, but he certainly avoided him. He bowed to 
him in the coffee-room of the hotel, but never spoke to him. 
Batouch had told her about the episode with Bous-Bous. And 
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she had seen Bous-Bous endeavour to renew the intimacy and 
repulsed with determination. Androvsky must dislike the priest¬ 
hood. He might fancy that she, a believing Catholic, had—a 
number of disagreeable suppositions ran through her mind. 
She had always been inclined to hate the propagandist since the 
tragedy in her family. It was a pity Count Anteoni had not in¬ 
dulged his imp in a different fashion. The beauty of the noon 
seemed spoiled. 

“ Forgive my malice,” Count Anteoni said. “ It was really a 
thing of thistledown. Can it be going to do harm? I can 
scarcely think so.” 

“ No, no.” 

She roused herself, with the instinct of a woman who has lived 
much in the world to conceal the vexation that, visible, would 
cause a depression to stand in the natural place of cheerfulness. 

“ The desert is making me abominably natural,” she thought. 

At this moment the black figure of Father Roubier came out 
of the shadows of the trees with Bous-Bous trotting importantly 
beside it. 

“Ah, Father,” said Count Anteoni, going to meet him, while 
Domini got up from her chair, “ it is good of you to come out in 
the sun to eat fish with such a bad parishioner as I am. Your 
little companion is welcome.” 

He patted Bous-Bous, who took little notice of him. 

“You know Miss Enfilden, I think?” continued the Count. 

“Father Roubier and I meet every day,” said Domini, smiling. 

“ Mademoiselle has been good enough to take a kind interest 
in the humble work of the Church in Beni-Mora,” said the priest 
with the serious simplicity characteristic of him. 

He was a sincere man, utterly without pretension, and, as such 
men often are, quietly at home with anybody of whatever class or 
creed. 

“I must go to the garden gate,” Domini said. “Will you 
excuse me for a moment ? ” 

“To meet Monsieur Androvsky ? Let us accompany you if 
Father Roubier—” 

“Please don’t trouble. I won’t be a minute.” 

Something in her voice made Count Anteoni at once acquiesce, 
defying his courteous instinct. 
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“We will wait for you here,” he said. 

There was a whimsical plea for forgiveness in his eyes 
Domini’s did not reject it; they did not answer it. She walked 
away, and the two men looked after her tall figure with admira¬ 
tion. As she went along the sand paths between the little 
streams, and came into the deep shade, her vexation seemed to 
grow darker like the garden ways. For a moment she thought 
she understood the sensations that must surely sometimes beset a 
treacherous woman. Yet she was incapable of treachery. Smain 
was standing dreamily on the great sweep of sand before the 
villa. She and he were old friends now, and every day he calmly 
gave her a flower when she came into the garden. 

“What time is it, Smain?’’ 

“ Nearly half-past twelve, Madame.” 

“ Will you open the door and see if anyone is coming ? ” 

He went towards the great door, and Domini sat down on a 
bench under the evergreen roof to wait. She had seldom felt 
more discomposed, and began to reason with herself almost 
angrily. Even if the presence of the priest was unpleasant to 
Androvsky, why should she mind ? Antagonism to the priest¬ 
hood was certainly not a mental condition to be fostered but a 
prejudice to be broken down. But she had wished—she still 
wished with ardour—that Androvsky’s first visit to the garden 
should be a happy one, should pass off delightfully. She had a 
dawning instinct to make things smooth for him. Surely they 
had been rough in the past, rougher even than for herself. And 
she wondered for an instant whether he had come to Beni-Mora, 
as she had come, vaguely seeking for a happiness scarcely 
embodied in a definite thought. 

“There is a gentleman coming, Madame.” 

It was the soft voice of Smain from the gate. In a moment 
Androvsky stood before it. Domini saw him framed in the white 
wood, with the brilliant blue behind him and a narrow glimpse of 
the watercourse. He was standing still and hesitating. 

“ Monsieur Androvsky ! ” she called. 

He started, looked across the sand, and stepped into the garden 
with a sort of reluctant caution that pained her, she scarcely knew 
why. She got up and went towards him, and they met full in 
the sunshine. 
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“ I came to be your cicerone.” 

“Thank you, Madame.” 

There was the click of wood striking against wood as Smain 
closed the gate. Androvsky turned quickly and looked behind 
him. His demeanour was that of a man whose nerves were tor¬ 
menting him. Domini began to dread telling him of the presence 
of the priest, and, characteristically, did without hesitation what 
she feared to do. 

“ This is the way,” she said. 

Then, as they turned into the shadow of the trees and began 
to walk between the rills of water, she added abruptly,— 

“ Father Roubier is here already, so our party is complete.” 

Androvsky stood still. 

“ Father Roubier! You did not tell me he was coming.” 

“ I did not know it till five minutes ago.” 

She stood still too, and looked at him. There was a flaming 
of distrust in his eyes, his lips were compressed, and his whole 
body betokened hostility. 

“ I did not understand. I thought Signor Anteoni would be 
alone here.” 

“ Father Roubier is a pleasant companion, sincere and simple. 
Everyone likes him.” 

“ No doubt, Madame. But—the fact is I ”— he hesitated, 
then added, almost with violence—“ I do not care for priests.” 

“ I am sorry. Still, for once—for an hour—you can surely—” 

She did not finish the sentence. While she was speaking she 
felt the banality of such phrases spoken to such a man, and 
suddenly changed tone and manner. 

“ Monsieur Androvsky,” she said, laying one hand on his arm, 
“ I knew you would not like Father Roubier’s being here. If I 
had known he was coming I should have told you in order that 
you might have kept away if you wished to. But now that you 
are here—now that Smain has let you in and the Count and 
Father Roubier must know of it, I am sure you will stay and 
govern your dislike. You intend to turn back. I see that. 
Well, I ask you to stay.” 

She was not thinking of herself, but of him. Instinct told 
her to teach him the way to conceal his aversion. Retreat would 
proclaim it. 
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“ For yourself I ask you," she added. “ If you go, you tell 
them what you have told me. You don’t wish to do that.” 

They looked at each other. Then, without a word, he walked 
on again. As she kept beside him she felt as if in that moment 
their acquaintanceship had sprung forward, like a thing that had 
been forcibly restrained and that was now sharply released. 
They did not speak again till they saw, at the end of an alley, the 
Count and the priest standing together beneath the jamelon tree. 
Bous-Bous ran forward barking, and Domini was conscious that 
Androvsky braced himself up, like a fighter stepping into the 
arena. Her keen sensitiveness of mind and body was so infected 
by his secret impetuosity of feeling that it seemed to her as if his 
encounter with the two men framed in the sunlight were a great 
event which might be fraught with strange consequences. She 
almost held her breath as she and Androvsky came down the path 
and the fierce sunrays reached out to light up their faces. 

Count Anteoni stepped forward to greet them. 

“ Monsieur Androvsky—Count Anteoni,” she said. 

The hands of the two men met. She saw that Androvsky’s 
was lifted reluctantly. 

“Welcome to my garden,” Count Anteoni said with his 
invariable easy courtesy. “ Every traveller has to pay his tribute 
to my domain. I dare to exact that as the oldest European 
inhabitant of Beni-Mora.” 

Androvsky said nothing. His eyes were on the priest. The 
Count noticed it, and added,— 

“ Do you know Father Roubier ? ” 

“ We have often seen each other in the hotel,” Father Roubier 
said with his usual straightforward simplicity. 

He held out his hand, but Androvsky bowed hastily and 
awkwardly and did not seem to see it. Domini glanced at Count 
Anteoni, and surprised a piercing expression in his bright eyes. 
It died away at once, and he said,— 

“ Let us go to the salle-d-manger. Dijeuner will be ready. 
Miss Enfilden.” 

She joined him, concealing her reluctance to leave Androvsky 
with the priest, and walked beside him down the path, preceded 
by Bous-Bous. 

“ Is my/ite going to be a failure ?” he murmured. 
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She did not reply. Her heart was full of vexation, almost of 
bitterness. She felt angry with Count Anteoni, with Androvsky, 
with herself. She almost felt angry with poor Father Roubier. 

“ Forgive me! do forgive me ! ” the Count whispered. “ I 
meant no harm.” 

She forced herself to smile, but the silence behind them, 
where the two men were following, oppressed her. If only 
Androvsky would speak! He had not said one word since 
they were all together. Suddenly she turned her head and 
said,— 

“ Did you ever see such palms. Monsieur Androvsky ? Aren’t 
they magnificent? ” 

Her voice was challenging, imperative. It commanded him 
to rouse himself, to speak, as a touch of the lash commands a 
horse to quicken its pace. Androvsky raised his head, which 
had been sunk on his breast as he walked. 

“ Palms! ” he said confusedly. “ Yes, they are wonderful.” 

“ You care for trees ? ” asked the Count, following Domini’s 
lead and speaking with a definite intention to force a conversation. 

“ Yes, Monsieur, certainly.” 

“ I have some wonderful fellows here. After dejeuner you 
must let me show them to you. I spent years in collecting my 
children and teaching them to live rightly in the desert.” 

Very naturally, while he spoke, he had joined Androvsky, and 
now walked on with him, pointing out the different varieties of 
trees. Domini was conscious of a sense of relief and of a strong 
feeling of gratitude to their host. Following upon the gratitude 
came a less pleasant consciousness of Androvsky’s lack of good 
breeding. He was certainly not a man of the world, whatever he 
might be. To-day, perhaps absurdly, she felt responsible for 
him, and as if he owed it to her to bear himself bravely and 
govern his dislikes if they clashed with the feelings of his com¬ 
panions. She longed hotly for him to make a good impression, 
and, when her eyes met Father Roubier’s, was almost moved to 
ask his pardon for Androvsky’s rudeness. But the Father seemed 
unconscious of it, and began to speak about the splendour of the 
African vegetation. 

“ Does not its luxuriance surprise you after England ? ” he 
said. 
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“ No,” she replied bluntly. “ Ever since I have been in 
Africa I have felt that I was in a land of passionate growth.” 

“But—the desert?” he replied with a gesture towards the 
long flats of the Sahara, which were still visible between the trees. 

“ I should find it there to,” she answered. “ There, perhaps, 
most of all.” 

He looked at her with a gentle wonder. She did not explain 
that she was no longer thinking of growth in Nature. 

The salle-a-manger stood at the end of a broad avenue of 
palms not far from the villa. Two Arab servants were waiting 
on each side of the white step that led into an ante-room filled 
with divans and coffee-tables. Beyond was a lofty apartment 
with an arched roof, in the centre of which was an oval table 
laid for breakfast, and decorated with masses of trumpet-shaped 
scarlet flowers in silver vases. Behind each of the four high- 
backed chairs stood an Arab motionless as a statue. Evidently 
the Count’s fite was to be attended by a good deal of ceremony. 
Domini felt sorry, though not for herself. She had been ac¬ 
customed to ceremony all her life, and noticed it, as a rule, almost 
as little as the air she breathed. But she feared that to 
Androvsky it would be novel and unpleasant. As they came 
into the shady room she saw him glance swiftly at the walls 
covered with dark Persian hangings, at the servants in their 
embroidered jackets, wide trousers and snow-white turbans, at 
the vivid flowers on the table, then at the tall windows, over 
which flexible outside blinds, dull green in colour, were drawn; 
and it seemed to her that he was feeling like a trapped animal, 
full of a fury of uneasiness. Father Roubier’s unconscious 
serenity in the midst of a luxury to which he was quite unac¬ 
customed emphasized Androvsky’s secret agitation, which was no 
secret to Domini, and which she knew must be obvious to Count 
Anteoni. She began to wish ardently that she had let Androvsky 
follow his impulse to go when he heard of Father Roubier’s 
presence. 

They sat down. She was on the Count’s right hand, with 
Androvsky opposite to her and Father Roubier on her right. As 
they took their places she and the Father said a silent grace 
and made the sign of the Cross, and when she glanced up after 
doing so she saw Androvsky’s hand lifted to his forehead. For 
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a moment she fancied that he had joined in the tiny prayer, 
and was about to make the sacred sign, but as she looked at him 
his hand fell heavily to the table. The glasses by his plate 
jingled. 

“I only remembered this morning that this is s^jour maigre" 
said Count Anteoni as they unfolded their napkins. “I am 
afraid, Father Roubier, you will not be able to do full justice to 
my chef, Hamdane, although he has thought of you and done 
his best for you. But I hope Miss Enfilden and—” 

“ I keep Friday,” Doniini interrupted quietly. 

“ Yes ? Poor Hamdane ! ” 

He looked in grave despair, but she knew that he was really 
pleased that she kept the fast day. 

“ Anyhow,” he continued, “ I hope that you, Monsieur 
Androvsky, will be able to join me in testing Hamdane’s powers 
to the full. Or are you too—” 

He did not continue, for Androvsky at once said, in a loud 
and firm voice,— 

“ I keep no fast days.” 

The words sounded like a defiance flung at the two (Catholics, 
and for a moment Domini thought that Father Roubier was 
going to treat them as a challenge, for he lifted his head and 
there was a flash of sudden fire in his eyes. But he only said, 
turning to the Count,— 

“ I think Mademoiselle and I shall find our little Ramadan a 
very easy business. I once breakfasted with you on a Friday— 
two years ago it was, I think—and I have not forgotten the 
banquet you gave me.” 

Domini felt as if the priest had snubbed Androvsky, as a 
saint might snub, without knowing that he did so. She was 
angry with Androvsky and yet she was full of pity for him. Why 
could he not meet courtesy with graciousness ? There was 
something almost inhuman in his demeanour. To-day he had 
returned to his worst self, to the man who had twice treated her 
with brutal rudeness. 

“ Do the Arabs really keep Ramadan strictly ? ” she asked, 
looking away from Androvsky. 

“ Very,” said Father Roubier. “ Although, of course, I am 
not in sympathy with their religion, I have often been moved by 
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their adherence to its rules. There is something very grand in 
the human heart deliberately taking upon itself the yoke of 
discipline.” 

“ Isldm—the very word means the surrender of the human 
will to the will of God,” said Count Anteoni. “That word and 
its meaning lie like the shadow of a commanding hand on the 
soul of every Arab, even of the absinthe-drinking renegades one 
sees here and there who have caught the vices of their 
conquerors. In the greatest scoundrel that the Prophet’s robe 
covers there is an abiding and acute sense of necessary surrender. 
The Arabs, at anyrate, do not buzz against their Creator, like 
midges raging at the sun in whose beams they are dancing.” 

“No,” assented the priest. “At least in that respect they 
are superior to many who call themselves Christians. Their pride 
is immense, but it never makes itself ridiculous.” 

“You mean by trying to defy the Divine Will?” said 
Domini. 

“ Exactly, Mademoiselle.” 

She thought of her dead father. 

The servants stole round the table, handing various dishes 
noiselessly. One of them, at this moment, poured red wine into 
Androvsky’s glass. He uttered a low exclamation that sounded 
like a beginning of protest hastily checked. 

“ You prefer white wine ? ” said Count Anteoni. 

“ No, thank you. Monsieur.” 

He lifted the glass to his lips and drained it. 

“Are you a judge of wine?” added the Count. “That is 
made from my own grapes. I have vineyards near Tunis.” 

“It is excellent,” said Androvsky. 

Domini noticed that he spoke in a louder voice than usual, 
as if he were making a determined effort to throw off the uneasiness 
that evidently oppressed him. He ate heartily, choosing almost 
ostentatiously dishes in which there was meat. But everything 
that he did, even this eating of meat, gave her the impression 
that he was—subtly, how she did not know—defying not only 
the priest but himself. Now and then she glanced across at him, 
and when she did so he was always looking away from her. 
After praising the wine he had relapsed into silence, and Count 
Anteoni—she thought moved by a very delicate sense of tact— 
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did not directly address him again just then, but resumed the in¬ 
terrupted conversation about the Arabs, first explaining that the 
servants understood no French. He discussed them with a 
minute knowledge that evidently sprang from a very real affec¬ 
tion, and presently she could not help alluding to this. 

“I think you love the Arabs far more than any Europeans,” 
she said. 

He fixed his bright eyes upon her, and she thought that just 
then they looked brighter than ever before. 

“ Why ? ” he asked quietly. 

“ Do you know the sound that comes into the voice of a lover 
of children when it speaks of a child ? ” 

“ Ah!—the note of a deep indulgence ? ” 

“ I hear it in yours w'henever you speak of the Arabs.” 

She spoke half jestingly. For a moment he did not reply. 
Then he said to the priest,— 

“You have lived long in Africa, Father. Have not you some¬ 
thing of the same feeling towards these children of the sun ? ” 

“Yes, and I have noticed it in our dead Cardinal.” 

“ Cardinal Lavigerie.” 

Androvsky bent over his plate. He seemed suddenly to 
withdraw his mind forcibly from this conversation in which he 
was taking no active part, as if he refused even to listen to it. 

“He is your hero, I know,” the Count said sympathetically. 

“ He did a great deal for me.” 

“ And for Africa. And he was wise.” 

“You mean in some special way?” Domini said. 

“Yes. He looked deep enough into the dark souls of the 
desert men to find out that his success with them must come 
chiefly through his goodness to their dark bodies. You aren’t 
shocked. Father?” 

“ No, no. There is truth in that.” 

But the priest assented rather sadly. 

“ Mahomet thought too much of the body,” he added. 

Domini saw the Count compress his lips. Then he turned to 
Androvsky and said,— 

“ Do you think so. Monsieur ? ” 

It was a definite, a resolute attempt to draw his guest into the 
conversation. Androvsky could not ignore it. He looked up 
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reluctantly from his plate. His eyes met Domini’s but immedi¬ 
ately travelled away from them. 

“ I doubt —” he said. 

He paused, laid his bands on the table, clasping its edge, and 
continued firmly, even with a sort of hard violence. 

“ I doubt if most good men, or men who want to be good, 
think enough about the body, consider it enough. I have thought 
that. I think it still.” 

As he finished he stared at the priest, almost menacingly. 
Then, as if moved by an after-thought, he added,— 

“As to Mahomet, I know very little about him. But perhaps 
he obtained his great influence by recognising that the bodies of 
men are of great importance, of tremendous — tremendous 
importance.” 

Domini saw that the interest of Count Anteoni in his guest 
was suddenly and vitally aroused by what he had just said, perhaps 
even more by his peculiar way of saying it, as if it were forced 
from him by some secret, irresistible compulsion. And the 
Count’s interest seemed to take hands with her interest, which 
had had a much longer existence. Father Roubier, however, 
broke in with a slightly cold,— 

“ It is a very dangerous thing, I think, to dwell upon the 
importance of the perishable. One runs the risk of detracting 
from the much greater importance of the imperishable.” 

“ Yet it’s the starved wolves that devour the villages,” said 
Androvsky. 

For the first time Domini felt his Russian origin. There was 
a silence. Father Roubier looked straight before him, but 
Count Anteoni’s eyes were fixed piercingly upon Androvsky. At 
last he said,— 

“May I ask. Monsieur, if you are a Russian?” 

“ My father was. But I have never set foot in Russia.” 

“The soul that I find in the music and literature of your 
country is, to me, the most interesting soul in Europe,” the 
Count said with a ring of deep earnestness in his grating voice. 

Spoken as he spoke it, no compliment could have been more 
gracious, even moving. But Androvsky only replied abruptly,— 

“ I’m afraid I know nothing of all that.” 

Domini felt hot with a sort of shame, as at a close friend’s 

M 
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public display of ignorance. She began to speak to the Count 
of Russian music, books, with an enthusiasm that was sincere. 
For she, too, had found in the soul from the Steppes a meani -g 
and a magic that had taken her soul prisoner. And suddenly, 
while she talked, she thought of the Desert as the burning brother 
of the frigid Steppes. Was it the wonder of the eternal flats that 
had spoken to her Inmost heart sometimes in London concert- 
rooms, in her room at night when she read, forgetting time, which 
spoke to her now more fiercely under the palms of Africa ? At 
the thought something mystical seemed to stand in her enthusiasm. 
The mystery of space floated about her. But she did not express 
her thought. Count Anteoni expressed it for her. 

“The Steppes and the Desert are akin, you know,” he said. 
“ Despite the opposition of frost and fire.” 

“ Just what I was thinking ! ” she exclaimed. “That must be 
why—” 

She stopped short. 

“ Yes ? ” said the Count. 

Both Father Roubier and Androvsky looked at her with 
expectancy. But she did not continue her sentence, and her 
failure to do so was covered, or at the least excused, by a 
diversion that secretly she blessed. At this moment, from the 
ante-room, there came a sound of African music, both soft and 
barbarous. First there was only one reiterated liquid note, clear 
and glassy, a note that suggested night in a remote place. Then, 
beneath it, as foundation to it, rose a rustling sound as of a forest of 
reeds through which a breeze went rhythmically. Into this stole 
the broken song of a thin instrument with a timbre rustic and 
antique as the timbre of the oboe, but fainter, frailer. A twang 
of softly-plucked strings supported its wild and pathetic utterance, 
and presently the almost stifled throb of a little tom-tom that 
must have been placed at a distance. It was like a beating heart. 

The Count and his guests sat listening in silence. Domini 
began to feel curiously expectant, yet she did not recognise the 
odd melody. Her sensation was that some other music must be 
coming which she had heard before, which had moved her deeply 
at some time in her life. She glanced at the Count and found 
him looking at her with a whimsical expression, as if he were a 
kind conspirator whose plot would soon be known. 
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“ What is it ? ” she asked in a low voice. 

He bent towards her. 

“ Wait! ” he whispered. “ Listen! ” 

She saw Androvsky frown. His face was distorted by an 
expression of pain, and she wondered if he, like some Europeans, 
found the barbarity of tbe desert music ugly and even distressing 
to the nerves. While she wondered a voice began to sing, always 
accompanied by the four instruments. It was a contralto voice, 
but sounded like a youth’s. 

“ What is that song ? ” she asked under her breath. “ Surely 
I must have heard it! ” 

“ You don’t know ? ” 

“Wait!” 

She searched her heart. It seemed to her that she knew the 
song. At some period of her life she had certainly been deeply 
moved by it—but when? where? The voice died away, and 
was succeeded by a soft chorus singing monotonously,— 

“Wurra-Wurra.” 

Then it rose once more in a dreamy and reticent refrain, like 
the voice of a soul communing with itself in the desert, above the 
instruments and the murmuring chorus. 

“ You remember ? ” whispered the Count. 

She moved her head in assent but did not speak. She could 
not speak. It was the song the Arab had sung as he turned into 
the shadow of the palm trees, the song of the freed negroes of 
Touggourt:— 

“ No one but God and I 
Knows what is in my heart.” 

The priest leaned back in his chair. His dark eyes were cast 
down, and his thin, sun-browned hands were folded together in 
a way that suggested prayer. Did this desert song of the black 
men, children of God like him as their song affirmed, stir his 
soul to some grave petition that embraced the wants of all 
humanity ? 

Androvsky was sitting quite still. He was also looking down 
and the lids covered his eyes. An expression of pain still 
lingered on his face, but it was less cruel, no longer tortured, 
but melancholy. And Domini, as she listened, recalled the 
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strange cry that had risen within her as the Arab disappeared 
in the sunshine, the cry of the soul in life surrounded by 
mysteries, by the hands, the footfalls, the voices of hidden 
things—“ What is going to happen to me here ? ” But that cry 
had risen in her, found words in her, only when confronted by 
the desert. Before it had been perhaps hidden in the womb. 
Only then was it born. And now the days had passed and the 
nights, and the song brought with it the cry once more, the cry 
and suddenly something else, another voice that, very far away, 
seemed to be making answer to it. That answer she could not 
hear. The words of it were hidden in the womb as, once, the 
words of her intense question. Only she felt that an answer had 
been made. The future knew, and had begun to try to tell her. 
She was on the very edge of knowledge while she listened, but 
she could not step into the marvellous land. 

Presently Count Anteoni spoke to the priest. 

“ You have heard this song, no doubt. Father ? ” 

Father Roubier shook his head. 

“ 1 don’t think so, but I can never remember the Arab 
music.” 

“ Perhaps you dislike it ? ” 

“ No, no. It is ugly in a way, but there seems a great deal 
of meaning in it. In this song especially there is—one might 
almost call it beauty.” 

“ Wonderful beauty,” Domini said in a low voice, still 
listening to the song. 

“ The words are beautiful,” said the Count, this time address¬ 
ing himself to Androvsky. “ I don’t know them all, but they 
begin like this— 

“ ‘ The gazelle dies in the water. 

The nsh dies in the air. 

And I die in the dunes of the desert sand 
For my love that is deep and sad.’ 

And when the chorus sounds, as now ”— and he made a gesture 
toward the inner room, in which the low murmur of “ Wurra- 
Wurra” rose again—“the singer reiterates always the same 
refrain,— 

“ ‘ No one but God and I 

Knows what is in my heart.’” 
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Almost as he spoke the contralto voice began to sing the 
refrain. Androvsky turned pale. There were drops of sweat 
on his forehead. He lifted his glass of wine to his lips and his 
hand trembled so that some of the wine was spilt upon the table¬ 
cloth. And, as once before, Domini felt that what moved her 
deeply moved him even more deeply, whether in the same way 
or differently she could not tell. The image of the taper and 
the torch recurred to her mind. She saw Androvsky with fire 
round about him. The violence of this man surely resembled 
the violence of Africa. There was something terrible about it, 
yet also something noble, for it suggested a male power, which 
might make for either good or evil, but which had nothing to do 
with littleness. For a moment Count Anteoni and the priest 
were dwarfed, as if they had come into the presence of a 
giant. 

The Arabs handed round fruit. And now the song died 
softly away. Only the instruments went on playing. The 
distant tom-tom was surely the beating of that heart into whose 
mysteries no other human heart could look. Its reiterated and 
dim throbbing affected Domini almost terribly. She was re¬ 
lieved, yet regretful, when at length it ceased. 

“ Shall we go into the ante room ? ” the Count said. “ Coffee 
will be brought there.” 

“ Oh, but—don’t let us see them ! ” Domini exclaimed. 

“ The musicians ? ” 

She nodded. 

“You would rather not hear any more music? ” 

“ If you don’t mind ! ” 

He gave an order in Arabic. One of the servants slipped 
away and returned almost immediately. 

“ Now we can go,” the Count said. “ They have vanished.” 

The priest sighed. It was evident that the music had moved 
him too. As they got up he said,— 

“Yes, there was beauty in that song and something more. 
Some of these desert poets can teach us to think.” 

“ A dangerous lesson, perhaps,” said the Count. “What do 
you say. Monsieur Androvsky ? ” 

Androvsky was on his feet. His eyes were turned towards 
the door through which the sound of the music had come. 
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“ I! ” he answered. “ I—Monsieur, I am afraid that to me 
this music means very little. I cannot judge of it." 

“ But the words ? ” asked the Count with a certain pressure, 

“ They do not seem to me to suggest much more than the 
music.” 

The Count said no more. As she went into the outer room 
Domini felt angry, as she had felt angry in the garden at Sidi- 
Zerzour when Androvsky said,— 

“These native women do not interest me. I see nothing 
attractive in them.” 

For now, as then, she knew that he had lied. 


XI 

Domini came into the ante-room alone. The three men had 
paused for a moment behind her, and the sound of a match 
struck reached her ears as she went listlessly forward to the door 
which was open to the broad garden path, and stood looking out 
into the sunshine. Butterflies were flitting here and there 
through the riot of gold, and she heard faint bird-notes from the 
shadows of the trees, echoed by the more distant twitter of 
Larbi’s flute. On the left, between the palms, she caught 
glimpses of the desert and of the hard and brilliant mountains, 
and, as she stood there, she remembered her sensations on first 
entering the garden and how soon she had learnt to love it. It 
had always seemed to her a sunny paradise of peace until this 
moment. But now she felt as if she were compassed about by 
clouds. The vagrant movement of the butterflies irritated her 
eyes, the distant sound of the flute distressed her ears, and all 
the peace had gone. Once again this man destroyed the spell 
Nature had cast upon her. Because she knew that he had lied, 
her joy in the garden, her deeper joy in the desert that embraced 
it, were stricken. Yet why should he not lie? Which of us 
does not lie about his feelings? Has reserve no right to 
armour ? 

She heard her companions entering the room and turned 
round. At that moment her heart was swept by an emotion 
almost of hatred to Androvsky. Because of it she smiled. A 
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forced gaiety dawned in her. She sat down on one of the low 
divans, and, as she asked Count Anteoni for a cigarette and lit 
it, she thought, “ How shall I punish him ? ” That lie, not even 
told to her and about so slight a matter, seemed to her an attack 
which she resented and must return. Not for a moment did she 
ask herself if she were reasonable. A voice within her said, “ I 
will not be lied to, I will not even bear a lie told to another in 
my presence by this man.” And the voice was imperious. 

Count Anteoni remained beside her, smoking a cigar. 
Father Roubier took a seat by the little table in front of her. 
But Androvsky went over to the door she had just left, and 
stood, as she had, looking out into the sunshine. Bous-Bous 
followed him, and snuffed affectionately round his feet, trying to 
gain his attention. 

“ My little dog seems very fond of your friend,” the priest 
said to Domini. 

“ My friend! " 

“ Monsieur Androvsky.” 

She lowered her voice. 

“ He is only a travelling acquaintance. I know nothing of 
him.” 

The priest looked gently surprised and Count Anteoni blew 
forth a fragrant cloud of smoke. 

“ He seems a remarkable man,” the priest said mildly. 

“ Do you think so ? ” 

She began to speak to Count Anteoni about some absurdity 
of Batouch, forcing her mind into a light and frivolous mood, 
and he echoed her tone with a clever obedience for which 
secretly she blessed him. In a moment they were laughing 
together with apparent merriment, and Father Roubier smiled 
innocently at their light-heartedness, believing in it sincerely. 
But Androvsky suddenly turned round with a dark and morose 
countenance. 

“ Come in out of the sunshine,” said the Count. “ It is too 
strong. Try this chair. Coffee will be—ah, here it is! ” 

Two servants appeared, carrying it. 

“Thank you. Monsieur,” Androvsky said with reluctant 
courtesy. 

He came towards them with determination and sat down, 
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drawing forward his chair till he was facing Domini. Directly he 
was quiet Bous-Bous sprang upon his knee and lay down 
hastily, blinking his eyes, which were almost concealed by hair, 
and heaving a sigh which made the priest look kindly at him, 
even while he said deprecatingly,— 

“Bous-Bous! Bous-Bous 1 Little rascal, little pig—down, 
down!” 

“ Oh, leave him. Monsieur 1 ” muttered Androvsky. “ It’s all 
the same to me.” 

“He really has no shame where his heart is concerned.” 

“Arab!” said the Count. “He has learnt it in Beni- 
Mora.” 

“Perhaps he has taken lessons from Larbi,” said Domini. 
“ Hark! He is playing to-day. For whom ? ” 

“ I never ask now,” said the Count. “ The name changes so 
often.” 

“Constancy is not an Arab fault?” Domini asked. 

“You say ‘fault,’ Madame,” interposed the priest. 

“ Yes, Father,” she returned with a light touch of conscious 
cynicism. “Surely in this world that which is apt to bring 
inevitable misery with it must be accounted a fault.” 

“ But can constancy do that ? ” 

“ Don’t you think so, in a world of ceaseless change ? 

“Then how shall we reckon truth in a world of lies?” asked 
the Count. “ Is that a fault too ? ” 

“Ask Monsieur Androvsky,” said Domini, quickly. 

“I obey,” said the Count, looking over at his guest. 

“ Ah, but I am sure I know,” Domini added. “ I am sure 
you think truth a thing we should all avoid in such a world as 
this. Don’t you. Monsieur ? ” 

“If you are sure, Madame, why ask me?" Androvsky 
replied. 

There was in his voice a sound that was startling. Suddenly 
the priest reached out his hand and lifted Bous-Bous on to his 
knee, and Count Anteoni very lightly and indifferently inter¬ 
posed. 

“Truth-telling among Arabs becomes a dire necessity to 
Europeans. One cannot out-lie them, and it doesn’t pay to run 
second to Orientals. So one learns, with tears, to be sincere. 
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Father Roubier is shocked by my apologia for my own blatant 
truthfulness.” 

The priest laughed. 

“ I live so little in what is called ‘ the world' that I’m afraid 
I’m very ready to take drollery for a serious expression of 
opinion.” 

He stroked Bous-Bous’s white back, and added, with a simple 
geniality that seemed to spring rather from a desire to be kind 
than from any temperamental source,— 

“ But I hope I shall always be able to enjoy innocent fun.” 

As he spoke his eyes rested on Androvsky’s face, and suddenly 
he looked grave and put Bous-Bous gently down on the floor. 

“ I’m afraid I must be going,” he said. 

“ Already ? ” said his host. 

“ I dare not allow myself too much idleness. If once I began 
to be idle in this climate I should become like an Arab and do 
nothing all day but sit in the sun.” 

“As I do. Father, we meet very seldom, but whenever we 
do I feel myself a cumberer of the earth.” 

Domini had never before heard him speak with such humble¬ 
ness. The priest flushed like a boy. 

“We each serve in our own way,” he said quickly. “The 
Arab who sits all day in the sun may be heard as a song of praise 
where He is.” 

And then he took his leave. This time he did not extend his 
hand to Androvsky, but only bowed to him, lifting his white 
helmet. As he went away in the sun with Bous-bous the three 
he had left followed him with their eyes. For Androvsky had 
turned his chair sideways, as if involuntarily. 

“ I shall learn to love Father Roubier,” Domini said. 

Androvsky moved his seat round again till his back was to 
the garden, and placed his broad hands palm downward on his 
knees. 

“ Yes ? ” said the Count. 

“ He is so transparently good, and he bears his great dis¬ 
appointment so beautifully.” 

“ What great disappointment ? ” 

“ He longed to become a monk.” 

Androvsky got up from his seat and walked back to the 
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garden doorway. His restless demeanour and lowering 
expression destroyed all sense of calm and leisure. Count 
Anteoni looked after him, and then at Domini, with a sort of 
playful surprise. He was going to speak, but before the words 
came Smain appeared, carrying reverently a large envelope 
covered with Arab writing. 

“ Will you excuse me for a moment ? ” the Count said. 

“ Of course.” 

He took the letter, and at once a vivid expression of excite¬ 
ment shone in his eyes. When he had read it there was a glow 
upon his face as if the flames of a fire played over it. 

“ Miss Enfilden,” he said, “ will you think me very dis¬ 
courteous if I leave you for a moment ? The messenger who 
brought this has come from far and starts to-day on his return 
journey. He has come out of the south, three hundred kilometres 
away, from Beni-Hassan, a sacred village—a sacred village.” 

He repeated the last words, lowering his voice. 

“ Of course go and see him.” 

" And you ? ” 

He glanced towards Androvsky, who was standing with his 
back to them. 

“ Won’t you show Monsieur Androvsky the garden ? ” 

Hearing his name Androvsky turned, and the Count at once 
made his excuses to him and followed Smain towards the garden 
gate, carrying the letter that had come from Beni-Hassan in his 
hand. 

When he had gone Domini remained on the divan, and 
Androvsky by the door, with his eyes on the ground. She took 
another cigarette from the box on the table beside her, struck a 
match and lit it carefully. Then she said,— 

“ Do you care to see the garden ? ” 

She spoke indifferently, coldly. The desire to show her 
Paradise to him had died away, but the parting words of the 
Count prompted the question, and so she put it as to a 
stranger. 

“ Thank you, Madame—yes,” he replied, as if with an effort. 

She got up, and they went out together on to the broad 
walk. 

“Which way do you want to go?” she asked. 
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She saw him glance at her quickly, with anxiety in his eyes. 

“ You know best where we should go, Madame." 

“ I daresay you won’t care about it. Probably you are not 
interested in gardens. It does not matter really which path we 
take. They are all very much alike." 

“ I am sure they are all very beautiful.” 

Suddenly he had become humble, anxious to please her. 
But now the violent contrasts in him, unlike the violent contrasts 
of nature in this land, exasperated her. She longed to be left 
alone. She felt ashamed of Androvsky, and also of herself; she 
condemned herself bitterly for the interest she had taken in him, 
for her desire to put some pleasure into a life she had deemed 
sad, for her curiosity about him, for her wish to share joy with 
him. She laughed at herself secretly for what she now called 
her folly in having connected him imaginatively with the desert, 
whereas in reality he made the desert, as everything he 
approached, lose in beauty and wonder. His was a destructive 
personality. She knew it now. Why had she not realised it 
before ? He was a man to put gall in the cup of pleasure, to 
create uneasiness, self-consciousness, constraint round about him, 
to call up spectres at the banquet of life. Well, in the future she 
could avoid him. After to-day she need never have any more 
intercourse with him. With that thought, that interior sense of 
her perfect freedom in regard to this man, an abrupt, but always 
cold, content came to her, putting him a long way off where 
surely all that he thought and did was entirely indifferent to her. 

“ Come along, then," she said. “ We’ll go this way.” 

And she turned down an alley which led towards the home of 
the purple dog. She did not know at the moment that anything 
had influenced her to choose that particular path, but very soon 
the sound of Larbi’s flute grew louder, and she guessed that in 
reality the music had attracted her. Androvsky walked beside 
her without a word. She felt that he was not looking about him, 
not noticing anything, and she stopped decisively. 

“ Why should we take all this trouble ? ” she said bluntly. 
" I hate pretence and I thought 1 had travelled far away from it. 
But we are both pretending.’’ 

“ Pretending, Madame ? ” he said in a startled voice. 

“ Yes. 1 that I want to show you this garden, you that you 
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want to see it. I no longer wish to show it to you, and you have 
never wished to see it. Let us cease to pretend. It is all 
my fault. I bothered you to come here when you didn’t want 
to come. You have taught me a lesson. I was inclined to con¬ 
demn you for it, to be angry with you. But why should I be ? 
You were quite right. Freedom is my fetish. I set you free, 
Monsieur Androvsky. Good-bye.” 

As she spoke she felt that the air was clearing, the clouds 
were flying. Constraint at least was at an end. And she had 
really the sensation of setting a captive at liberty. She turned to 
leave him, but he said,— 

“ Please, stop, Madame.” 

“Why?" 

“ You have made a mistake.” 

“ In what ? ” 

“ I do want to see this garden.” 

“Really? Well, then, you can wander through it.” 

“ I do not wish to see it alone.” 

“ Larbi shall guide you. For half a franc he will gladly give 
up his serenading." 

“ Madame, if you will not show me the garden I will not see 
it at all. I will go now and will never come into it again. I do 
not pretend.” 

“ Ah! ” she said, and her voice was quite changed. “ But you 
do worse.” 

“Worse!” 

“ Yes. You lie in the face of Africa.” 

She did not wish or mean to say it, and yet she had to say 
it. She knew it was monstrous that she should speak thus to 
him. What had his lies to do with her ? She had been told a 
thousand, had heard a thousand told to others. Her life had 
been passed in a world of which the words of the Psalmist, though 
uttered in haste, are a clear-cut description. And she had not 
thought she cared. Yet really she must have cared. For, in 
leaving this world, her soul had, as it were, fetched a long breath. 
And now, at the hint of a lie, it instinctively recoiled as from a 
gust of air laden with some poisonous and suffocating vapour. 

“ Forgive me,” she added. “ I am a fool. Out here I do love 
truth. 
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Androvsky dropped his eyes. His whole body expressed 
humiliation, and something that suggested to her despair. 

“ Oh, you must think me mad to speak like this ! ” she ex¬ 
claimed. “ Of course people must be allowed to arm themselves 
against the curiosity of others. I know that. The fact is I am 
under a spell here. I have been living for many, many years in 
the cold. I have been like a woman in a prison without any 
light, and—” 

“You have been in a prison ! ” he said, lifting his head and 
looking at her eagerly. 

“ I have been living in what is called the great world.” 

“ And you call that a prison ? ” 

“Now that I am living in the greater world, really living at 
last. 1 have been in the heart of insincerity, and now I have 
come into the heart, the fiery heart of sincerity. It’s there— 
there ”—she pointed to the desert. “ And it has intoxicated me; 
I think it has made me unreasonable. I expect everyone—not 
an Arab—to be as it is, and every little thing that isn’t quite 
frank, every pretence, is like a horrible little hand tugging at me, 
as if trying to take me back to the prison 1 have left. I think, 
deep down, I have always loathed lies, but never as I have 
loathed them since I came here. It seems to me as if only in 
the desert there is freedom for the body, and only in truth there 
is freedom for the soul.” 

She stopped, drew a long breath, and added,— 

“ You must forgive me. I have worried you. I have made 
you do what you didn’t want to do. And then I have attacked 
you. It is unpardonable.” 

“ Show me the garden, Madame,” he said in a very low voice. 

Her outburst over, she felt a slight self-consciousness. She 
wondered what he thought of her and became aware of her 
unconventionality. His curious and persistent reticence made 
her frankness the more marked. Yet the painful sensation of 
oppression and exasperation had passed away from her and she 
no longer thought of his personality as destructive. In obedience 
to his last words she walked on, and he kept heavily beside her, 
till they were in the deep shadows of the closely-growing trees 
and the spell of the garden began to return upon her, banishing 
the thought of self. 
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“ Listen ! ” she said presently. 

Larbi’s flute was very near. 

“ He is always playing,” she whispered. 

“Who is he?” 

“ One of the gardeners. But he scarcely ever works. He is 
perpetually in love. That is why he plays.” 

“ Is that a love-tune, then ? ” Androvsky asked. 

“ Yes. Do you think it sounds like one ? ” 

" How should I know, Madame ? ” 

He stood looking in the direction from which the music 
came, and now it seemed to hold him fascinated. After his 
question, which sounded to her almost childlike, and which she 
did not answer, Domini glanced at his attentive face, to which the 
green shadows lent a dimness that was mysterious, at his tall figure, 
which always suggested to her both weariness and strength, and 
remembered the passionate romance to whose existence she 
awoke when she first heard Larbi’s flute. It was as if a shutter, 
which had closed a window in the house of life, had been sud¬ 
denly drawn away, giving to her eyes the horizon of a new world. 
Was that shutter now drawn back for him ? No doubt the sup¬ 
position was absurd. Men of his emotional and virile type have 
travelled far in that world, to her mysterious, ere they reach his 
length of years. What was extraordinary to her, in the thought of 
it alone, was doubtless quite ordinary to him, translated into act. 
Not ignorant, she was nevertheless a perfectly innocent woman, 
but her knowledge told her that no man of Androvsky’s strength, 
power and passion is innocent at Androvsky’s age. Yet his last 
dropped'Out question was very deceptive. It had sounded 
absolutely natural and might have come from a boy’s pure lips. 
Again he made her wonder. 

There was a garden bench close to where they were standing. 

“ If you like to listen for a moment we might sit down,” 
she said. 

He started. 

“Yes. Thank you.” 

When they were sitting side by side, closely guarded by the 
gigantic fig and chestnut trees which grew in this part of the 
garden, he added,— 

“ Whom does he love ? ” 
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“No doubt one of those native women you consider utterly 
without attraction,” she answered with a faint touch of malice 
which made him redden. 

“ But you come here every day?” he said. 

“ I! ’’ 

“ Yes. Has he ever seen you ? ” 

“ Larbi ? Often. What has that to do with it ? ” 

He did not reply. 

Odd and disconnected as Larbi’s melodies were, they created 
an atmosphere of wild tenderness. Spontaneously they bubbled 
up out of the heart of the Eastern world and, when the player 
was invisible as now, suggested an ebon faun couched in hot 
sand at the foot of a palm tree and making music to listening 
sunbeams and amorous spirits of the waste. 

“ Do you like it ?” she said presently in an under voice. 

“Yes, Madame. And you?” 

“I love it, but not as I love the song of the freed negroes. 
That is a song of all the seCrets of humanity and of the desert 
too. And it does not try to tell them. It only says that they 
exist and that God knows them. But, I remember, you do not 
like that song.” 

“ Madame,” he answered slowly, and as if he were choosing his 
words, “I see that you understood. The song did move me 
though I said not. But no, I do not like it.” 

“ Do you care to tell me why ? ” 

“ Such a song as that seems to me an—it is like an intrusion. 
There are things that should be let alone. There are dark places 
that should be left dark.” 

“ You mean that all human beings hold within them secrets, 
and that no allusion even should ever be made to those 
secrets ? ” 

“Yes.” 

“ I understand.” 

After a pause he said, anxiously, she thought,— 

“ Am I right, Madame, or is my thought ridiculous ? ” 

He asked it so simply that she felt touched. 

“ I’m sure you could never be ridiculous,” she said quickly. 
“ And perhaps you are right. I don’t know. That song makes me 
think and feel, and so I love it. Perhaps if you heard it alone—” 
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“Then I should hate it,” he interposed. 

His voice was like an uncontrolled inner voice speaking. 

“ Are not thought and feeling—” she began. 

But he interrupted her. 

“They make all the misery that exists in the world.” 

“ And all the happiness.” 

“ Do they ? ” 

“ They must.” 

“Then you want to think deeply, to feel deeply?” 

“ Yes. I would rather be the central figure of a world-tragedy 
than die without having felt to the uttermost, even if it were 
sorrow. My whole nature revolts against the idea of being able 
to feel little or nothing really. It seems to me that when we 
begin to feel acutely we begin to grow, like the palm tree rising 
towards the African sun.” 

“ I do not think you have ever been very unhappy,” he said. 

The sound of his voice as he said it made her suddenly feel 
as if it were true, as if she had never been utterly unhappy. Yet 
she had never been really happy. Africa had taught her 
that. 

“ Perhaps not,” she answered. “ But—some day—” 

She stopped. 

“Yes, Madame?” 

“ Could one stay long in such a world as this and not be 
either intensely happy or intensely unhappy ? I don’t feel as if 
it would be possible. Fierceness and fire beat: «pon one day 
after day and—one must learn to feel here.” ’ ■ 1^; 

As she spoke a sensation of doubt, almost of apprehension, 
came to her. She was overtaken by a terror of the desert. For 
a moment it seemed to her that he was right, that it were better 
never to be the prey of any deep emotion. 

“ If one does not wish to feel one should never come to such 
a place as this,” she added. 

And she longed to ask him why he was here, he, a man whose 
philosophy told him to avoid the heights and depths, to shun the 
ardours of nature and of life. 

“ Or, having come, one should leave it.” 

A sensation of lurking danger increased upon her, bringing 
with it the thought of flight. 
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“One can always do that,” she said, looking at him. 

She saw fear in his eyes, but it seemed to her that it was not 
fear of peril but fear of flight. So strongly was this idea borne in 
upon her that she bluntly exclaimed,— 

“ Unless it is one’s nature to face things, never to turn one’s 
back. Is it yours. Monsieur Androvsky ? ” 

“Fear could never drive me to leave Beni-Mora,” he 
answered. 

“ Sometimes I think that the only virtue in us is courage,” she 
said, “ that it includes all the others. I believe I could forgive 
everything where I found absolute courage.” 

Androvsky’s eyes were lit up as if by a flicker of inward. 

Are. 

“You might create the virtue you love,” he said hoarsely. 

They looked at each other for a moment. Did he mean that 
she might create it in him ? 

Perhaps she would have asked, or perhaps he would have told 
her, but at that moment something happened. Larbi stopped 
playing. In the last few minutes they had both forgotten that he 
was playing, but when he ceased the garden changed. Some¬ 
thing was withdrawn in which, without knowing it, they had been 
protecting themselves, and when the music faded their armour 
dropped away from them. With the complete silence came an 
altered atmosphere, the tenderness of mysticism instead of the 
tenderness of a wild humanity. The love of man seemed to de¬ 
part out of the garden and another love to enter it, as when God 
walked under the trees in the cool of the day. And they sat 
quite still, as if a common impulse muted their lips. In the long 
silence that followed Domini thought of her image of the palm 
tree growing towards the African sun, feeling growing in the heart 
of a human being. But was it a worthy image ? For the palm 
tree rises high. It soars into the air. But presently it ceases to 
grow. There is nothing infinite in its growth. And the long, 
hot years pass away and there it stands, never nearer to the 
infinite gold of the sun. But in the intense feeling of a man or 
woman is there not infinitude ? Is there not a movement that is 
ceaseless till death comes to destroy—or to translate? 

That was what she was thinking in the silence of the garden. 
And Androvsky? He sat beside her with his head bent, his 
o 
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hands hanging between his knees, his eyes gazing before him at 
the ordered tangle of the great trees. His lips were slightly 
parted, and on his strongly-marked face there was an expression 
as of emotional peace, as if the soul of the man were feeling deeply 
in calm. The restlessness, the violence that had made his 
demeanour so embarrassing during and after the dejeuner had 
vanished. He was a different man. And presently, noticing it, 
feeling his sensitive serenity, Domini seemed to see the great 
Mother at work about this child of hers, Nature at her tender 
task of pacification. • Tire shared silence became to her like a 
song of thanksgiving, in which all the green things of the garden 
joined. And beyond them the desert lay listening, the Garden 
of Allah attentive to the voices of man’s garden. She could 
hardly believe that but a few minutes before she had been full of 
irritation and bitterness, not free even from a touch of pride that 
was almost petty. But when she remembered that it was so she 
realised the abysses and the heights of which the heart is mingled, 
and an intense desire came to her to be always upon the heights 
of her own heart. For there only was the light of happiness. 
Never could she know joy if she foreswore nobility. Never could 
she be at peace with the love within her—love of something that 
was not self, of something that seemed vaguer than God, as if it 
had entered into God and made him Love—unless she mounted’ 
upwards during her little span of life. Again, as before in this 
land, in the first sunset, on the tower, on the minaret of the 
mosque of Sidi-Zerzour, Nature spoke to her intimate words of 
\nspiration, laid upon her the hands of healing, givipg her powers 
she surely had not known or conceived of till now. And the 
passion that is the chiefest grace of goodness, making it the fire 
that purifies, as it is the little sister of the poor that tends the 
suffering, the hungry, the groping beggar-world, stirred within 
her, like the child not yet born, but whose destiny is with the 
angels. And she longed to make some great offering at the altar 
on whose lowest step she stood, and she was filled, for the first 
time consciously, with woman’s sacred desire for sacrifice. 

A soft step on the sand broke the silence and scattered her 
aspirations. Count Anteoni was coming towards them between 
the trees. The light of happiness was still upon his face and made 
him look much younger than usual. His whole bearing, in its 
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elasticity and buoyant courage, was full of anticipation. As he 
came up to them he said to Domini,— 

“ Do you remember chiding me ? ” 

“I!” she said. “For what?” 

Androvsky sat up and the expression of serenity passed away 
from his face. 

“For never galloping away into the sun.” 

“ Oh!—yes, I do remember.” 

“Well, I am going to obey you. I am going to make a 
journey.” 

“Into the desert?” 

“ Three hundred kilometres on horseback. I start to-morrow.” 

She looked up at him with a new interest. He saw it and 
laughed, almost like a boy. 

“ Ah, your contempt for me is dying! ” 

“ How can you speak of contempt ? ” 

" But you were full of it.” He turned to Androvsky. “ Miss 
Enfilden thought I could not sit a horse. Monsieur, unlike you. 
Forgive me for saying that you are almost more dare-devil than 
the Arabs themselves. I saw you the other day set your stallion 
at the bank of the river bed. I did not think any horse could 
have done it, but you knew better.” 

“ I did not know at all,” said Androvsky. “ I had not ridden 
for over twenty years until that day.” 

He spoke with a blunt determination which made Domini 
remember their recent conversation on truth-telling. 

“Dio mio.l ” said the Count, slowly, and looking at him with 
undisguised wonder. “You must have a will and a frame of 
iron.” 

“ I am pretty strong.” 

He spoke rather roughly. Since the Count had joined them 
Domini noticed that Androvsky had become a different man. 
Once more he was on the defensive. The Count did not seem to 
notice it. Perhaps he was too radiant. 

“ I hope I shall endure as well as you, Monsieur,” he said. 
“I go to Beni-Hassan to visit Sidi El Hadj Ai'ssa. one of the 
mightiest marabouts in the Sahara. In your Church,” he 
added, turning again to Domini, “he would be a powerful 
Cardinal.” 
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She noticed the “your.” Evidently the Count was not a pro¬ 
fessing Catholic. Doubtless, like many modern Italians, he was 
a free-thinker in matters of religion. 

“ I am afraid I have never heard of him,” she said. “ In which 
direction does Beni-Hassan lie?” 

“ To go there one takes the caravan route that the natives call 
the route to Tombouctou.” 

An eager look came into her face. 

“ My road 1 ” she said. 

“ Yours ? ” 

“The one I shall travel on. You remember, Monsieur 
Androvsky ? ” 

“Yes, Madame.” 

“ Let me into your secret,” said the Count, laughingly, yet 
with interest too. 

“It is no secret. It is only that I love that route. It 
fascinates me, and I mean some day to make a desert journey 
along it.” 

“What a pity that we cannot join forces,” the Count said. 
“ I should feel it an honour to show the desert to one who has 
the reverence for it, the understanding of its spell, that you have.” 

He spoke earnestly, paused, and then added,— 

“ But I know well what you are thinking.” 

“What is that?” 

“ That you will go to the desert alone. You are right. It is 
the only way, at anyrate the first time. I went like that many 
years ago.” 

She said nothii^ in assent, and Androvsky got up from the 
bench. 

“ I must go. Monsieur.” 

“ Already 1 But have you seen the garden ? ” 

“It is wonderful. Good-bye, Monsieur. Thank you.” 

“ But—let me see you to the gate. On Fridays—" 

He was turning to Domini when she got up too. 

“ Don’t you distribute alms on Fridays ? ” she said. 

“ How should you know it ? ” 

“ I have heard all about you. But is this the hour? ” 

“Yes.” 

“ Let me see the distribution.” 
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“ And we will speed Monsieur Androvsky on his way at the 
same time,” 

She noticed that there was no question in his mind of her 
going with Androvsky. Did she mean to go with him ? She had 
not decided yet. 

They walked towards the gate and were soon on the great 
sweep of sand before the villa. A murmur of many voices was 
audible outside in the desert, nasal exclamations, loud guttural 
cries that sounded angry, the twittering of flutes and the snarl 
of camels. 

“ Do you hear my pensioners? ” said the Count. “They are 
always impatient.” 

There was the noise of a tom-tom and of a whining shriek. 

“ That is old Bel Cassem’s announcement of his presence. He 
has been living on me for years, the old ruffian, ever since his 
right eye was gouged out by his rival in the affections of the 
Mar^chale of the dancing-girls. Smain ! ” 

He blew his silver whistle. Instantly Smain came out of the 
villa carrying a money-bag. The Count took it and weighed it 
in his hand, looking at Domini with the joyous expression still 
upon his face. 

“ Have you ever made a thank-offering ? ” he said. 

“No.” 

“That tells me something. Well, to-day I wish to make a 
thank-offering to the desert.” 

“ What has it done for you ? ” 

“ Who knows ? Who knows ? ” 

He laughed aloud, almost like a boy. Androvsky glanced at 
him with a sort of wondering envy. 

“ And I want you to share in my little distribution,” he added. 
“ And you, Monsieur, if you don’t mind. There are moments 
when—Open the gate, Smain ! ” 

His ardour was infectious and Domini felt stirred by it to a 
sudden sense of the joy of life. She looked at Androvsky, to in¬ 
clude him in the vigour of gaiety which swept from the Count to 
her, and found him staring apprehensively at the Count, who was 
now loosening the string of the bag. Smain had reached the gate. 
He lifted the bar of wood and opened it. Instantly a crowd of 
dark faces and turbaned heads were thrust through the tall 
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aperture, a multitu4e of dusky hands fluttered frantically, and the 
cry of eager voices, saluting, begging, calling down blessings, relat¬ 
ing troubles, shrieking wants, proclaiming virtues and necessities, 
rose into an almost deafening uproar. But not a foot was lifted 
over the lintel to press the sunlit sand. The Count’s pensioners 
might be clamorous, but they knew what they might not do. As 
he saw them the wrinkles in his face deepened and his fingers 
quickened to achieve their purpose. 

“ My pensioners are very hungry to-day, and, as you see, they 
don’t mind saying so. Hark at Bel Cassem ! ” 

The tom-tom and the shriek that went with it made it a fierce 
crescendo. 

“ That means he is starving—the old hypocrite ! Aren’t they 
like the w'olves in your Russia, Monsieur ? But we must feed 
them. We mustn’t let them devour our Beni-Mora. That’s it! ” 

He threw the string on to the sand, plunged his hand into the 
bag and brought it out full of copper coins. The mouths opened 
wider, the hands waved more frantically, and all the dark eyes 
gleamed with the light of greed. 

“Will you help me ? ” he said to Domini. 

“ Of course.. What fun ! ” 

Her eyes were gleaming too, but with the dancing fires of a 
gay impulse of generosity which made her wish that the bag con¬ 
tained her money. He filled her hands with coins. 

“ Choose whom you will. And now. Monsieur ! ” 

For the moment he was so boyishly concentrated on the im¬ 
mediate present that he had ceased to observe whether the whim 
of others jumped with his own. Otherwise he must have been 
struck by Androvsky’s marked discomfort, which indeed almost 
amounted to agitation. The sight of the throng of Arabs at the 
gateway, the clamour of their voices, evidently roused within him 
something akin to fear. He looked at them with distaste, and 
had drawn back several steps upon the sand, and now, as the 
Count held out to him a hand filled with money, he made no 
motion to take it, and half turned as if he thought of retreating 
into the recesses of the garden. 

“ Here, Monsieur! here! ” exclaimed the Count, with his eyes 
on the crowd, towards which Domini was walking with a sort of 
mischievous slowness, to whet those appetites already so voracious. 
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Androvsky set his teeth and took the money, dropping one or 
two pieces on the ground. For a moment the Count seemed 
doubtful of his guest’s participation in his own lively mood. 

“ Is this boring you ? ” he asked. “ Because if so— ” 

“ No, no. Monsieur, not at all! What am I to do ? ” 

“ Those hands will tell you.” 

The clamour grew more exigent. 

“ And when you want more come to me !” 

Then he called out in Arabic, “ Cently! Gently! ” as the 
vehement scuffling seemed about to degenerate into actual fight¬ 
ing at Domini’s approach, and hurried forward, followed more 
slowly by Androvsky. 

Smai'n, from whose velvety eyes the dreams were not banished 
by the uproar, stood languidly by the porter’s tent, gazing at 
Androvsky. Something in the demeanour of the new visitor 
seemed to attract him. Domini, meanwhile, had reached the 
gateway. Gently, with a capricious deftness and all a woman’s 
passion for personal choice, she dropped the bits of money into 
the hands belonging to the faces that attracted her, disregarding 
the bellowings of those passed over. The light from all these 
gleaming eyes made her feel warm, the clamour that poured from 
these brown throats excited her. When her fingers were empty 
she touched the Count’s arm eagerly. 

“ More, more, please ! ” 

“ Ecco, Signora.” 

He held out to her the bag. She plunged her hands into it 
and came nearer to the gate, both hands full of money and held 
high above her head. The Arabs leapt up at her like dogs at a 
bone, and for a moment she waited, laughing with all her heart. 
Then she made a movement to throw the money over the heads 
of the near ones to the unfortunates vrho were dancing and shriek¬ 
ing on the outskirts of the mob. But suddenly her hands dropped 
and she uttered a startled exclamation. 

The sand diviner of the red bazaar, slipping like a reptile 
under the waving arms and between the furious bodies of the 
beggars, stood up before her with a smile on his wounded face, 
stretched out to her his emaciated hands with a fawning, yet half 
satirical, gesture of desire. 
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XII 

The money dropped from Domini’s fingers and rolled upon the 
sand at the Diviner’s feet. But though he had surely come to ask 
for alms, he took no heed of it. While the Arabs round him fell 
upon their knees and fought like animals for the plunder, he stood 
gazing at Domini. The smile still flickered about his lips. His 
hand was still stretched out. 

Instinctively she had moved backwards. Something that was 
like a thrill of fear, mental not physical, went through her, but she 
kept her eyes steadily on his, as if, despite the fear, she fought 
against him. 

The contest of the beggars had became so passionate that 
Count Anteoni’s commands were forgotten. Urged by the pres¬ 
sure from behind those in the front scrambled or fell over the sacred 
threshold. The garden was invaded by a shrieking mob. Smain 
ran forward, and the autocrat that dwelt in the Count side by side 
with the benefactor suddenly emerged. He blew his whistle four 
times. At each call a stalwart Arab appeared. 

“ Shut the gate ! ” he commanded sternly. 

The attendants furiously repulsed the mob, using their fists 
and feet without mercy. In the twinkling of an eye the sand was 
cleared and Smain had his hand upon the door to shut it. But 
the Diviner stopped him with a gesture, and in a fawning yet im¬ 
perious voice called out something to the Count. 

The Count turned to Domini. 

“This is an interesting fellow. Would you like to know 
him ? ” 

Her mind said no, yet her body assented. For she bowed 
her head. The Count beckoned. The Diviner stepped 
stealthily on to the sand with an air of subtle triumph, and 
Smain swung forward the great leaf of palm wood. 

“ Wait!" the Count cried, as if suddenly recollecting some¬ 
thing. “Where is Monsieur Androvsky?” 

“Isn’t he—?” Domini glanced round. “I don’t know.” 

He went quickly to the door and looked opt. The Arabs, 
silent now and respectful, crowded about him, salaaming. He 
smiled at them kindly, and spoke to one or two. They 
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answered gravely. An old man with one eye lifted his hand, in 
which was a tom-tom of stretched goatskin, and pointed towards 
the oasis, rapidly moving his toothless jaws. The Count 
stepped back into the garden, dismissed his pensioners with a 
masterful wave of the hand, and himself shut the door. 

“ Monsieur Androvsky has gone—without saying good-bye,” 
he said. 

Again Domini felt ashamed for Androvsky. 

“I don’t think he likes my pensioners,” the Count added, 
in an amused voice, “or me.” 

" I am sure—” Domini began. 

But he stopped her. 

“ Miss Enfilden, in a world of lies I look to you for truth.” 

His manner chaffed her, but his voice now had a ring of earnest¬ 
ness. She said nothing. All this time the Diviner was standing 
on the sand, still smiling, but with downcast eyes. His thin body 
looked satirical and Domini felt a strong aversion from him, yet 
a strong interest in him too. Something in his appearance and 
manner suggested power and mystery as well as cunning. The 
Count said some words to him in Arabic, and at once he walked 
forward and disappeared among the trees, going so silently and 
smoothly that she seemed to watch a panther gliding into the 
depths of a jungle where its prey lay hid. She looked at the 
Count interrogatively. 

“He will wait in the fumoir" 

“ Where we first met ? ” 

“Yes.” 

“ What for?” 

“ For us, if you choose.” 

“ Tell me about him. I have seen him twice. He followed 
me with a bag of sand.” 

“ He is a desert man. I don’t know his tribe, but before he 
settled here he was a nomad, one of the wanderers who dwell in 
tents, a man of the sand ; as much of the sand as a viper or a 
scorpion. One would suppose such beings were bred by the 
marriage of the sand-grains. The sand tells him secrets.” 

“ He says. Do you believe it ? ” 

“ Would you like to test it ? ” 

“ How?” 
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“ By coining with me to the fumoir f ” 

She hesitated obviously. 

“ Mind," he added, “ I do not press it. A word from me 
and he is gone. But you are fearless, and you have spoken 
already, will speak much more intimately in the future, with the 
desert spirits.” 

“ How do you know that ? ” 

“ The ‘ much more intimately ’ ? ” 

“Yes.” 

“I do not know it, but—which is much more—I feel it.” 

She was silent, looking towards the trees where the 
Diviner had disappeared. Count Anteoni’s boyish merriment 
had faded away. He looked grave, almost sad. 

“I am not afraid,” she said at last. “No, but—I will confess 
it—there is something horrible about that man to me. I felt it 
the first time I saw him. His eyes are too intelligent. They 
look ill with intelligence.” 

“ Let me send him away. Sma'in ! ” 

But she stopped him. Directly he made the suggestion she 
felt that she must know more of this man. 

“ No. Let us go to the fumoir.” 

“ Very well. Go, Smai'n ! ” 

Smain went into the little tent by the gate, sat down on his 
haunches and began to smell at a sprig of orange blossom. 
Domini and the Count walked into the darkness of the trees. 

“ What is his name ? ” she asked. 

“ Alom” 

“ Aloui'.” 

She repeated the word slowly. There was a reluctant and 
yet fascinated sound in her voice. 

“There is melody in the name,” he said. 

“ Yes. Has he—has he ever looked into the sand for you ? ” 

“ Once—a long time ago.” 

“ May I—dare I ask if he found truth there?” 

“ He found nothing for all the years that have passed since 
then.” 

“ Nothing 1" 

There was a sound of relief in her voice., 

“ For those years.” 
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She glanced at him and saw that once again his face had lit 
up into ardour. 

“ He found what is still to come ? ” she said. 

And he repeated,— 

“ He found what is still to come.” 

Then they walked on in silence till they saw the purple 
blossoms of the bougainvillea clinging to the white walls of the 
futnoir. Domini stopped on the narrow path. 

“ Is he in there ? ” she asked almost in a whisper. 

“ No doubt.” 

“ Larbi was playing the first day I came here.” 

“ Yes.” 

“ I wish he was playing now.” 

The silence seemed to her unnaturally intense. 

“ Even his love must have repose.” 

She went on a step or two till, but still from a distance, she 
could look over the low plaster wall beneath the nearest window 
space into the little room. 

“ Yes, there he is 1 ” she whispered. 

The Diviner was crouching on the floor with his back 
towards them and his head bent down. Only his shoulders 
could be seen, covered with a white gandoura. They moved 
perpetually but slightly. 

“ What is he doing ? ” 

“ Speaking with his ancestor.” 

“ His ancestor ? ” 

“ The sand. Aloui’! ” 

He called softly. The figure rose, without sound and instantly, 
and the face of the Diviner smiled at them through the purple 
flowers. Again Domini had the sensation that her body was a glass 
box in which her thoughts, feelings and desires were ranged for this 
man’s inspection; but she walked resolutely through the narrow 
doorway and sat down on one of the divans. Count Anteoni 
followed. 

She now saw that in the centre of the room, on the ground, 
there was a symmetrical pyramid of sand, and that the Diviner 
was gently folding together a bag in his long and flexible 
fingers. 

“ You see! ” said the Count. 
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She nodded, without speaking. The little sand heap held 
her eyes. She strove to think it absurd and the man who had 
shaken it out a charlatan of the desert, but she was really gripped 
by an odd feeling of awe, as if she were secretly expectant of 
some magical demonstration. 

The Diviner squatted down once more on his haunches, 
stretched out his fingers above the sand heap, looked at her and 
smiled. 

“La vie de Madame—I see it in the sable—la vie de 
Madame dans le grand desert du Sahara.” 

His eyes seemed to rout out the secrets from every corner of 
her being, and to scatter them upon the ground as the sand was 
scattered. 

“ Dans le grand desert du Sahara,” Count Anteoni repeated, 
as if he loved the music of the words. “ Then there is a desert 
life for Madame ? ” 

The Diviner dropped his fingers on to the pyramid, lightly 
pressing the sand down and outward. He no longer looked at 
Domini. Tlie searching and the satire slipped away from his 
eyes and body. He seemed to have forgotten the two watchers 
and to be concentrated upon the grains of sand. Domini 
noticed that the tortured expression, which had come into his 
face when she met him in the street and he stared into the bag, 
had returned to it. After pressing down the sand he spread 
the bag which had held it at Domini’s feet, and deftly transferred 
the sand to it, scattering the grains loosely over the sacking, in 
a sort of pattern. Then, bending closely over them, he stared 
at them in silence for a long time. His pock-marked face was 
set like stone. His emaciated hands, stretched out, rested 
above the grains like carven things. His body seemed entirely 
breathless in its absolute immobility. 

The Count stood in the doorway, still as he was, surrounded 
by the motionless purple flowers. Beyond, in their serried ranks, 
stood the motionless trees. No incense was burning in the 
little brazier to-day. This cloistered world seemed spell-bound. 

A low murmur at last broke the silence. It came from the 
Diviner. He began to talk rapidly, but as if to himself, and as 
he talked he moved again, broke up with his fingers the patterns 
in the sand, formed fresh ones; spirals, circles, snake-like lines, 
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series of mounting doto that reminded Domini of spray flung by 
a fountain, curves, squares and oblongs. So swiftly was it done 
and undone that the sand seemed to be endowed with life, to be 
explaining itself in these patterns, to be presenting deliberate 
glimpses of hitherto hidden truths. And always the voice went 
on, and the eyes were downcast, and the body, save for the 
moving hands and arms, was absolutely motionless. 

Domini looked over the Diviner to Count Anteoni, who came 
gently forward and sat down, bending his head to listen to the 
voice. 

“ Is it Arabic ? ” she whispered. 

He nodded. 

“ Can you understand it ? ” 

“Not yet. Presently it will get slower, clearer. He always 
begins like this.” 

“ Translate it for me.” 

“ Exactly as it is ? ” 

“ Exactly as it is.” 

“ Whatever it may be ? ” 

“ Whatever it may be.” 

He glanced at the tortured face of the Diviner and looked 
grave. 

“ Remember you have said I am fearless,” she said. 

He answered,— 

“ Whatever it is you shall know it.” 

Then they were silent again. Gradually the Diviner’s voice 
grew clearer, the pace of its words less rapid, but always it 
sounded mysterious and inward, less like the voice of a man 
than the distant voice of a secret. 

“ I can hear now,” whispered the Count. 

“ What is he saying ? ” 

“ He is speaking about the desert.” 

“Yes?” 

“ He sees a great storm. Wait a moment! " 

The voice spoke for some seconds and ceased, and once 
again the Diviner remained absolutely motionless, with his hands 
extended above the grains like carven things. 

“ He sees a great sand-storm, one of the most terrible that 
has ever burst over the Sahara. Everything is blotted out. The 
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desert vanishes. Beni-Mora is hidden. It is day, yet there is a 
darkness like night. In this darkness he sees a train of camels 
waiting by a church.” 

“ A mosque ? " 

“No, a church. In the church there is a sound of music. 
The roar of the wind, the roar of the camels, mingles with the 
sound and drowns it. He cannot hear it any more. It is as 
if the desert is angry and wishes to kill the music. In the church 
your life is beginning.” 

“My life?” 

“ Your real life. He says that now you are fully born, that 
till now there has been a veil around your soul like the veil of the 
womb around a child.” 

“ He says that! ” 

There was a sound of deep emotion in her voice. 

“That is all. The roar of the wind from the desert has 
silenced the music in the church, and all is dark.” 

The Diviner moved again, and formed fresh patterns in the 
sand with feverish rapidity, and again began to speak swiftly. 

“He sees the train of camels that waited by the church 
starting on a desert journey. The storm has not abated. They 
pass through the oasis into the desert. He sees them going 
towards the south.” 

Domini leaned forward on the divan, looking at Count 
Anteoni above the bent body of the Diviner. 

“ By what route ? ” she whispered. 

“ By the route which the natives call the road to 
Tombouctou.” 

“ But—it is my journey! ” 

“ Upon one of the camels, in a palanquin such as the great 
sheikhs use to carry their women, there are two people, protected 
against the storm by curtains. They are silent, listening to the 
roaring of the wind. One of them is you.” 

“ Two people ! ” 

“ Two people.” 

“ But—who is the other ? " 

“ He cannot see. It is as if the blackness of the storm were 
deeper round about the other and hid the other from him. The 
caravan passes on and is lost in the desolation and the storm.” 
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She said notlung, but looked down at the thin body of the 
Diviner crouched close to her knees. Was this pock-marked face 
the face of a prophet ? Did this skin and bone envelop the soul 
of a seer ? She no longer wished that Larbi was playing upon 
his flute or felt the silence to be unnatural. For this man 
had filled it with the roar of the desert wind. And in the wind 
there struggled and was finally lost the sound of voices of her 
Faith chanting—what ? The wind was too strong. The voices 
were too faint. She could not hear. 

Once more the Diviner stirred. For some minutes his fingers 
were busy in the sand. But now they moved more slowly and no 
words came from his lips. Domini and the Count bent low to 
watch what he was doing. The look of torture upon his face in¬ 
creased. It was terrible, and made upon Domini an indelible 
impression, for she could not help connecting it with his vision of 
her future, and it suggested to her formless phantoms of despair. 
She looked into the sand, as if .she, too, would be able to see 
what he saw and had not told, looked till she began to feel 
almost hypnotised. The Diviner’s hands trembled now as they 
made the patterns, and his breast heaved under his white robe. 
Presently he traced in the sand a triangle and began to speak. 

The Count bent down till his ear was almost at the Diviner’s 
lips, and Domini held her breath. That caravan lost in the 
desolation of the desert, in the storm and the darkness—where 
was it? What had been its fate? Sweat ran down over the 
Diviner’s face, and dropped upon his robe, upon his hands, upon 
the sand, making dark spots. And the voice whispered on 
huskily till she was in a fever of impatience. She saw upon the 
face of the Count the Diviner’s tortured look reflected. Was it 
not also on her face ? A link surely bound them all together in 
this tiny room, close circled by the tall trees and the intense 
silence. She looked at the triangle in the sand. It was very 
distinct, more distinct than the other patterns had been. What 
did it represent? She searched her mind, thinking of the 
desert, of her life there, of man’s life in the desert. Was it not 
tent-shaped? She saw it as a tent, as her tent pitched some¬ 
where in the waste far from the habitations of men. Now the 
trembling hands were still, the voice was still, but the sweat did 
not cease from dropping down upon the sand. 
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“ Tell me! ” she murmured to the Count. 

He obeyed, seeming now to speak with an effort. 

“ It is far away in the desert—” 

He paused. 

“Yes? Yes?” 

“Very far away in a sandy place. There are immense dunes, 
immense white dunes of sand on every side, like mountains. 
Near at hand there is a gleam of many fires. They are lit in the 
market-place of a desert city. Among the dunes, with camels 
picketed behind it, there is a tent—” 

She pointed to the triangle traced upon the sand. 

“ I knew it,” she whispered. “ It is my tent.” 

“ He sees you there, as he saw you in the palanquin. But 
now it is night and you are quite alone. You are not asleep. 
Something keeps you awake. You are excited. You go out 
of the tent upon the dunes and look towards the fires of 
the city. He hears the jackals howling all around you, 
and sees the skeletons of dead camels white under the 
moon.” 

She shuddered in spite of herself. 

“There is something tremendous in your soul. He says it is 
as if all the date palms of the desert bore their fruit together, and 
in all the dry places, where men and camels have died of thirst 
in bygone years, running springs burst forth, and as if the sand 
were covered with millions of golden flowers big as the flower of 
the aloe.” 

“ But then it is Joy, it must be joy! ” 

“ He says it is great joy.” 

“ Then why does he look like that, breathe like that ? ” 

She indicated the Diviner, who was trembling where he 
crouched, and breathing heavily, and always sweating like one in 
agony. 

“ There is more,” said the Count, slowly. 

“Tell me.” 

“ You stand alone upon the dunes and you look towards the 
city. He hears the tom-toms beating, and distant cries as if 
there were a fantasia. Then he sees a figure among the dunes 
coming towards you.” 

“ Who is it ? ” she asked. 
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He did not answer. But she did not wish him to answer. 
She had spoken without meaning to speak. 

“You watch this figure. It comes to you, walking heavily.” 

“Walking heavily?” 

“ That is what he says. The dates shrivel on the palms, the 
streams dry up, the flowers droop and die in the sand. In the 
city the tom-toms faint away and the red fires fade away. All is 
dark and silent. And then he sees—” 

“ Wait! ” Domini said almost sharply. 

He sat looking at her. She pressed her hands together. 
In her dark face, with its heavy eyebrows and strong, generous 
mouth, a contest showed, a struggle between some quick desire ' 
and some more sluggish but determined reluctance. In a 
moment she spoke again. 

“ I won’t hear anything more, please.” 

“But you said ‘whatever it may be.’" 

“Yes. But I won’t hear anything more.” 

She spoke very quietly, with determination. 

The Diviner was beginning to move his hands again, to make 
fresh patterns in the sand, to speak swiftly once more. 

“ Shall I stop him ? ” 

“Please.” 

“ Then would you mind going out into the garden ? I will 
join you in a moment. Take care not to disturb him.” 

She got up with precaution, held her skirts together with her 
hands, and slipped softly out on to the garden path. For a 
moment she was inclined to wait there, to look back and see 
what was happening in the fumoir. But she resisted her in¬ 
clination, and walked on slowly till she reached the bench where 
she had sat an hour before with Androvsky. There she sat 
down and waited. In a few minutes she saw the Count coming 
towards her alone. His face was very grave, but lightened with 
a slight smile when he saw her. 

“ Hhas gone ? ” she asked. 

“Yes.” 

He was about to sit beside her, but she said quickly,— 

“ Would you mind going back to the jamelon tree ? ” 

“ Where we sat this morning ? ” 

“Was it only—^Yes.” 

p 
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“Certainly.” 

“ Oh, but you are going away to-morrow ! You have a lot to 
do, probably?” 

“Nothing. My men will arrange everything.” 

She got up, and they walked in silence till they saw once 
more the immense spaces of the desert bathed in the afternoon 
sun. As Domini looked at them again she knew that their 
wonder, their meaning, had increased for her. The steady 
crescendo that was beginning almost to frighten her was 
maintained—the crescendo of the voice of the Sahara. To what 
tremendous demonstration was this crescendo tending, to what 
ultimate glory or terror ? She felt that her soul was as yet too 
undeveloped to conceive. The Diviner had been right. There 
was a veil around it, like the veil of the womb that hides the un¬ 
born child. 

Under the jamelon tree she sat down once more. 

“May I light a cigar?” the Count asked. 

“Do.” 

He struck a match, lit a cigar, and sat down on her left, by 
the garden wall. 

“ Tell me frankly,” he said. “ Do you wish to talk or to be 
silent ? ” 

“ I wish to speak to you.” 

“ I am sorry now I asked you to test Aloui’s powers.” 

“Why?” 

“ Because I fear they made an unpleasant impression upon 
you.” 

“ That was not why I made you stop him.” 

“No?” 

“ You don’t understand me. I was not afraid. I can only 
say that, but I can’t give you my reason for stopping him. I 
wished to tell you that it was not fear.” 

“ I believe—I know that you are fearless,” he said with an 
unusual warmth. “You are sure that I don’t understand 
you ? ” 

“ Remember the refrain of the Freed Negroes’ song! ” 

“ Ah, yes—those black fellows. But I know something of you, 
Miss Enfilden—yes, I do.” 

“ I would rather you did—you and your garden.” 
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“ And—some day—I should like you to know a little more 
of me.” 

“ Thank you. When will you come back ? ” 

" I can’t tell. But you are not leaving ? ” 

“ Not yet.” 

The idea of leaving Beni-Mora troubled her heart strangely. 

“ No, I am too happy here.” 

“ Are you really happy ? ” 

" At anyrate I am happier than I have ever been before.” 

“ You are on the verge.” 

He was looking at her with eyes in which there was tender¬ 
ness, but suddenly they flashed fire, and he exclaimed,— 

“ My desert land must not bring you despair.” 

She was startled by his sudden vehemence. 

“ What I would not hear! ” she said. “ You know it! ” 

“ It is not my fault. I am ready to tell it to you.” 

“ No. But do you believe it ? Do you believe that man can 
read the future in the sand ? How can it be ? ” 

“ How can a thousand things be ? How can these desert 
men stand in fire, with their naked feet set on burning brands, 
with burning brands under their armpits, and not be burned? 
How can they pierce themselves with skewers and cut themselves 
with knives and no blood flow ? But I told you the first day I 
met you; the desert always makes me the same gift when I 
return to it.” 

•‘What gift?” 

“The gift of belief.” 

“ Then you do believe in that man—Aloui ? ’ 

“ Do you ? ” 

“I can only say that it seemed to me as if it might be 
divination. If I had not felt that I should not have stopped it. 
I should have treated it as a game.” 

“ It impressed you as it impresses me. Well, for both of us 
the desert has gifts. Let us accept them fearlessly. It is the will 
of Allah.” 

She remembered her vision of the pale procession. Would 
she walk in it at last ? 

“ You are as fatalistic as an Arab ” she said. 

“ And you ? ” 
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“ I! ” she answered simply. " I believe that I am in the 
hands of God, and I know that perfect love can never harm me.” 

After a moment he said, gently,— 

“ Miss Enfilden, I want to ask something of you.” 

“Yes?” 

“Will you make a sacrifice? To-morrow I start at dawn. 
Will you be here to wish me God-speed on my journey ? ” 

“ Of course I will.” 

“ It will be good of you. I shall value it from you. And— 
and when—if you ever make your long journey on that road—the 
route to the south—I will wish you Allah’s blessing in the Garden 
of Allah.” 

He spoke with solemnity, almost with passion, and she felt the 
tears very near her eyes. Then they sat in silence, looking out 
over the desert. 

And she heard its voices calling. 


XIII 

On the following morning, before dawn, Domini awoke, stirred 
from sleep by her anxiety, persistent even in what seemed un¬ 
consciousness, to speed Count Anteoni upon his desert journey. 
She did not know why he was going, but she felt that some great 
issue in his life hung upon the accomplishment of the purpose 
with which he set out, and without affectation she ardently 
desired that accomplishment. As soon as she awoke she lit a 
candle and glanced at her watch. She knew by the hour that the 
dawn was near, and she got up at once and made her toilet. 
She had told Batouch to be at the hotel door before sunrise to 
accompany her to the garden, and she wondered if he were below. 
A stillness as of deep night prevailed in the house, making her 
movements, while she dressed, seem unnaturally loud. When 
she put on her hat, and looked into the glass to see if it were just 
at the right angle, she thought her face, always white, was 
haggard. This departure made her a little sad. It suggested to 
her the instability of circumstance, the perpetual change that 
occurs in life. The going of her kind host made her own going 
more possible than before, even more likely. Some words from 
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the Bible kept on running through her brain: “ Here have we no 
continuing city.” In the silent darkness their cadence held an 
ineffable melancholy. Her mind heard them as the ear, in a 
pathetic moment, hears sometimes a distant strain of music 
wailing like a phantom through the invisible. And the everlast¬ 
ing journeying of all created things oppressed her heart. 

When she had buttoned her jacket and drawn on her gloves 
she went to the French window and pushed back the shutters. 
A wan semi-darkness looked in upon her. Again she wondered 
whether Batouch had come. It seemed to her unlikely. She 
could not imagine that anyone in all the world was up and 
purposeful but herself. This hour seemed created as a curtain 
for unconsciousness. Very softly she stepped out upon the 
verandah and looked over the parapet. She could see the white 
road, mysteriously white, below. It was deserted. She leaned 
down. 

“ Batouch ! ” she called softly. “ Batouch ! ” 

He might be hidden under the arcade, sleeping in his burnous. 

“ Batouch! Batouch! ” 

No answer came. She stood by the parapet, waiting and 
looking down the road. 

All the stars had faded, yet there was no suggestion of the 
sun. She faced an unrelenting austerity. For a moment she 
thought of this atmosphere, this dense stillness, this gravity of 
vague and shadowy trees, as the environment of those who had 
erred, of the lost spirits of men who had died in mortal sin. 
Almost she expected to see the desperate shade of her dead 
father pass between the black stems of the palm trees, vanish into 
the grey mantle that wrapped the hidden world. 

“ Batouch ! Batouch ! ” 

He was not there. That was certain. She resolved to set 
out alone and went back into her bedroom to get her revolver. 
When she came out again with it in her hand Androvsky was 
standing on the verandah just outside her window. He took off 
his hat and looked from her face to the revolver. She was 
startled by his appearance, for she had not heard his step, and 
had been companioned by a sense of irreparable solitude. This 
was the first time she had seen him since he vanished from the 
garden on the previous day. 
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” You are going out, Madame ? ” he said. 

“Yes.” 

“ Not alone ? ” 

“ I believe so. Unless I find Batouch below.” 

She slipped the revolver into the pocket of the loose coat she 
wore. 

“But it is dark.’’ 

“ It will be day very soon. I.ook ! ” 

She pointed towards the east, where a light, delicate and 
mysterious as the distant lights in the opal, was gently pushing 
in the sky. 

“ You ought not to go alone.” 

“ Unless Batouch is there I must. I have given a promise 
and I must keep it. There is no danger.” 

He hesitated, looking at her with an anxious, almost a 
suspicious, expression. 

“Good-bye, Monsieur Androvsky.” 

She went towards the staircase. He followed her quickly to 
the head of it. 

“Don’t trouble to come down with me.” 

“ If—if Batouch is not there—might not I guard you, 
Madame ? " She remembered the Count’s words and answered,— 

“Let me tell you where I am going. I am going to say 
good-bye to Count Anteoni before he starts for his desert 
journey.” 

Androvsky stood there without a word. 

“ Now, do you care to come if I don’t find Batouch ? Mind, 
I’m not the least afraid.” 

“ Perhaps he is there—if you told him.” 

He muttered the words. His whole manner had changed. 
Now he looked more than suspicious—cloudy and fierce. 

“Possibly.” 

She began to descend the stairs. He did not follow her, but 
stood looking after her. When she reached the arcade it was 
deserted. Batouch had forgotten or had overslept himself. 
She could have walked on under the roof that was the floor 
of the verandah, but instead she stepped out into the road. 
Androvsky was above her by the parapet. She glanced up and 
said,— 
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“He is not here, but it is of no consequence. Dawn is 
breaking. Au revoir / ” 

Slowly he took off his bat. As she went away down the road 
he was holding it in his hand, looking after her. 

" He does not like the Count,” she thought. 

At the corner she turned into the street where the sand 
diviner had his bazaar, and as she neared his door she was 
aware of a certain trepidation. She did not want to see those 
piercing eyes looking at her in the semi-darkness, and she hurried 
her steps. But her anxiety was needless. All the doors were 
shut, all the inhabitants doubtless wrapped in sleep. Yet, when 
she had gained the end of the street, she looked back, half 
expecting to see an apparition of a thin figure, a tortured face, to 
hear a voice, like a goblin’s voice, calling after her. Midway 
down the street there was a man coming slowly behind her. For 
a moment she thought it was the Diviner in pursuit, but some¬ 
thing in the gait soon showed her her mistake. There was a 
heaviness in the movement of this man quite unlike the lithe and 
serpentine agility of Aloui. Although she could not see the face, 
or even distinguish the costume in the morning twilight, she knew 
it for Androvsky. From a distance he was watching over her. 
She did not hesitate but walked on quickly again. She did not 
wish him to know that she had seen him. When she came to the 
long road that skirted the desert she met the breeze of dawn that 
blows out of the east across the flats, and drank in its celestial 
purity. Between the palms, far away towards Sidi-Zerzour, above 
the long indigo line of the Sahara, there rose a curve of deep red 
gold. The sun was coming up to take possession of his waiting 
world. She longed to ride out to meet him, to give him a 
passionate welcome in the sand, and the opening words of the 
Egyptian “ Adoration of the Sun by the Perfect Souls ” came to 
her lips:— 

“ Hommage k Toi. Dieu Soleil. Seigneur du Ciel, Roi sur 
la Terre! Lion du Soir! Grande ame divine, vivante k 
toujours.” 

Why had she not ordered her horse to ride a little way with 
Count Anteoni? She might have pretended that she was starting 
on her great journey. 

The red gold curve became a semi-circle of burnished glory 
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resting upon the deep blue, then a full circle that detached itself 
majestically and mounted calmly up the cloudless sky. A stream 
of light poured into the oasis, and Domini, who had paused for a 
moment in silent worship, went on swiftly through the negro 
village, which was all astir, and down the track to the white villa. 

She did not glance round again to see whether Androvsky was 
still following her, for, since the sun had come, she had the 
confident sensation that he was no longer near. 

He had surely given her into the guardianship of the sun. 

The door of the garden stood wide open, and, as she entered, 
she saw three magnificent horses prancing upon the sweep of sand 
in the midst of a little group of Arabs. Smain greeted her with 
graceful warmth and begged her to follow him to the fumoir, 
where the Count was waiting for her. 

“ It is good of you! ” the Count said, meeting her in the 
doorway. “ I relied on you, you see! ” 

Breakfast for two was scattered upon the little smoking-tables; 
coffee, eggs, rolls, fruit, sweetmeats. And everywhere sprigs of 
orange blossom filled the cool air with delicate sweetness. 

“How delicious!” she exclaimed. “A breakfast here! But 
—no, not there 1 ” 

“Why not?” 

“ That is exactly where he was.” 

“ Aloui! How superstitious you are! ” 

He moved her table. She sat down near the doorway and 
poured out coffee for them both. 

“You look workmanlike.” 

She glanced at his riding-dress and long whip. Smoked 
glasses hung across his chest by a thin cord. 

“ I shall have some hard riding, but I’m tough, though you 
may not think it. I’ve covered many a league of my friend in 
bygone years.” 

He tapped ati eggshell smartly, and began to eat with 
appetite. 

" How gravely gay you are 1 ” she said, lifting the steaming 
coffee to her lips. 

He smiled. 

“ Yes. To-day I am happy, as a pious man is happy when, 
after a long illness, he goes once more to church.” 
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“ The desert seems to be everything to you.” 

“I feel that I am going out to freedom, to more than 
freedom.” He stretched out his arms above his head. 

“ Yet you have stayed always in this garden all these days." 

“ I was waiting for my summons, as you will wait for yours.” 

“ What summons could I have ? ” 

“It will come!” he said with conviction. “It will come!” 
She was silent, thinking of the Diviner’s vision in the sand, of the 
caravan of camels disappearing in the storm towards the south. 
I'resently she asked him,— 

“ Are you ever coming back ? ” 

He looked at her in surprise, then laughed. 

“ Of course. What are you thinking ? " 

‘I nat perhaps you will not come back, that perhaps the 
desert will keep you.” 

“And my garden?” 

She looked out across the tiny sand-path and the running 
ill of water to the great trees stirred by the cool breeze of 
;L'wn. 

“It would miss you.” 

After a moment, during which his bright eyes followed hers, 
he said,— 

“Do you know, I have a great belief in the intuitions of 
good women ? ” 

“Yes?” 

“An almost fanatical belief. Will you answer me a question 
at once, without consideration, without any time for thought ? ” 

“ If you ask me to." 

“ I do ask you.” 

“Then—?” 

“ Do you see me in this garden any more ? ” 

A voice answered,— 

“No.” 

It was her own, yet it seemed another’s voice, with which she 
had nothing to do. 

A great feeling of sorrow swept over her as she heard it. 

“ Do come back 1 ” she said. 

The Count had got up. The brightness of his eyes was 
obscured. 
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“ If not here, we shall meet again,” he said slowly. 

“Where?” 

“In the desert.” 

“ Did the Diviner—? No, don’t tell me.” 

She got up too. 

“ It is time for you to start ? ” 

“ Nearly.” 

A sort of constraint had settled over them. She felt it pain¬ 
fully for a moment. Did it proceed from something in his 
mind or in hers? She could not tell. They walked slowly 
down one of the little paths and presently found themselves 
before the room in which sat the purple dog. 

“ If I am never to come back I must say good-bye to him,” 
the Count said. 

“ But you will come back.” 

“That voice said ‘No.’” 

“ It was a lying voice.” 

“Perhaps.” 

They looked in at the window and met the ferocious eyes of 
the dog. 

“ And if I never come back will he bay the moon for his 
old master ? ” said the Count with a whimsical, yet sad, smile. 
“I put him here. And wdll these trees, many of which I 
planted, whisper a regret? Absurd, isn’t it. Miss Enfilden? I 
never can feel that the growing things in my garden do not 
know me as I know them.” 

“ Someone will regret you if—” 

“ Will you ? Will you really ? ” 

“Yes.” 

“ I believe it.” 

He looked at her. She could see, by the expression of 
his eyes, that he w’as on the point of saying something, but 
was held back by some fighting sensation, perhaps by some 
reserve. 

“ What is it ? ” 

“ May I speak frankly to you without offence ? ” he asked. 
“ I am really rather old, you know.” 

“ Do speak.” 

“ That guest of mine yesterday—” 
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“ Monsieur Androvsky ? ” 

" Yes. He interested me enormously, profoundly.” 

“ Really 1 Yet he was at his worst yesterday.” 

“Perhaps that was why. At anyrate, he interested me more 
than any man I have seen for years. But—” 

He paused, looking in at the little chamber where the dog 
kept guard. 

“ But my interest was complicated by a feeling that I was 
face to face with a human being who was at odds with life, 
with himself, even with his Creator—a man who had done what 
the Arabs never do—defied Allah in Allah’s garden.” 

“ Oh! ” 

She uttered a little exclamation of pain. It seemed to ber 
that he was gathering up and was expressing scattered, half 
formless thoughts of hers. 

“ You know,” he continued, looking more steadily into the 
room of the dog, “ that in Algeria there is a floating population 
composed of many mixed elements. I could tell you strange 
stories of tragedies that have occurred in this land, even here in 
Beni-Mora, tragedies of violence, of greed, of—tragedies that 
were not brought about by Arabs.” 

He turned suddenly and looked right into her eyes. 

“But why am I saying all this?” he suddenly exclaimed. 
“What is written is written, and such women as you are 
guarded.” 

“ Guarded ? By whom ? ” 

“ By their own souls.” 

“I am not afraid,” she said quietly. 

“Need you tell me that? Miss Enfilden, I scarcely know 
why I have said even as little as I have said. For I am, as you 
know, a fatalist. But certain people, very few, so awaken our 
regard that they make us forget our own convictions, and might 
even lead us to try to tamper with the designs of the Almighty. 
Whatever is to be for you, you will be able to endure. That 
I know. Why should I, or any one, seek to know more for you ? 
But still there are moments in which the bravest want a human 
hand to help them, a human voice to comfort them. In the 
desert, wherever I may be—and I shall tell you—I am at your 
service," 
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“ Thank you,” she said simply. 

She gave him her hand. He held it almost as a father or a 
guardian might have held it. 

“ And this garden is yours day and night—Smain knows.” 

“ Thank you,” she said again. 

The shrill whinnying of a horse came to them from a distance 
Their hands fell apart. Count Anteoni looked round him slowly 
at the great cocoanut tree, at the shaggy grass of the lawn, at the 
tall bamboos and the drooping mulberry trees. She saw that he 
was taking a silent farewell of them. 

“This was a waste,” he said at last with a half-stifled sigh. 
“ I turned it into a little Eden and now I am leaving it.” 

“For a time.” 

“ And if it were for ever ? Well, the great thing is to let the 
waste within one be turned into an Eden, if that is possible. 
And yet how many human beings strive against the great 
Gardener. At any rate I will not be one of them.” 

“ And I will not be one.” 

“Shall we say good-bye here? ” 

“ No. Let us say it from the wall, and let me see you ride 
away into the desert.” 

She had forgotten for the moment that his route was the 
road through the oasis. He did not remind her of it. It was 
easy to ride across the desert and join the route where it came 
out from the last palms. 

“So be it. Will you go to the wall then ? ” 

He touched her hand again and walked away towards the 
villa, slowly on the pale silver of the sand. When his figure 
was hidden by the trunks of the trees Domini made her way to 
the white parapet. She sat down on one of the tiny seats cut in 
it, leaned her cheek in her hand and waited. The sun was 
gathering strength, but the air was still deliciously cool, almost 
cold, and the desert had not yet put on its aspect of fiery desola¬ 
tion. It looked dreamlike and romantic, not only in its 
distances but near at hand. There must surely be dew, she 
fancied, in the Garden of Allah. She could see no one travelling 
in it, only some far away camels grazing. In the dawn the 
desert was the home of the breeze, of gentle sunbeams and of 
liberty. Presently she heard the noise of horses cantering near 
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at hand, and Count Anteoni, followed by two Arab attendants, 
came round the bend of the wall and drew up beneath her. He 
rode on a high red Arab saddle, and a richly-ornamented gun 
was slung in an embroidered case behind him on the right-hand 
side. A broad and soft brown hat kept the sun from his fore¬ 
head. The two attendants rode on a few paces and waited in 
the shadow of the wall. 

“ Don’t you wish you were going out ? ” he said. “ Out into 
that?” And he pointed with his whip towards the dreamlike 
blue of the far horizon. She leaned over, looking down at him 
and at his horse, which fidgeted and arched his white neck and 
dropped foam from his black flexible lips. 

“ No,” she answered after a moment of thought. “ I must 
speak the truth, you know.” 

“ To me, always.” 

“ I feel that you were right, that my summons has not yet 
come to me.” 

“ And when it comes ? ” 

“ I shall obey it without fear, even if I go in the storm and the 
darkness.” 

He glanced at the radiant sky, at the golden beams slanting 
down upon the palms. 

“The Koran says, ‘The fate of every man have We bound 
about his neck.’ May yours be as serene, as beautiful, as a 
string of pearls.” 

“ But I have never cared to wear pearls,” she answered. 

“ No ? What are your stones ? ” 

“ Rubies.” 

“ Blood! No others ? ” 

“ Sapphires.” 

“ The sky at night." 

“ And opals.” 

“ Fires gleaming across the white of moonlit dunes. Do you 
remember ? ” 

“I remember.” 

“ And you do not ask me for the end of the Diviner’s vision 
even now ? ” 

“ No.” 

She hesitated for an instant. Then she added.— 
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“ I will tell you why. It seemed to me that there was 
another’s fate in it as well as my own, and that to hear would be 
to intrude, perhaps, upon another’s secrets.” 

“ That was your reason ? ” 

“ My only reason.” And then she added, repeating con¬ 
sciously Androvsky’s words, “ I think there are things that should 
be let alone.” 

“ Perhaps you are right.” 

A stronger breath of the cool wind came over the flats, and all 
the palm trees rustled. Through the garden there was a delicate 
stir of life. 

“ My children are murmuring farewell,” said the Count. “I 
hear them. It is time! Good-bye, Miss Enfilden—my friend, if 
I may call you so. May Allah have you in his keeping, and, 
when your summons comes, obey it—alone.” 

As he said the last word his grating voice dropped to a deep 
note of earnest, almost solemn, gravity. Then he lifted his hat, 
touched his horse with his heel, and galloped avray into the sun. 

Domini watched the three riders till they were only specks 
on the surface of the desert. Then they became one with it, and 
were lost in the dreamlike radiance of the morning. But she did 
not move. She sat with her eyes fixed up on the blue horizon. A 
great loneliness had entered into her spirit. Till Count Anteoni 
had gone she did not realise how much she had become accus¬ 
tomed to his friendship, how near their sympathies had been. 
But directly those tiny, moving specks became one with the 
desert she knew that a gap had opened in her life. It might be 
small, but it seemed dark and deep. For the first time the desert, 
which she had hitherto regarded as a giver, had taken something 
from her. And now, as she sat looking at it, while the sun grew 
stronger and the light more brilliant, while the mountains 
gradually assumed a harsher aspect, and the details of things, in 
the dawn so delicately clear, became, as it were, more piercing in 
their sharpness, she realised a new and terrible aspect of it. That 
which has the power to bestow has another power. She had seen 
the great procession of those who had received gifts from the 
desert’s hands. Would she some day, or in the night when the 
sky was like a sapphire, see the procession of those from whom the 
desert had taken away perhaps their dreams, perhaps their hopes, 
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perhaps even all that they passionately loved and had desperately 
clung to ? 

And in which of the two processions would she walk ? 

She got up with a sigh. The garden had become tragic to 
her for the moment, full of a brooding melancholy. As she 
turned to leave it she resolved to go to the priest. She had never 
yet entered his house. Just then she wanted to speak to some¬ 
one with whom she could be as a little child, to whom she could 
liberate some part of her spirit simply, certain of a simple, yet not 
foolish, reception of it by one to whom she could look up. She 
desired to be not with the friend so much as with the spiritual 
director. Something was alive within her, something of distress, 
almost of apprehension, which needed the soothing hand, not of 
human love, but of religion. 

When she reached the priest’s house Beni-Mora was astir with 
a pleasant bustle of life. The military note pealed through its 
symphony. Spahis were galloping along the white roads. 
'Tirailleurs went by bearing despatches. Zouaves stood under 
the palms, staring calmly at the morning, their sunburned hands 
loosely clasped upon muskets whose butts rested in the sand. 

But Domini scarcely noticed the brilliant gaiety of the life 
about her. She was preoccupied, even sad. Yet, as she entered 
the little garden of the priest, and tapped gently at his door, a 
sensation of hope sprang up in her heart, born of the sustaining 
power of her religion. 

An Arab boy answered her knock, said that the Father was in, 
and led her at once to a small, plainly-furnished room, with white¬ 
washed walls, and a window opening on to an enclosure at the 
back, where several large palm trees reared their tufted heads 
above the smoothly-raked sand. In a moment the priest came 
in, smiling with pleasure and holding out his hands in welcome. 

“ Father,” she said at once, “ I am come to have a little talk 
with you. Have you a few moments to give me ? ” 

“ Sit down, my child,” he said. 

He drew forward a straw chair for her and took one opposite. 

“ You are not in trouble ? ” 

“ I don’t know why I should be, but—” 

She was silent for a moment. Then she said,— 

“ I want to tell you a little about my life.” 
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He hoked it her kindly without a word. 

His eyes were an inritatioa to her to speak, and, without 
further hesitation, in as few and simple words as possible, she told 
him why she had come to Beni-Mora, and something of her 
parents’ tragedy and its effect upon her. 

“I wanted to renew my heart, to find myself,’ she said. 
“ My life has been cold, careless. I never lost my faith, but I 
almost forgot that I had it. I made little use of it. I let it rust.” 

“ Many do that, but a time comes when they feel that the 
great weapon with which alone we can fight the sorrows and 
dangers of the world must be kept bright, or it may fail us in the 
hour of need.” 

“Yes.” 

“ And this is an hour of need for you. But, indeed, is there 
ever an hour that is not ? ” 

“ I feel to-day, I—” 

She stopped, suddenly conscious of the vagueness of her appre¬ 
hension. It made her position difficult, speech hard' for her. 
She felt that she wanted something, yet scarcely knew what, or 
exactly why she had come. 

“ I have been saying good-bye to Count Anteoni,” she re¬ 
sumed. “ He has gone on a desert journey.” 

“ For long ? ” 

“ I don’t know, but I feel that it will be.” 

“ He comes and goes very suddenly. Often he is here and I 
do not even know it.” 

“ He is a strange man, but I think he is a good man.” 

As she spoke about him she began to realise that something 
in him had roused the desire in her to come to the priest. 

“ And he sees far,” she added. 

She looked steadily at the priest, who was waiting quietly to 
hear more. She was glad he did not trouble her mind just then 
by trying to help her to go on, to be explicit. 

“ I came here to find peace,” she continued. “ And I thought 
I had found it. I thought so till to-day.” 

“ We only find peace in one place, and only there by our own 
will according with God’s.” 

■ “ You mean within ourselves.” 

“ Is it not so ? ” 
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" Yes. Then I was foolish to travel in search of it.” 

“ I would not say that. Place assists the heart, I think, and 
the way of life. 1 thought so once.” 

“ When you wished to be a monk ? ” 

A deep sadness came into his eyes. 

“ Yes,” he said. “ And even now I find it very difficult to say, 
‘ It was not thy will, and so it is not mine.’ But would you care 
to tell me if anything has occurred recently to trouble you ? ” 

“ Something has occurred. Father.” 

More excitement came into her face and manner. 

“Do you think,” she went on, “ that it is right to try to avoid 
what life seems to be bringing to one, to seek shelter from—from 
the storm? Don’t monks do that? Please forgive me if—” 

“Sincerity will not hurt me,” he interrupted quietly. “If it 
did I should indeed be unworthy of my calling. Perhaps it is 
not right for all. Perhaps that is why I am here instead of—” 

“Ah, but I remember, you wanted to be one of the frires 
armh." 

“ That was my first hope. But you ”—very simply he turned 
from his troubles to hers—“ you are hesitating, are you not, 
between two courses ? ” 

“ I scarcely know. But I w'ant you to tell me. Ought we 
not always to think of others more than of ourselves?” 

“ So long as we take care not to put ourselves in too great 
danger. The soul should be brave but not foollmrdy.” 

His voice had changed, had become stronger, even a little 
stern. 

“ There are risks that no good Christian ought to run: it is 
not cowardice, it is wisdom that avoids the Evil One. I have 
known people who seemed almost to think it was their mission 
to convert the fallen angels. They confused their powers with 
the powers that belong to God only.” 

“ Yes, but—it is so difficult to—if a human being were pos¬ 
sessed by the devil, would not you try—would you not go near to 
that person ? ” 

“ If I had prayed, and been told that any power was given me 
to do what Christ did.” 

“ To cast out—yes, I know. But sometimes that power is 
given—even to women.” 



242 THE GARDEN OF ALLAH 

“ Perhaps especially to them. I think the devil has more fear 
of a good mother than of many saints.” 

Domini realised almost with agony in that moment how her 
own soul had been stripped of a precious armour. A feeling of 
bitter helplessness took possession of her, and of contempt for 
what she now suddenly looked upon as foolish pride. The priest 
saw that his words had hurt her, yet he did not just then try to 
pour balm upon the wound. 

“You came to me to-day as to a spiritual director, did you 
not ? ” he asked. 

“Yes, Father.” 

“Yet you do not wish to be frank with me. Isn’t that 
true ? ” 

There was a piercing look in the eyes he fixed upon her. 

“ Yes,” she answered bravely. 

“ Why ? Cannot you—at least will not you tell me ? ” 

A similar reason to that which had caused her to refuse to 
hear what the Diviner had seen in the sand caused her now to 
answer,— 

“ There is something I cannot say. I am sure I am right not 
to say it.” 

“ Do you wish me to speak frankly to you, my child ?" 

“Yes, you may.” 

“ You have told me enough of your past life to make me feel 
sure that for some time to come you ought to be very careful in 
regard to your faith. By the mercy of God you have been pre¬ 
served from the greatest of all dangers—the danger of losing your 
belief in the teachings of the only true Church. You have come 
here to renew your faith which, not killed, has been stricken, 
reduced,—may I not say ?—to a sort of invalidism. Are you sure 
you are in a condition yet to help ”—he hesitated obviously, then 
added slowly—“ others ? There are periods in which one cannot 
do what one may be able to do in the far future. The convales¬ 
cent who is just tottering in the new attempt to walk is not 
wise to lend an arm to another. To do so may seem nobly 
unselfish, but is it not folly ? And then, my child, we ought to 
be scrupulously aware what is our real motive for wishing to 
assist another. Is it of God, or is it of ourselves ? Is it a per¬ 
sonal desire to increase a perhaps unworthy, a worldly happiness ? 
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Egotism is a parent of many children, and often they do not 
recognise their father.” 

Just for a moment Domini felt a heat of anger rise within her. 
She did not express it, and did not know that she had shown a 
sign of it till she heard Father Roubier say,— 

“ If you knew how often I have found that what for a moment 
I believed to be my noblest aspirations had sprung from a tiny, 
hidden seed of egoism ! ” 

At once her anger died away. 

“ That is terribly true," she said. “ Of us all, I mean.” 

She got up. 

“You are going?” 

“Yes. I want to think something out. You have made mfe 
want to. I must do it. Perhaps I’ll come again.” 

“ Do. I want to help you if I can.” 

There was such a heartfelt sound in his voice that impulsively 
she held out her hand. 

“I know you do. Perhaps you will be able to.” 

But even as she said the last words doubt crept into her 
mind, even into her voice. 

The priest came to his gate to see Domini off, and directly 
she had left him she noticed that Androvsky was under the 
arcade and had been a witness of their parting. As she went 
past him and into the hotel she saw that he looked greatly dis¬ 
turbed and excited. His face was lit up by the now fiery glare 
of the sun, and when, in passing, she nodded to him, and he 
took off his hat, he cast at her a glance that was like an accusa¬ 
tion. As soon as she gained the verandah she heard his heavy step 
upon the stair. For a moment she hesitated. Should she go 
into her room and so avoid him, or remain and let him speak to 
her? She knew that he was following her with that purpose. 
Her mind was almost instantly made up. She crossed the veran¬ 
dah and sat down in the low chair that was always placed out¬ 
side her French window. Androvsky followed her and stood 
beside her. He did not say anything for a moment, nor did she. 
Then he spoke with a sort of passionate attempt to sound care¬ 
less and indifferent. 

“ Monsieur Anteoni has gone, I suppose, Madame ? ” 

“ Yes, he has gone. I reached the garden safely, you see.” 
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“Batouch came later. He was much ashamed when he found 
you had gone. I believe he is afraid, and is hiding himself till 
your anger shall have passed away.” 

She laughed. 

“Batouch could not easily make me angry. I am not like 
you, Monsieur Androvsky.” 

Her sudden challenge startled him, as she had meant it 
should. He moved quickly, as at an unexpected touch. 

“I, Madame?” 

“Yes; I think you are very often angry. I think you are 
angry now.” 

His face was flooded with red. 

“ Why should I be angry ? ” he stammered, like a man com¬ 
pletely taken aback. 

“ How can I tell ? But, as I came in just now, you looked at 
me as if you wanted to punish me.” 

“ I—I am afraid—it seems that my face says a great deal that 
—that—” 

“Your lips would not choose to say. Well, it does. Why 
are you angry with me?” She gazed at him mercilessly, studying 
the trouble of his face. The combative part of her nature had 
been roused by the glance he had cast at her. What right had 
he, had any man, to look at her like that ? 

Her blunt directness lashed him back into the firmness he had 
lost. She felt in a moment that there was a fighting capacity in 
him equal, perhaps superior, to her own. 

“ When I saw you come from the priest’s house, Madame, I 
felt as if you had been there speaking about me—about my con¬ 
duct of yesterday.” 

“ Indeed! Why should I do that ? ” 

“ I thought as you had kindly wished me to come—” 

He stopped. 

“ Well ? ” she said, in rather a hard voice. 

“ Madame, I don’t know what I thought, what I think—only 
I cannot bear that you should apologise for any conduct of mine. 
Indeed, I cannot bear it.” 

He looked fearfully excited and moved two or three steps 
away, then returned. 

“ Were you doing that ? " he asked. “ Were you, Madame ? ” 
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“I never mentioned your name to Father Roubier, nor did he 
to me,” she answered. 

For a moment he looked relieved, then a sudden suspicion 
seemed to strike him. 

“ But without mentioning my name ? ” he said. 

“You wish to accuse me of quibbling, of insincerity, 
then 1 ” she exclaimed, with a heat almost equal to his 
own. 

“No, Madame, no! Madame, I—I have suffered much. I 
am suspicious of everybody. Forgive me, forgive me! ” 

He spoke almost with distraction. In his manner there was 
something desperate. 

“ I am sure you have suffered,” she said more gently, yet 
with a certain inflexibility at which she herself wondered, yet 
which she could not control. “You will always suffer if you 
cannot govern yourself. You will make people dislike you, be 
suspicious of you.” 

“ Suspicious! Who is suspicious of me ? ” he asked sharply. 
“ Who has any right to be suspicious of me ? ” 

She looked up and fancied that, for an instant, she saw some¬ 
thing as ugly as terror in his eyes. 

“Surely you know that people don’t ask permission to be 
suspicious of their fellow-men?” she said. 

“ No one here has any right to consider me or my actions,” he 
said, fierceness blazing out of him. “ I am a free man, and can do 
as I will. No one has any right—no one! ” 

Domini felt as if the words were meant for her, as if he had 
struck her. She was so angry that she did not trust herself to 
speak, and instinctively she put her hand up to her breast, as a 
woman might who had received a blow. She touched something 
small and hard that was hidden beneath her gown. It was the 
little wooden cross Androvsky had thrown into the stream at 
Sidi-Zerzour. As she realised that her anger died. She was 
humbled and ashamed. What was her religion if, at a word, she 
could be stirred to such a feeling of passion ? 

“ I, at least, am not suspicious of you,” she said, choosing the 
very words that were most difficult for her to say just then. “ And 
Father Roubier—if you included him—is too fine-hearted to 
cherish unworthy suspicions of anyone.” 
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She got up. Her voice was full of a subdued, but strong, 
emotion. 

“ Oh, Monsieur Androvsky!" she said. “ Do go over and see 
him. Make friends with him. Never mind yesterday. I want 
you to be friends with him, with everyone here. Let us make 
Beni-Mora a place of peace and goodwill.” 

Then she went across the verandah quickly to her room, and 
passed in, closing the window behind her. 

Dejeuner was brought up into her sitting-room. She ate it in 
solitude, and late in the afternoon she went out on the verandah. 
She had made up her mind to spend an hour in the church. She 
had told Father Roubier that she wanted to think something out. 
Since she had left him the burden upon her mind had become 
heavier, and she longed to be alone in the twilight near the altar. 
Perhaps she might be able to cast down the burden there. In 
the verandah she stood for a moment and thought how wonderful 
was the difference between dawn and sunset in this land. The 
gardens, that had looked like a place of departed and unhappy 
spirits when she rose that day, were now bathed in the luminous 
rays of the declining sun, were alive with the softly-calling voices 
of children, quivered with romance, with a dreamlike, golden 
charm. The stillness of the evening was intense, enclosing the 
children’s voices, which presently died away; but while she was 
marvelling at it she was disturbed by a sharp noise of knocking. 
She looked in the direction from which it came and saw Androv¬ 
sky standing before the priest’s door. As she looked, the door 
was opened by the Arab boy and Androvsky went in. 

Then she did not think of the gardens any more. With a 
radiant expression in her eyes she went down and crossed over 
to the church. It was empty. She went softly to a prie-dieu near 
the altar, knelt down and covered her eyes with her hands. 

At first she did not pray, or even think consciously, but just 
rested in the attitude which always seems to bring humanity 
nearest its God. And, almost immediately, she began to feel a 
quietude of spirit, as if something delicate descended upon her, 
and lay lightly about her, shrouding her from the troubles, of the 
world. How sweet it was to have the faith that brings with it 
such tender protection, to have the trust that keeps alive through 
the swift passage of the years the spirit of the little child. How 
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sweet it was to be able to rest. There was at this moment a 
sensation of deep joy within her. It grew in the silence of the 
church, and, as it grew, brought with it presently a growing con¬ 
sciousness of the lives beyond those walls, of other spirits 
capable of suffering, of conflict and of peace, not far away; till 
she knew that this present blessing of happiness came to her, not 
only from the scarce-realised thought of God, but also from the 
scarce-realised thought of man. 

Close by, divided from her only by a little masonry, a few 
feet of sand, a few palm trees, Androvsky was with the priest. 

Still kneeling, with her face between her hands, Domini be¬ 
gan to think and pray. . The memory of her petition to Notre 
Dame de la Garde came back to her. Before she knew Africa 
she had prayed for men wandering, and perhaps unhappy, there, 
for men whom she would probably never see again, would never 
know. And now that she was growing familiar with this land, 
divined something of its wonders and its dangers, she prayed for 
a man in it whom she did know, who was very near to her 
making a sacrifice of his prejudices, perhaps of his fears, at 
her desire. She prayed for Androvsky without words, making 
of her feeling of gratitude to him a prayer, and presently, in the 
darkness framed by her hands, she seemed to see Liberty once 
more, as in the shadows of the dancing-house, standing beside a 
man who prayed far out in the glory of the desert. The storm, 
spoken of by the Diviner, did not always rage. It was stilled to 
hear his prayer. And the darkness had fled, and the light drew 
near to listen. She pressed her face more strongly against her 
hands, and began to think more definitely. 

Was this interview with the priest the first step taken by 
Androvsky towards the gift the desert held for him ? 

He must surely be a man who hated religion, or thought he 
hated it. 

Perhaps he looked upon it as a chain, instead of as the 
hammer that strikes away the fetters from the slave. 

Yet he had worn a cross. 

She lifted her head, put her hand into her breast, and drew 
out the cross. What was its history? She wondered as she 
looked at it. Had someone who loved him given it to him, 
someone, perhaps, who grieved at his hatred of holiness, and 
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who fancied that this very humble symbol might one day, as the 
humblest symbols sometimes do, prove itself a little guide to¬ 
wards a shining truth ? Had a woman given it to him ? 

She laid the cross down on the edge of the prie-dieu. 

There was red fire gleaming now on the windows of the church. 
She realised the pageant that was marching up the west, the passion 
of the world as well as the purity which lay beyond the world. 
Her mind was disturbed. She glanced from the red radiance on 
the glass to the dull brown wood of the cross. Blood and agony 
had made it the mystical symbol that it was—blood and agony. 

She had something to think out. That burden was still upon 
her mind, and now again she felt its weight, a weight that her 
interview with the priest had not lifted. For she had not been 
able to be quite frank with the priest. Something had held her 
back from absolute sincerity, and so he had not spoken quite 
plainly all that was in his mind. His words had been a little 
vague, yet she had understood the meaning that lay behind them. 

Really, he had warned her against Androvsky, and Count 
Anteoni had warned her against Androvsky. They were two men 
of very different types. One was unworldly as a child. The other 
knew the world. Neither of them had any acquaintance with And- 
rovsky’s history, and both had warned her. It was instinct then that 
had spoken in them, telling them that he was a man to be shunned, 
perhaps feared. And her own instinct ? What had it said ? What 
did it say ? 

For a long time she remained in the church. But she could 
not think clearly, reason calmly, or even pray passionately. For 
a vagueness had come into her mind like the vagueness of 
twilight that filled the space beneath the starry roof, softening 
the crudeness of the ornaments, the garish colours of the plaster 
saints. It seemed to her that her thoughts and feelings lost their 
outlines, that she watched them fading like the shrouded forms 
of Arabs fading in the tunnels of Mimosa. But as they vanished 
surely they whispered, “ That which is written is written.” 

ITie mosques of Islam echoed those words, and surely this 
little church that bravely stood among them. 

“That which is written is written.” 

Domini rose from her knees, hid the wooden cross once 
more in her breast, and went out into the evening. 
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As she left the church door something occurred which struck 
the vagueness from her. She came upon Androvsky and the 
priest. They were standing together at the latter’s gate, which 
he was in the act of opening to an accompaniment of joyous 
barking from Bous-Bous. Both men looked strongly expressive, 
as if both had been making an effort of some kind. She stopped 
in the twilight to speak to them. 

“ Monsieur Androvsky has kindly been paying rne a visit,” 
said Father Roubier. 

“I am glad,” Domini said. “We ought all to be friends 
here.” 

There was a perceptible pause. Then Androvsky lifted his 
hat. 

“ Good evening, Madame,” he said. “ Good evening, Father."’ 
And he walked away quickly. 

The priest looked after him and sighed profoundly. 

“ Oh, Madame! ” he exclaimed, as if impelled to liberate his 
mind to someone, “ what is the matter with that man ? What 
is the matter ? ” 

He stared fixedly into the twilight after Androvsky’s retreating 
form. 

“With Monsieur Androvsky?” 

She spoke quietly, but her mind was full of apprehension, and 
she looked searchingly at the priest. 

“ Yes. What can it be ? ” 

“ But—I don’t understand.” 

“ Why did he come to see me ? ” 

“ I asked him to come.” 

She blurted out the words without knowing why, only feeling 
that she must speak the truth. 

“ You asked him ! ” 

“ Yes. I wanted you to be friends—and I thought perhaps 
you might—” 

“Yes?” 

“I wanted you to be friends.” She repeated it almost 
stubbornly. 

“ I have never before felt so ill at ease with any human being,” 
exclaimed the priest with tense excitement. “ And yet I could 
not let him go. Whenever he was about to leave me I was 



250 THE GARDEN OF ALLAH 

impeVled to press him to remain. We spoke of the most ordin¬ 
ary things, and all the time it was as if we were in a great 
tragedy. What is he? What can he be?” (He still looked 
down the road.) 

“ I don’t know. I know nothing. He is a man travelling, as 
other men travel.” 

- “Oh, no!” 

“ What do you mean. Father ? ” 

“I mean that other travellers are not like this man." 

He leaned his thin hands heavily on the gate, and she saw, 
by the expression of his eyes, that he was going to say something 
startling. 

“Madame,” he said, lowering his voice, “I did not speak 
quite frankly to you this afternoon. You may, or you may not, 
have understood what I meant. But now I will speak plainly. 
As a priest I warn you, I warn you most solemnly, not to make 
friends with this man.” 

There was a silence, then Domini said,— 

“Please give me your reason for this warning.” 

“ That I can’t do.” 

“ Because you have no reason, or because it is not one you 
care to tell me ? ” 

“I have no reason to give. My instinct is my reason. I 
know nothing of this man—I pity him. I shall pray for him. 
He needs prayers, yes, he needs them. But you are a woman 
out here alone. You have spoken to me of yourself, and I feel 
it my duty to say that I advise you most earnestly to break off 
your acquaintance with Monsieur Androvsky.” 

“ Do you mean that you think him evil ? ” 

“ I don’t know whether he is evil, I don’t know what he is.” 

“ I know he is not evil.” 

The priest looked at her, wondering. 

“ You know—how ? ” 

“My instinct,” she said, coming a step nearer, and putting 
her hand, too, on. the gate near his. “ Why should we desert 
him ? ” 

“ Desert him, Madame 1 ” 

Father Roubier’s voice sounded amazed. 

“Yes. You say he needs prayers. I know it. Father, are 
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not the finest prayers, the truest, those that go most swiftly to 
Heaven—acts ? ” 

The priest did not reply for a moment. He looked at her 
and seemed to be thinking deeply. 

“Why did you send Monsieur Androvsky to me this after¬ 
noon ? ” he said at last abruptly. 

“ I knew you were a good man, and I fancied if you became 
friends you might help him.” 

His face softened. 

“A good man,” he said. “ Ah! ” He shook his head sadly, 
with a sound that was like a little pathetic laugh. “ I—a good 
man! And I allow an almost invincible personal feeling to con¬ 
quer my inward sense of right! Madame, come into the garden 
for a moment.” 

He opened the gate, she passed in, and he led her round the 
house to the enclosure at the back, where they could talk in 
greater privacy. Then he continued,— 

“You are right, Madame. I am here to try to do God’s 
work, and sometimes it is better to act for a human being, per¬ 
haps, even than to pray for him. I will tell you that I feel an 
almost invincible repugnance to Monsieur Androvsky, a repug¬ 
nance that is almost stronger than my will to hold it in check.” 
He shivered slightly. “ But, with God’s help. I’ll conquer that. 
If he stays on here I’ll try to be his friend. I’ll do all I can. If 
he is unhappy, far away from good, perhaps—I say it humbly, 
Madame, I assure you—I might help him. But ”—and here his 
face and manner changed, became firmer, more dominating— 
“ you are not a priest, and—” 

“No, only a woman,” she said, interrupting him. 

Something in her voice arrested him. There was a long 
silence in which they paced slowly up and down on the sand 
between the palm trees. The twilight was dying into night. 
Already the tom-toms were throbbing in the street of the dancers, 
tnd the shriek of the distant pipes was faintly heard. At last the 
rriest spoke again. 

“ Madame,” he said, “ when you came to me this afternoon 
here was something that you could not tell me.” 

“Yes.” 

“Had it anything to do with Monsieur Androvsky?” 



252 THE GARDEN OF ALLAH 

“ I meant to ask you to advise me about myself.” 

“My advice to you was and is—be strong but not fool¬ 
hardy.” 

“Believe me I will try not to be foolhardy. But you said 
something else too, something about women. Don’t you re¬ 
member ? ” 

She stopped, took his hands impulsively and pressed them. 

“ Father, I’ve scarcely ever been of any use all my life. I’ve 
scarcely ever tried to be. Nothing within me said, ‘You could 
be,’ and if it had I was so dulled by routine and sorrow that I 
don’t think I should have heard it. But here it is different. I 
am not dulled. I can hear. And—suppose I can be of use for 
the first time! You wouldn’t say to me, ‘Don’t try!’ You 
wouldn’t say that ? ” 

He stood holding her hands and looking into her face for a 
moment. Then he said, half-humorously, half-sadly,— 

“My child, perhaps you know your own strength best. Per¬ 
haps your safest spiritual director is your own heart. Who 
knows ? But whether it be so or not you will not take advice 
from me.” 

She knew that was true now and, for a moment, felt almost 
ashamed. 

“Forgive me,” she said. “But—it is strange, and may seem 
to you ridiculous or even wrong—ever since I have been here I 
have felt as if everything that happened had been arranged before¬ 
hand, as if it had to happen. And I feel that, too, about the 
future.” 

“ Count Anteoni’s fatalism ! ” the priest said vdth a touch of 
impatient irritation. “ I know. It is the guiding spirit of this 
land. And you too are going to be led by it. Take care ! You 
have come to a land of fire, and I think you are made of 
fire.” 

For a moment she saw a fanatical expression in his eyes. 
She thought of it as the look of the monk crushed down within 
his soul. He opened his lips again, as if to pour forth upon her 
a torrent of burning words. But the look died away, and they 
parted, quietly like two good friends. Yet, as she went to the 
hotel, she knew that Father Roubier could not give her the kind 
of help she wanted, and she even fancied that perhaps no priest 
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could. Her heart was in a turmoil, and she seemed to be in the 
midst of a crowd. 

Batouch was at the door, looking elaborately contrite and 
ready with his lie. He had been seized with fever in the night, 
in token whereof he held up hands which began to shake like 
wind-swept leaves. Only now had he been able to drag himself 
from his quilt and, still afflicted as he was, to creep to his 
honoured patron and crave her pardon. Domini gave it with an 
abstracted carelessness that evidently hurt his pride, and was 
passing into the hotel when he said,— 

“ Irena is going to marry Hadj, Madame." 

Since the fracas at the dancing-house both the dancer and 
her victim had been under lock and key. 

“ To marry her after she tried to kill him 1 ” said Domini. 

“ Yes, Madame. He loves her as the palm tree loves the sun. 
He will take her to his room, and she will wear a veil, and work 
for him and never go out any more.” 

“ What! She will live like the Arab women ? ” 

“ Of course, Madame. But there is a very nice terrace on 
the roof outside Hadj’s room, and Hadj will permit her to take 
the air there, in the evening or when it is hot.” 

“She must love Hadj very much.” 

“She does, or why should she try to kill him ?” 

So that was African love—a knife-thrust and a taking of 
the veil! The thought of it added a further complication to the 
disorder that was in her mind. 

“ I will see you after dinner, Batouch,” she said. 

She felt that she must do something, go somewhere that 
night. She could not remain quiet. 

Batouch drew himself up and threw out his broad chest. 
His cringing air gave place to importance, and, as he leaned 
against the white pillar of the arcade, folded his ample burnous 
round him, and glanced up at the sky he saw, in fancy, a five- 
franc piece glittering in the chariot of the moon. 

The priest did not come to dinner that night, but Androvsky 
was already at his table when Domini came into the salle-a- 
manger. He got up from his seat and bowed formally, but did 
not speak. Remembering his outburst of the morning she 
realised the suspicion which her second interview with the priest 
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had probably created in his mind, and now she was not free from 
a feeling of discomfort that almost resembled guilt. For now 
she had been led to discuss Androvsky with Father Roubier, and 
had it not been almost an apology when she said, “ I know he is 
not evil ” f Once or twice during dinner, when her eyes met 
Androvsky’s for a moment, she imagined that he must know why 
she had been at the priest’s house, that anger was steadily in¬ 
creasing in him. 

He was a man who hated to be observed, to be criticised. 
His sensitiveness was altogether abnormal, and made her wonder 
afresh where his previous life had been passed. It must surely 
have been a very sheltered existence. Contact with the world 
blunts the fine edge of our feeling with regard to others’ opinion 
of us. In the world men learn to be heedless of the everlasting 
buzz of comment that attends their goings out and their comings 
in. But Androvsky was like a youth, alive to the tiniest whisper, 
set on fire by a glance. To such a nature life in the world must 
be perpetual torture. She thought of him with a sorrow that— 
strangely in her—was not tinged with contempt. That which 
manifested by another man would certainly have moved her to 
impatience, if not to wrath, in this man woke other sensations— 
curiosity, pity, terror. 

Yes—terror. To-night she knew that. The long day, begun 
in the semi-darkness before the dawn and ending in the semi¬ 
darkness of the twilight, had, with its events that would have 
seemed to another ordinary and trivial enough, carried her for¬ 
ward a stage on an emotional pilgrimage. The half-veiled warn¬ 
ings of Count Anteoni and of the priest, followed by the latter’s 
almost passionately abrupt plain speaking, had not been without 
effect. To-night something of Europe and her life there, with its 
civilised experience and drastic training in the management of 
woman’s relations with humanity in general, crept back under the 
palm trees and the brilliant stars of Africa; and, despite the 
fatalism condemned by Father Roubier, she was more conscious 
than she had hitherto been of how others—the outside world— 
would be likely to regard her acquaintance with Androvsky. She 
stood, as it were, and looked on at the events in which she her¬ 
self had been and was involved, and in that moment she was first 
aware of a thrill of something akin to terror, as if, perhaps, without 
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knowing it, she had been moving amid a great darkness, as if 
perhaps a greater darkness were approaching. Suddenly she saw 
Androvsky as some strange and ghastly figure of legend; as the 
wandering Jew met by a traveller at cross roads and distinguished 
for an instant in an oblique lightning flash; as Vanderdecken 
passing in the hurricane and throwing a blood-red illumination 
from the sails of his haunted ship; as the everlasting climber of 
the Brocken, as the shrouded Arab of the Eastern legend, who 
announces coming disaster to the wanderers in the desert by beat¬ 
ing a death-roll on a drum among the dunes. 

And with Count Anteoni and the priest she set another figure, 
that of the sand diviner, whose tortured face had suggested a man 
looking on a fate that was terrible. Had not he, too, warned her ? 
Had not the warning been threefold, been given to her by the 
world, the Church, and the under-world—the world beneath the 
veil? 

She met Androvsky’s eyes. He was getting up to leave the 
room. His movement caught her away from things visionary, 
but not from worldly things. She still looked on at herself moving 
amid these events at which her world would laugh or wonder, and, 
perhaps for the first time in her life, she was uneasily self-con¬ 
scious because of the self that watched herself, as if that self held 
something coldly satirical that mocked at her and marvelled. 


XIV 


“ What shall I do to-night ? ” 

Alone in the now empty salle-d-manger Domini asked herself 
the question. She was restless, terribly restless in mind, and 
wanted distraction. The idea of going to her room, of reading, 
even of sitting quietly in the verandah, was intolerable to her. She 
longed for action, swiftness, excitement, the help of outside things, 
of that exterior life which she had told Count Anteoni she had 
begun to see as a mirage. Had she been in a city she would have 
gone to a theatre to witness some tremendous drama, or to hear 
some passionate or terrible opera. Beni-Mora might have been 
a place of many and strange tragedies, would be no doubt again, 
but it offered at this moment little to satisfy her mood. The 
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dances of the Caf^s Maures, the songs of the smokers of the keef, 
the long histories of the story-tellers between the lighted candles— 
she wanted none of these, and, for a moment, she wished she were 
in London, Paris, any great capital that spends itself to suit the 
changing moods of men. With a sigh she got up and went out 
to the Arcade. Batouch joined her immediately. 

“ What can I do to-night, Batouch ? ” she said. 

“There are the femmes mauresques,” he began. 

“ No, no.” 

“ Would Madame like to hear the story-teller?” 

“ No. I should not understand him.” 

“ I can explain to Madame.” 

“No.” 

She stepped out into the road. 

“ There will be a moon to-night, won’t there ? ” she said, 
looking up at the starry sky. 

“Yes, Madame, later.” 

“ What time will it rise ? ” 

“ Between nine and ten.” 

She stood in the road, thinking. It had occurred to her that 
she had never seen moonrise in the desert. 

“And now it is ”—she looked at her watch—“only eight.” 

“ Does Madame wish to see the moon come up pouring upon 
the palms—” 

“ Don’t talk so much, Batouch,” she said brusquely. 

To-night the easy and luscious imaginings of the poet worried 
her like the cry of a mosquito. His presence even disturbed her. 
Yet what could she do without him ? After a pause she said,— 

“ Can one go into the desert at night ? ” 

“On foot, Madame? It would be dangerous. One cannot 
tell what may be in the desert by night.” 

These words made her long to go. They held a charm, a 
violence perhaps, of the unknown. 

“One might ride,” she said. “Why not? Who could hurt 
us if we were mounted and armed ? ” 

“Madame is brave as the panther in the forests of the 
Djurdjurah.” 

“ And you, Batouch f Aren’t you brave ? ” 

“ Madame, I am afraid of nothing.” 
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He did not say it boastfully, like Hadj, but calmly, almost 
loftily. 

“ Well, we are neither of us afraid. I>et us ride out on the 
Tombouctou road and see the moon rise. I’ll go and put on my 
habit.” 

“ Madame should take her revolver.” 

“ Of course. Bring the horses round at nine.” 

When she had put on her habit it was only a few minutes 
after eight. She longed to be in the saddle, going at full speed 
up the long, white road between the palms. Physical movement 
was necessary to her, and she began to pace up and down the 
verandah quickly. She wished she had ordered the horses at 
once, or that she could do something definite to fill up the time 
till they came. As she turned at the end of the verandah she 
saw a white form approaching her; when it drew near she recog¬ 
nised Hadj, looking self-conscious and mischievous, but a little 
triumphant too. At this moment she was glad to see him. He 
received her congratulations on his recovery and approaching 
marriage with a sort of skittish gaiety, but she soon discovered 
that he had come with a money-making reason. Having seen his 
cousin safely off the premises, it had evidently occurred to him 
to turn an honest penny. And pennies were now specially 
needful to him in view of married life. 

“ Does Madame wish to see something strange and wonderful 
to-night ?” he asked, after a moment, looking at her sideways out 
of the corners of his wicked eyes, which, as Domini could see, 
were swift to read character and mood. 

“lam going out riding.” 

He looked astonished. 

“In the night?” 

“ Yes. Batouch has gone to fetch the horses.” 

Hadj’s face became a mask of sulkiness. 

“ If Madame goes with Batouch she will be killed. There 
are robbers in the desert, and Batouch is afraid of—” 

“ Could we see the strange and wonderful thing in an hour ? ” 
she interrupted. 

The gay and skittish expression returned instantly to bis face. 

“Yes, Madame.” 

“What is it?” 

R 
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He shook his head and made an artful gesture with his hand 
in the air. 

“ Madame shall see.” 

His long eyes were full of mystery, and he moved towards the 
staircase. 

“Come, Madame.” 

Domini laughed and followed him. She felt as if she were 
playing a game, yet her curiosity was roused. They went softly 
down and slipped out of the hotel like children fearing to be 
caught. 

“Batouch will be angry. There will be white foam on his 
lips,” whispered Hadj, dropping his chin and chuckling low in 
his throat. “ This way, Madame.” 

He led her quickly across the gardens to the Rue Berthe, and 
down a number of small streets, till they reached a white house 
before which, on a hump, three palm trees grew from one trunk. 
Beyond was waste ground, and further away a stretch of sand and 
low dunes lost in the darkness of the, as yet, moonless night. 
Domini looked at the house and at Hadj, and wondered if it 
would be foolish to enter. 

“ What is it? ” she asked again. 

But he only replied, “ Madame will see! ” and struck his flat 
hand upon the door. It was opened a little way, and a broad 
face covered with little humps and dents showed, the thick lips 
parted and muttering quickly. Then the face was withdrawn, 
the door opened wider, and Hadj beckoned to Domini to go in. 
After a moment’s hesitation she did so, and found herself in a 
small interior court, with a tiled floor, pillars, and high up a 
gallery of carved wood, from which, doubtless, dwelling-rooms 
opened. In the court, upon cushions, were seated four vacant- 
looking men, with bare arms and legs and long matted hair, 
before a brazier, from which rose a sharply pungent perfume. 
Two of these men were very young, with pale, ascetic faces and 
weary hyes. They looked like young priests of the Sahara. At 
a short distance, upon a red pillow, sat a tiny boy of about three 
years old, dressed in yellow and green. When Domini and Hadj 
came into the court no one looked at them except the child, 
who stared with slowly-rolling, solemn eyes, slightly shifting on 
the pillow. Hadj beckoned to Domini to seat herself upon some 
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rugs between the pillars, sat down beside her and began to make 
a cigarette. Complete silence prevailed. The four men stared 
at the brazier, holding their nostrils over the incense fumes which 
rose from it in airy spirals. The child continued to stare at 
Domini. Hadj lit his cigarette. And time rolled on. 

Domini had desired violence, and had been conveyed into a 
dumbness of mystery, that fell upon her turmoil of spirit like a 
blow. What struck her as especially strange and unnatural was 
the fact that the men with whom she was sitting in the dim court 
of this lonely house had not looked at her, did not appear to 
know that she was there. Hadj had caught the aroma of their 
meditations with the perfume of the incense, for his eyes had lost 
their mischief and become gloomily profound, as if they stared 
on bygone centuries or watched a far-off future. Even the child 
began to look elderly, and worn as with fastings and with watch¬ 
ings. As the fumes perpetually ascended from the red-hot coals 
of the brazier the sharp smell of the perfume grew stronger. 
There was in it something provocative and exciting that was like a 
sound, and Domini marvelled that the four men who crouched 
over it and drank it in perpetually could be unaffected by its 
influence when she, who was at some distance from it, felt dawn¬ 
ing in her desires of movement, of action, almost a physical 
necessity to get up and do something extraordinary, absurd or 
passionate, such as she had never done or dreamed of till this 
moment. 

A low growl like that of a wild beast broke the silence. 
Domini did not know at first whence it came. She stared at the 
four men, but they were all gazing vacantly into the brazier, their 
naked arms drooping to the floor. She glanced at Hadj. He 
was delicately taking a cigarette paper from a little case. The 
child—no, it was absurd even to think of a child emitting such 
a sound. 

Someone growled again more fiercely, and this time Domini 
saw that it was the palest of the ascetic-looking youths. He 
shook back his long hair, rose to his feet with a bound, and 
moving into the centre of the court gazed ferociously at his com¬ 
panions. As if in obedience to the glance, two of them stretched 
their arms backwards, found two tom-toms, and began to beat 
them loudly and monotonously. The young ascetic bowed to 
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the tom-toms, dropping his lower jaw and jumping on his bare 
feet. He bowed again as if saluting a fetish, and again and 
again. Ceaselessly he bowed to the tom-toms, always jumping 
softly from the pavement. His long hair fell over his face and 
back upon his shoulders with a monotonous regularity that 
imitated the tom-toms, as if he strove to mould his life in accord 
with the fetish to which he offered adoration. Flecks of foam 
appeared upon his lips, and the asceticism in his eyes changed 
to a bestial glare. His whole body was involved in a long and 
snake-like undulation, above which his hair flew to and fro. 
Presently the second youth, moving reverently like a priest about 
the altar, stole to a corner and returned with a large and curved 
sheet of glass. Without looking at Domini he came to her and 
placed it in her hands. When the dancer saw the glass he stood 
still, growled again long and furiously, threw himself on his knees 
before Domini, licked his lips, then, abruptly thrusting forward 
his face, set his teeth in the sheet of glass, bit a large piece off, 
crunched it up with a loud noise, swallowed it with a gulp, and 
growled for more. She fed him again, while the tom-toms went 
on roaring, and the child on its red pillow watched with its weary 
eyes. And when he was full fed and only a fragment of glass 
remained between her fingers, he fell upon the ground and lay like 
one in a trance. 

Then the second youth bowed to the tom-toms, leaping gently 
on the pavement, foamed at the mouth, growled, snuffed up the 
incense fumes, shook his long mane, and placed his naked feet 
in the red-hot coals of the brazier. He plucked out a coal and 
rolled his tongue round it. He placed red coals under his bare 
armpits and kept them there, pressing his arms against his sides. 
He held a coal, like a monocle, in his eye socket against his eye. 
And all the time he leaped and bowed and foamed, undulating 
his body like a snake. The child looked on with a still gravity, 
and the tom-toms never ceased. From the gallery above painted 
faces peered down, but Domini did not see them. Her attention 
was taken captive by the young priests of the Sahara. For so 
she called them in her mind, realising that they were religious 
fanatics whose half-crazy devotion seemed to lift them above the 
ordinary dangers to the body. One of the musicians now took 
his turn, throwing his tom-tom to the eater of glass, who had 



THE GARDEN 


261 


wakened from his trance. He bowed and leaped; thrust spikes 
behind his eyes, through his cheeks, his lips, his arms; drove a long 
nail into his head with a wooden hammer; stood upon the sharp 
edge of an upturned sword blade. With the spikes protruding 
from his face in all directions, and his eyes bulging out from 
them like balls, he spun in a maze of hair, barking like a dog. 
The child regarded him with a still attention, and the incense 
fumes were cloudy in the court. Then the last of the four men 
sprang up in the midst of a more passionate uproar from the tom¬ 
toms. He wore a filthy burnous, and, with a shriek, he plunged 
his hand into its hood and threw some squirming things upon 
the floor. They began to run, rearing stiff tails into the air. He 
sank down, blew upon them, caught them, letting them set their 
tail weapons in his fingers, and lifting them thus, imbedded, high 
above the floor. Then again he put them down, breathed upon 
each one, drew a circle round each with his forefinger. His face 
had suddenly become intense, hypnotic. The scorpions, as if 
mesmerised, remained utterly still, each in its place within its 
imaginary circle, that had become a cage; and their master 
bowed to the fetish of the tom-toms, leaped, grinned, and bowed 
again, undulating his body in a maze of hair. 

Domini felt as if she, like the scorpions, had been mesmerised. 
She, too, was surely bound in a circle, breathed upon by some 
arrogant breath of fanaticism, commanded by some horrid power. 
She looked at the scorpions and felt a sort of pity for them. 
From time to time the bowing fanatic glanced at them through 
his hair out of the corners of his eyes, licked his lips, shook his 
shoulders, and uttered a long howl, thrilling with the note of 
greed. The tom-toms pulsed faster and faster, louder and 
louder, and all the men began to sing a fierce chant, the song 
surely of desert souls driven crazy by religion. One of the 
scorpions moved slightly, reared its tail, began to run. Instantly, 
as if at a signal, the dancer fell upon his knees, bent down his 
head, seized it in his teeth, munched it and swallowed it. At 
the same moment with the uproar of the tom-toms there mingled 
a loud knocking on the door. 

Hadj’s lips curled back from his pointed teeth and he looked 
dangerous. 

“ It is Batouch! ” he snarled. 
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Domini got up. Without a word, turning her back upon the 
court, she made her way out, still hearing the howl of the 
scorpion-eater, the roar of the tom-toms, and the knocking 
on the door. Hadj followed her quickly, protesting. At 
the door was the man with the pitted white face and the 
thick lips. When he saw her he held out his hand. She 
gave him some money, he opened the door, and she came 
out into the night by the triple palm tree. Batouch stood 
there looking furious, with the bridles of two horses across 
his arm. He began to speak in Arabic to Hadj, but she 
stopped him with an imperious gesture, gave Hadj his fee, 
and in a moment was in the saddle and cantering away 
into the dark. She heard the gallop of Batouch’s horse coming 
up behind her and turned her head. 

“Batouch,” she said, “you are the smartest”—she 
used the word chic —“ Arab here. Do you know what 
is the fashion in London when a lady rides out with 
the attendant who guards her — the really smart thing to 
do?” 

She was playing on his vanity. He responded with a 
ready smile. 

“No, Madame.” 

“The attendant rides at a short distance behind her, 
so that no one can come up near her without his know¬ 
ledge.” 

Batouch fell back, and Domini cantered on, congratulating 
herself on the success of her expedient. 

She passed through the village, full of strolling white figures, 
lights and the sound of music, and was soon at the end 
of the long, straight road that was significant to her as no 
other road had ever been. Each time she saw it, stretching 
on till it was lost in the serried masses of the palms, her 
imagination was stirred by a longing to wander through 
barbaric lands, by a nomad feeling that was almost irresistible. 
This road was a track of fate to her. When she was on 
it she had a strange sensation as if she changed, developed, 
drew near to some ideal. It influenced her as one person 
may influence another. Now for the first time she was on 
it in the night, riding on the crowded shadows of its palms. 
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She drew rein and went more slowly. She had a desire 
to be noiseless. 

In the obscurity the thickets of the palms looked more 
exotic than in the light of day. There was no motion in 
them. Each tree stood like a delicately carven thing, silhouetted 
against the remote purple of the void. In the profound 
firmament the stars burned with a tremulous ardour they 
never show in northern skies. The mystery of this African 
night rose not from vaporous veils and the long movement 
of winds, but was breathed out by clearness, brightness, 
stillness. It was the deepest of all mystery—the mystery of 
vastness and of peace. 

No one was on the road. The sound of the horse’s feet 
were sharply distinct in the night. On all sides, but far 
off, the guard dogs were barking by the hidden homes of 
men. The air was warm as in a hothouse, but light and 
faintly impregnated with perfume shed surely by the mystical 
garments of night as she glided on with Domini towards 
the desert. From the blackness of the palms there came 
sometimes thin notes of the birds of night, the whirring 
noise of insects, the glassy pipe of a frog in the reeds by a 
pool behind a hot brown wall. 

She rode through one of the villages of old Beni-Mora, 
silent, unlighted, with empty streets and closed caf^s tnaures, 
touched her horse with the whip, and cantered on at a quicker 
pace. As she drew near to the desert her desire to be in 
it increased. There was some coarse grass here. The palm 
trees grew less thickly. She heard more clearly the barking of 
the Kabyle dogs, and knew that tents were not far off. Now, 
between the trunks of the trees, she saw the twinkling of distant 
fires, and the sound of running water fell on her ears, mingling 
with the persistent noise of the insects, and the faint cries of the 
birds and frogs. In front, where the road came out from the 
shadows of the last trees, lay a vast dimness, not wholly unlike 
another starless sky, stretched beneath the starry sky in which 
the moon had not yet risen. She set her horse at a gallop and 
came into the desert, rushing through the dark. 

“ Madame! Madame! ” 

Batouch’s voice was calling her. She galloped faster, like one 
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in flight. Her horse’s feet padded over sand almost as softly as 
a camel’s. The vast dimness was surely coming to meet her, to 
take her to itself in the night. But suddenly Batouch rode 
furiously up beside her, his burnous flying out behind him over 
his red saddle. 

“ Madame, we must not go further, we must keep near the 
oasis.” 

“Why?” 

“ It is not safe at night in the desert, and besides—” 

His horse plunged and nearly rocketed against hers. She 
pulled in. His company took away her desire to keep on. 

“ Besides ? ” 

Leaning over his saddle peak he said, mysteriously,— 

“ Besides, Madame, someone has been following us all the 
way from Beni-Mora.” 

“Who?” 

“ A horseman. I have heard the beat of the hoofs on the 
hard road. Once I stopped and turned, but I could see nothing, 
and then I could hear nothing. He, too, had stopped. But 
when I rode on again soon I heard him once more. Someone 
found out we were going and has come after us.” 

She looked back into the violet night without speaking. She 
heard no sound of a horse, saw nothing but the dim track and 
the faint, shadowy blackness where the palms began. Then she 
put her hand into the pocket of her saddle and silently held up a 
tiny revolver. 

“I know, but there might be more than one. I am not 
afraid, but if anything happens to Madame no one will ever take 
me as a guide any more.” 

She smiled for a moment, but the smile died away, and again 
she looked into the night. She was not afraid physically, but 
she was conscious of a certain uneasiness. The day had been 
long and troubled, and had left its mark upon her. Restlessness 
had driven her forth into the darkness, and behind the restless¬ 
ness there was a hint of the terror of which she had been aware 
when she was left alone in the salU-&-mangtr. Was it not that 
vague terror which, making the restlessness, had sent her to the 
white house by the triple palm tree, had brought her now to the 
desert ? She asked herself, while she listened, and the hidden 
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horseman of whom Batouch had spoken became in her imagina¬ 
tion one with the legendary victims of fate; with the Jew by the 
cross roads, the mariner beating ever about the rock-bound 
shores of the world, the climber in the witches’ Sabbath, the 
phantom Arab in the sand. Still holding her revolver, she turned 
her horse and rode slowly towards the distant fires, from which 
came the barking of the dogs. At some hundred of yards from 
them she paused. 

“ I shall stay here,” she said to Batouch. “ Where does the 
moon rise ? ” 

He stretched his arm towards the desert, which sloped gently, 
almost imperceptibly, towards the east. 

“ Ride back a little way towards the oasis. The horseman 
was behind us. If he is still following you will meet him. Don’t 
go far. Do as I tell you, Batouch.” 

With obvious reluctance he obeyed her. She saw him pull 
up his horse at a distance where he had her just in sight. Then 
she turned so that she could not see him and looked towards the 
desert and the east. The revolver seemed unnaturally heavy in 
her hand. She glanced at it for a moment and listened with 
intensity for the beat of horse’s hoofs, and her wakeful imagina¬ 
tion created a sound that was non-existent in her ears. With it 
she heard a gallop that was spectral as the gallop of the black 
horses which carried Mephistopheles and Faust to the abyss. It 
died away almost at once, and she knew it for an imagination. 
To-night she was peopling the desert with phantoms. Even the 
fires of the nomads were as the fires that flicker in an abode of 
witches, the shadows that passed before them were as goblins 
that had come up out of the sand to hold revel in the moonlight. 
Were they, too, waiting for a signal from the sky ? 

At the thought of the moon she drew up the reins that had 
been lying loosely on her horse’s neck and rode some paces 
forward and away from the fires, still holding the revolver in her 
hand. Of what use would it be against the spectres of the 
Sahara? The Jew would face it without fear. Why not the 
horseman of Batouch ? She dropped it into the pocket of the 
saddle. 

Far away in the east the darkness of the sky was slowly 
fading into a luminous mystery that rose from the underworld, a 
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mystery that at first was faint and tremulous, pale with a pallor 
of silver and primrose, but that deepened slowly into a live and 
ardent gold against which a group of three palm trees detached 
themselves from the desert like messengers sent forth by it to 
give a salutation to the moon. They were jet black against the 
gold, distinct though very distant. The night and the vast plain 
from which they rose lent them a significance that was unearthly. 
Their long, thin stems and drooping, feathery leaves were living 
and pathetic as the night thoughts of a woman who has suffered, 
but who turns, with a gesture of longing that will not be denied, 
to the radiance that dwells at the heart of the world. And 
those black palms against the gold, that stillness of darkness 
and light in immensity, banished Domini’s faint sense of 
horror. The spectres faded away. She fixed her eyes on the 
palms. 

Now all the notes of the living things that do not sleep by 
night, but make music by reedy pools, in underwood, among the 
blades of grass and along the banks of streams, were audible to 
her again, filling her mind with the mystery of existence. The 
glassy note of the frogs was like a falling of something small and 
pointed upon a sheet of crystal. The whirr of the insects 
suggested a ceaselessly active mentality. The faint cries of the 
birds dropped down like jewels slipping from the trees. And 
suddenly she felt that she was as nothing in the vastness and the 
complication of the night. Even the passion that she knew lay, 
like a dark and silent flood, within her soul, a flood that, once 
released from its boundaries, had surely the power to rush 
irresistibly forward, to submerge old landmarks and change the face 
of a world—even that seemed to lose its depth for a moment, 
to be shallow as the first ripple of a tide upon the sand. And 
she forgot that the first ripple has all the ocean behind it. 

Red deepened and glowed in the gold behind the three 
palms, and the upper rim of the round moon, red too as blood, 
crept above the desert, Domini, leaning forward with one hand 
upon her horse’s warm neck, watched until the full circle was 
poised for a moment on the horizon, holding the palms in its 
frame of fire. She had never seen a moon look so immen-se and 
so vivid as this moon that came up into the night like a portent, 
fierce yet serene, moon of a barbaric world, such as might have 
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shone upon Herod when he heard the voice of the Baptist in his 
dungeon, or upon the wife of Pilate when in a dream she was 
troubled. It suggested to her the powerful watcher of tragic 
events fraught with long chains of consequence, th'’.t would last 
on through centuries, as it turned its blood-red gaze upon the 
desert, upon the palms, upon her; and, leaning upon her horse’s 
neck, she too—like Pilate’s wife—fell into a sort of strange and 
troubled dream for a moment, full of strong, yet ghastly, light 
and of shapes that flitted across a background of fire. 

In it she saw the priest with a fanatical look of warning in 
his eyes, Count Anteoni beneath the trees of his garden, the 
perfume-seller in his dark bazaar, Irena with her long throa^ 
exposed and her thin arms drooping, the sand diviner spreading 
forth his hands, Androvsky galloping upon a horse as if pursued. 
This last vision returned again and again. As the moon rose a 
stream of light that seemed tragic fell across the desert and was 
woven mysteriously into the light of her waking dream. The 
three palms looked larger. She fancied that she saw them 
growing, becoming monstrous as they stood in the very centre of 
the path of the nocturnal glory, and suddenly she remembered 
her thought when she sat with Androvsky in the garden, that 
feeling grows in human hearts like palms rising in the desert. 
But these palms were tragic and aspired towards the blood-red 
moon. Suddenly she was seized with a fear of feeling, of the 
growth of any intense sensation within her, and realised, with an 
almost feverish vividness, the impotence of a soul caught in the 
grip of a great passion, swayed hither and thither, led into 
strange paths, along the edges, perhaps into the depths of 
immeasurable abysses. She had said to Androvsky that she 
would rather be the centre of a world tragedy than die without 
having felt to the uttermost even if it were sorrow. Was that 
not the speech of a mad woman, or at least of a woman who was 
so ignorant of the life of feeling that her words were idle and 
ridiculous? Again she felt desperately that she did not know 
herself, and this lack of the most essential of all knowledge 
reduced her for a moment to a bitterness of despair that seemed 
worse than the bitterness of death. The vastness of the desert 
appalled her. The red moon held within its circle all the blood 
of the martyrs of life and of ideals. She shivered in the saddle. 
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Her nature seemed to shrink and quiver, and a cry for protection 
rose within her, the cry of the woman who cannot face life alone, 
who must find a protector, who must cling to a strong arm, who 
needs man as the world needs God. 

Then again it seemed to her that she saw Androvsky galloping 
upon a horse as if pursued. 

Moved by a desire to do something to combat this strange 
despair, born of the moonrise and the night, she sat erect in her 
saddle, and resolutely looked at the desert, striving to get away 
from herself in a hard contemplation of the details that surrounded 
her, the outward things that were coming each moment into 
clearer view. She gazed steadily towards the palms that sharply 
cut the moonlight. As she did so something black moved away 
from them, as if it had been part of them and now detached itself 
with the intention of approaching her along the track. At first it 
was merely a moving blot, formless and small, but as it drew 
nearer she saw that it was a horseman riding slowly, perhaps 
stealthily, across the sand. She glanced behind her, and saw 
Batouch not far off, and the fires of the nomads. Then she 
turned again to watch the horseman. He came steadily forward. 

“ Madame! ” 

It was the voice of Batouch. 

“Stay where you are! ” she called out to him. 

She heard the soft sound of the horse’s feet and could see the 
attitude of its rider. He was leaning forward as if searching the 
night. She rode to meet him, and they came to each other in the 
path of the light she had thought tragic. 

“ You followed me ? ” 

“I cannot see you go out alone into the desert at night,” 
Androvsky replied. 

“ But you have no right to follow me.” 

“ I cannot let harm come to you, Madame.” 

She was silent. A moment before she had been longing for a 
protector. One had come to her, the man whom she had been 
setting with those legendary figures who have saddened and 
appalled the imaginations of men. She looked at the dark figure 
of Androvsky leaning forward on the horse whose feet were set 
on the path of the moon, and she did not know whether she felt 
confidence in him or fear of him. All that the priest had said 
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rose up in her mind, all that Count Anteoni had hinted and that 
had been visible in the face of the sand diviner. This man had 
followed her into the night as a guardian. Did she need some¬ 
one, something, to guard her from him ? A faint horror was still 
upon her. Perhaps he knew it and resented it, for he drew him¬ 
self upright on his horse and spoke again, with a decision that 
was rare in him. 

“ Let me send Batouch back to Beni-Mora, Madame.” 

“Why?” she asked, in a low voice that was full of 
hesitation. 

“ You do not need him now.” 

He was looking at her with a defiant, a challenging expression 
that was his answer to her expression of vague distrust and 
apprehension. 

“ How do you know that ? ” 

He did not answer the question, but only said,— 

“It is better here without him. May I send him away, 
Madame.” 

She bent her head. Androvsky rode off and she saw him 
speaking to Batouch, who shook his head as if in contradiction. 

" Batouch 1” she called out. “You can ride back to Beni- 
Mora. We shall follow directly.” 

The poet cantered forward. 

“ Madame, it is not safe.” 

The sound of his voice made Domini suddenly know what 
she had not been sure of before—that she wished to be alone 
with Androvsky. 

“ Go, Batouch! ” she said. “ I tell you to go.” 

Batouch turned his horse without a word, and disappeared 
into the darkness of the distant palms. 

When they were alone together Domini and Androvsky sat 
silent on their horses for some minutes. Their faces were turned 
towards the desert, which was now luminous beneath the moon. 
Its loneliness was overpowering in the night, and made speech at 
first an impossibility, and even thought difficult. At last 
Androvsky said,— 

“ Madame, why did you look at me like that just now, as if 
you—as if you hesitated to remain alone with me ? ” 

Suddenly she resolved to tell him of her oppression of the 
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night. She felt as if to do so would relieve her of something that 
was like a pain at her heart. 

“ Has it never occurred to you that we are strangers to each 
other ? ” she said. “ That we know nothing of each other’s lives ? 
What do you know of me or I of you ? 

He shifted in his saddle and moved the reins from one hand 
to the other, but said nothing. 

“Would it seem strange to you if I did hesitate—if even 
now—” 

“Yes,” he interrupted violently, “it would seem strange to 
me.” 

“Why?” 

“ You would rely on an Arab and not rely upon me,” he said, 
with intense bitterness. 

“ I did not say so.” 

“ Yet at first you wished to keep Batouch.” 

“Yes.” 

“Then—” 

“ Batouch is my attendant.” 

“ And I ? Perhaps I am nothing but a man whom you dis¬ 
trust; whom—whom others tell you to think ill of.” 

“ I judge for myself.” 

“ But if others speak ill of me ? ” 

“ It would not influence me—for long.” 

She added the last words after a pause. She wished to be 
strictly truthful, and to-night she was not sure that the words of 
the priest had made no impression upon her. 

“For long!” he repeated. Then he said abruptly, “The 
priest hates me.” 

“No.” 

“And Count Anteoni?” 

“ You interested Count Anteoni greatly.” 

“ Interested him 1 ” 

His voice sounded intensely suspicious in the night. 

“ Don’t you wish to interest anyone ? It seems to me that to 
be uninteresting is to live eternally alone in a sunless desert.” 

“ I wish—I should like to think that I—” He stopped, then 
said, with a sort of ashamed determination, “Could I ever 
interest you, Madame ? ” 
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“Yes,” she answered quietly. 

“ But you would rather be protected by an Arab than by me. 
The priest has—” 

“To-night I do not seem to be myself,” she said, interrupting 
him. “ Perhaps there is some physical reason. I got up very 
early, and—don’t you ever feel oppressed, suspicious, doubtful of 
life, people, yourself, everything, without apparent reason ? Don’t 
you know what it is to have nightmare without sleeping?” 

“ I! But you are different.” 

“To-night I have felt—I do feel as if there were tragedy near 
me, perhaps coming towards me,” she said simply, “and 1 am 
oppressed, I am almost afraid.” 

When she had said it she felt happier, as if a burden she 
carried were suddenly lighter. As he did not speak she glanced 
at him. The moonrays lit up his face. It looked ghastly, drawn 
and old, so changed that she scarcely recognised it and felt, for 
a moment, as if she were with a stranger. She looked away 
quickly, wondering if what she had seen was merely some strange 
effect of the moon, or whether Androvsky was really altered for a 
moment by the action of some terrible grief, one of those sudden 
sorrows that rush upon a man from the hidden depths of his 
nature and tear his soul, till his whole being is lacerated, and he 
feels as if his soul were flesh and were streaming with the blood 
from mortal wounds. The silence between them was long. In 
it she presently heard a reiterated noise that sounded like struggle 
and pain made audible. It was Androvsky’s breathing. In the 
soft and exquisite air of the desert he was gasping like a man 
shut up in a cellar. She looked again towards him, startled. As 
she did so he turned his horse sideways and rode away a few 
paces. Then he pulled up his horse. He was now merely a 
black shape upon the moonlight, motionless and inaudible. She 
could not take her eyes from this shape. Its blackness suggested 
to her the blackness of a gulf. Her memory still heard that 
sound of deep-drawn breathing or gasping, heard it and quivered 
beneath it as a tender-hearted person quivers seeing a helpless 
creature being ill-used. She hesitated for a moment, and then, 
carried away by an irresistible impulse to try to soothe this 
extremity of pain which she was unable to understand, she rode 
up to Androvsky. When she reached him she did not know 
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what she had meant to say or do. She felt suddenly impotent 
and intrusive, and even horribly shy. But before she had time 
for speech or action he turned to her and said, lifting up his 
hands with the reins in them and then dropping them down 
heavily upon his horse’s neck,— 

“Madame, I wanted to tell you that to-morrow I—” He 
stopped. 

“ Yes ? ” she said. 

He turned his head away from her till she could not see his 
face. 

“To-morrow I am leaving Beni-Mora.” 

“ To-morrow! ” she said. 

She did not feel the horse under her, the reins in her hand. 
She did not see the desert or the moon. Though she was look¬ 
ing at Androvsky she no longer perceived him. At the sound of 
his words it seemed to her as if all outside things she had ever 
known had foundered, like a ship whose bottom is ripped up by 
a razor-edged rock, as if with them had foundered, too, all things 
within herself: thoughts, feelings, even the bodily powers that 
were of the essence of her life; sense of taste, smell, hearing, 
sight, the capacity of movement and of deliberate repose. 
Nothing seemed to remain except the knowledge that she was 
still alive and had spoken. 

“Yes, to-morrow I shall go away.” 

His face was still turned from her, and his voice sounded as 
if it spoke to someone at a distance, someone who could hear as 
man cannot hear. 

“ To-morrow,” she repeated. 

She knew she had spoken again, but it did not seem to her as 
if she had heard herself speak. She looked at her hands holding 
the reins, knew that she looked at them, yet felt as if she were 
not seeing them while she did so. The moonlit desert was surely 
flickering round her, and away to the horizon in waves that were 
caused by the disappearance of that ship which had suddenly 
foundered with all its countless lives. And she knew of the 
movement of these waves as the soul of one of the drowned, 
already released from the body, might know of the movement on 
the surface of the sea beneath which its body was hidden. 

But the soul was evidently nothing without the body, or, at 
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most, merely a continuance of power to know that all which had 
been was no more. All which had been was no more. 

At last her mind began to work again, and those words went 
through it with persistence. She thought of the fascination of 
Africa, that enormous, overpowering fascination which had taken 
possession of her body and spirit. What had become of it ? 
What had become of the romance of the palm gardens, of the 
brown villages, of the red mountains, of the white town with its 
lights, its white figures, its throbbing music? And the mystical 
attraction of the desert—where was it now ? Its voice, that had 
called her persistently, was suddenly silent. Its hand, that had 
been laid upon her, was removed. She looked at it in the moon¬ 
light and it was no longer the desert, sand with a soul in it, blue 
distances full of a music of summons, spaces peopled with spirits 
from the sun. It was only a barren waste of dried-up matter, 
arid, featureless, desolate, ghastly with the bones of things that 
had died. 

She heard the dogs barking by the tents of the nomads and 
the noises of the insects, but still she did not feel the horse under¬ 
neath her. Yet she was gradually recovering her powers, and 
their recovery brought with it sharp, physical pain, such as is 
felt by a person who has been nearly drowned and is restored 
from unconsciousness. 

Androvsky turned round. She saw his eyes fastened upon her, 
and instantly pride awoke in her, and, with pride, her whole self. 

She felt her horse under her, the reins in her hands, the 
stirrup at her foot. She moved in her saddle. The blood tingled 
in her veins fiercely, bitterly, as if it had become suddenly acrid. 
She felt as if her face were scarlet, as if her whole body flushed, 
and as if the flush could be seen by her companion. For a 
moment she was clothed from head to foot in a fiery garment of 
shame. But she faced Androvsky with calm eyes, and her lips 
smiled. 

“ You are tired of it? ” she said. 

“ I never meant to stay long,” he answered, looking down. 

“ There is not very much to do here. Shall we ride back to 
the village now ? ” 

She turned her horse, and as she did so cast one more glance 
at the three palm trees that stood far out on the path of the 

s 
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moon. They looked like three malignant fates lifting up their 
hands in malediction. For a moment she shivered in the saddle. 
Then she touched her horse with the whip and turned her eyes 
away. Androvsky followed her and rode by her side in silence. 

To gain the oasis they passed near to the tents of the nomads, 
whose fires were dying out. The guard-dogs were barking 
furiously, and straining at the cords which fastened them to the 
tent pegs, by the short hedges of brushwood that sheltered the 
doors of filthy rags. The Arabs were all within, no doubt huddled 
up on the ground asleep. One tent was pitched alone, at a con¬ 
siderable distance from the others, and under the first palms of 
the oasis. A fire smouldered before it, casting a flickering gleam 
of light upon something dark which lay upon the ground between 
it and the tent. Tied to the tent was a large white dog, which 
was not barking, but which was howling as if in an agony of fear. 
Before Domini and Androvsky drew near to this tent the howling 
of the dog reached them and startled them. There was in it a 
note that seemed humanly expressive, as if it were a person trying 
to scream out words but unable to from horror. Both of them 
instinctively pulled up their horses, listened, then rode forward. 
When they reached the tent they saw the dark thing lying by 
the fire. 

“ What is it ? ” Domini whispered. 

“An Arab asleep, I suppose,” Androvsky answered, staring 
at the motionless object. 

“But the dog—” She looked at the white shape leaping 
frantically against the tent. “ Are you sure ? ” 

“ It must be. Look, it is wrapped in rags and the head is 
covered.” 

“ I don’t know.” 

She stared at it. The howling of the dog grew louder, as 
if it were straining every nerve to tell them something dreadful. 

“ Do you mind getting off and seeing what it is ? I’ll hold 
the horse.” 

He swung himself out of the saddle. She caught his rein 
and watched him go forward to the thing that lay by the fire, 
bend down over it, touch it, recoil from it, then—as if with a 
determined effort—kneel down beside it on the ground and 
take the rags that covered it in his hands. After a moment of 
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contemplation of what they had hidden he dropped the rags— 
or rather threw them from him with a violent gesture—got up 
and came back to Domini, and looked at her without speaking. 
She bent down. 

“ I’ll tell you—” she said. “ I’ll tell you what it is. It's a 
dead woman.” 

It seemed to her as if the dark thing lying by the fire was 
herself. 

“Yes,” he said. “It’s a woman who has been strangled.” 

“ Poor woman! ” she said. “ Poor—poor woman 1 ” 

And it seemed to her as if she said it of herself. 


XV 

Lying in bed in the dark that night Domini heard the church 
clock chime the hours. She was not restless though she was 
wakeful. Indeed, she felt like a woman to whom an injection 
of morphia had been administered, as if she never wished to 
move again. She lay there counting the minutes that made the 
passing hours, counting them calmly, with an inexorable and 
almost cold self-possession. The process presently became 
mechanical, and she was able, at the same time, to dwell upon 
the events that had followed upon the discovery of the murdered 
woman by the tent: Androvsky’s pulling aside of the door of the 
tent to find it empty, their short ride to the encampment close 
by, their rousing up of the sleeping Arabs within, filthy nomads 
clothed in patched garments, unveiled women with wrinkled, 
staring faces, huge plaits of false hair and amulets. From 
the tents the strange figures had streamed forth into the light 
of the moon and the fading fires, gesticulating, talking loudly, 
furiously, in an uncouth language that was unintelligible to her. 
Led by Androvsky they had come to the corpse, while the air 
was rent by the frantic barking of all the guard dogs and the 
howling of the dog that had been a witness of the murder. 
Then in the night had risen the shrill wailing of the women, 
a wailing that seemed to pierce the stars and shudder out to the 
remotest confines of the desert, and in the cold white radiance 
of the moon a savage vision of grief had been presented to her 
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eyes: naked arms gesticulating as if they strove to summon 
vengeance from heaven, claw-like hands casting earth upon 
heads from which dangled Fatma hands, chains of tarnished 
silver and lumps of coral that reminded her of congealed blood, 
bodies that swayed and writhed as if stricken with convulsions 
or rent by seven devils. She remembered how strange had 
seemed to her the vast calm, the vast silence, that encompassed 
this noisy outburst of humanity, how inflexible had looked the 
enormous moon, how unsympathetic the brightly shining stars, 
how feverish and irritable the flickering illumination of the 
flames that spurted up and fainted away like things still living 
but in the agonies of death. 

Then had followed her silent ride back to Beni-Mora with 
Androvsky along the straight road which had always fascinated 
her spirit of adventure. They had ridden slowly, without 
looking at each other, without exchanging a word. She had 
felt dry and weary, like an old woman who had passed through 
a long life of suffering and emerged into a region where any 
acute feeling is unable to exist, as at a certain altitude from the 
earth human life can no longer exist. The beat of the horses’ 
hoofs upon the road had sounded hard, as her heart felt, cold as 
the temperature of her mind. Her body, which usually swayed 
to her horse’s slightest movement, was rigid in the saddle. She 
recollected that once, when her horse stumbled, she had thrilled 
with an abrupt anger that was almost ferocious, and had lifted 
her whip to lash it. But the hand had slipped down nervelessly, 
and she had fallen again into her frigid reverie. 

When they reached the hotel she had dropped to the ground 
heavily, and heavily had ascended the steps of the verandah, 
followed by Androvsky. Without turning to him or bidding him 
good-night she had gone to her room. She had not acted with 
intentional rudeness or indifference—indeed, she had felt incapable 
of an intention. Simply, she had forgotten, for the first time 
perhaps in her life, an ordinary act of courtesy, as an old person 
sometimes forgets you are there and withdraws into himself. 
Androvsky had said nothing, had not tried to attract her attention 
to himself. She had heard his steps die away on the verandah. 
Then, mechanically, she had undressed and got into beti, where 
she was now mechanically counting the passing moments. 
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Presently she became aware of her own stillness and con¬ 
nected it with the stillness of the dead woman by the tent. She 
lay, as it were, watching her own corpse as a Catholic keeps vigil 
beside a body that has not yet been put into the grave. But in 
this chamber of death there were no flowers, no lighted candles, 
no lips that moved in prayer. She had gone to bed without 
praying. She remembered that now, but with indifference. 
Dead people do not pray. The living pray for them. But even 
the watcher could not pray. Another hour struck in the belfry 
of the church. She listened to the chime and left off counting 
the moments, and this act of cessation made more perfect the 
peace of the dead woman. 

When the sun rose her sensation of death passed away, 
leaving behind it, however, a lethargy of mind and body such as 
she had never ka. before the previous night. Suzanne, 
coming in to call her, exclaimed,— 

“ Mam’zelle is ill ? ” 

‘‘No. Why should I be ill?” 

“ Mam’zelle looks so strange,” the maid said, regarding her 
with round and curious eyes. “ As if—” 

She hesitated. 

“ Give me my tea,” Domini said. 

When she was drinking it she asked,— 

“Do you know at what time the train leaves Beni-Mora—the 
passenger train ? " 

“ Yes, Mam’zelle. There is only one in the day. It goes 
soon after twelve. Monsieur Helmuth told me.” 

“Ohl” 

“ What gown will—? ” 

“ Any gown—the white linen one I had on yesterday.” 

“Yes, Mam’zelle.’’ 

“ No, not that. Any other gown. Is it going to be hot ? ” 

“Very hot, Mam’zelle. There is not a cloud in the sky.” 

“ How strange! ” Domini said, in a low voice that Suzanne 
did not hear. When she was up and dressed she said,— 

“ I am going out to Count Anteoni’s garden. I think I’ll— 
yes, I’ll take a book with me.” 

She went into her little salon and looked at the volumes 
scattered about there, some books of devotion, travel, books on 
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sport, Rossetti’s and Newman’s poems, some French novels, and 
the novels of Jane Austen, of which, oddly, considering her 
nature, she was very fond. For the first time in her life they 
struck her as shrivelled, petty chronicles of shrivelled, bloodless, 
artificial lives. She turned back into her bedroom, took up the 
little white volume of the Imitation, which lay always near her 
bed, and went out into the verandah. She looked neither to 
right nor left, but at once descended the staircase and took her 
way along the arcade. 

When she reached the gate of the garden she hesitated 
before knocking upon it. The sight of the villa, the arches, the 
white walls and clustering trees she knew so well hurt her so 
frightfully, so unexpectedly, that she felt frightened and sick, and 
as if she must go away quickly to some place which she had 
never seen, and which could call up no reminiscences in her 
mind. Perhaps she would have gone into the oasis, or along the 
path that skirted the river bed, had not Smain softly opened the 
gate and come out to meet her, holding a great velvety rose in his 
slim hand. 

He gave it to her without a word, smiling languidly with eyes 
in which the sun seemed caught and turned to glittering dark¬ 
ness, and as she took it and moved it in her fingers, looking at 
the wine-coloured petals on which lay tiny drops of water 
gleaming with thin and silvery lights, she remembered her first 
visit to the garden, and the mysterious enchantment that had 
floated out to her through the gate from the golden vistas and the 
dusky shadows of the trees, the feeling of romantic expectation 
that had stirred within her as she stepped on to the sand and 
saw before her the winding ways disappearing into dimness 
between the rills edged by the pink geraniums. 

How long ago that seemed, like a remembrance of early 
childhood in the heart of one who is old. 

Now that the gate was open she resolved to go into the 
garden. She might as well be there as elsewhere. She stepped 
in, holding the rose in her hand. One of the drops of water 
slipped from an outer petal and fell upon tlr )pd. She thought 
of it as a tear. The rose was weeping but her eyes were dry. She 
touched the rose with her lips. 

To-day the garden was like a stranger to her, but a stranger 
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with whom she had once—long, long ago—been intimate, whom 
she had trusted, and by whom she had been betrayed. She 
looked at it and knew that she had thought it beautiful and loved 
it. From its recesses had come to her troops of dreams. The 
leaves of its trees had touched her as with tender hands. The 
waters of its rills had whispered to her of the hidden things that 
lie in the breast of joy. The golden rays that played through its 
scented alleys had played, too, through the shadows of her heart, 
making a warmth and light there that seemed to come from 
heaven. She knew this as one knows of the apparent humanity 
that greeted one’s own humanity in the friend who is a friend no 
longer, and she sickened at it as at the thought of remembered 
intimacy with one proved treacherous. There seemed to her 
nothing ridiculous in this personification of the garden, as there 
had formerly seemed to her nothing ridiculous in her thought of 
the desert as a being; but the fact that she did thus instinctively 
personify the nature that surrounded her gave to the garden in 
her eyes an aspect that was hostile and even threatening, as if she 
faced a love now changed to hate, a cold and inimical watchful¬ 
ness that knew too much about her, to which she had once told 
all her happy secrets and murmured all her hopes. She did not 
hate the garden, but she felt as if she feared it. The movements 
of its leaves conveyed to her uneasiness. The hidden places, 
which once had been to her retreats peopled with tranquil bless¬ 
ings, were now become ambushes in which lay lurking enemies. 

Yet she did not leave it, for to-day something seemed to tell 
her that it was meant that she should suffer, and she bowed in 
spirit to the decree. 

She went on slowly till she reached the fumoir. She entered 
it and sat down. 

She had not seen any of the gardeners or heard the note of a 
flute. The day was very still. She looked at the narrow door¬ 
way and remembered exactly the attitude in which Count Anteoni 
had stood during their first interview, holding a trailing branch of 
the bougainvillea in his hand. She saw him as a shadow that 
the desert had taken. Glancing down at the carpet of sand she 
imagined the figure of the sand diviner crouching there and re¬ 
called his prophecy, and directly she did this she knew that she 
had believed in it. She had believed that one day she would ride 
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out into the desert in a storm, and that with her, enclosed in the 
curtains of a palanquin, there would be a companion. The 
Diviner had not told her who would be this companion. Dark¬ 
ness was about him rendering him invisible to the eyes of the 
seer. But her heart had told her. She had seen the other figure 
in the palanquin. It was a man. It was Androvsky. 

She had believed that she would go out into the desert with 
Androvsky, with this traveller of whose history, of whose soul, she 
knew nothing. Some inherent fatalism within her had told her 
so. And now—? 

The darkness of the shade beneath the trees in this inmost 
recess of the garden fell upon her like the darkness of that storm 
in which the desert was blotted out, and it was fearful to her 
because she felt that she must travel in the storm alone. Till now 
she had been very much alone in life and had realised that such 
solitude was dreary, that in it development was difficult, and that 
it checked the steps of the pilgrim who should go upward to the 
heights of life. But never till now had she felt the fierce tragedy 
of solitude, the utter terror of it. As she sat in the fumoir, look¬ 
ing down on the smoothly-raked sand, she said to herself that till 
this moment she had never had any idea of the meaning of 
solitude. It was the desert within a human soul, but the desert 
without the sun. And she knew this because at last she loved. 
'I’he dark and and silent flood of passion that lay within her had 
been released from its boundaries, the old landmarks were swept 
away for ever, the face of the world was changed. 

She loved Androvsky. Everything in her loved him j all that 
she had been, all that she was, all that she could ever be loved 
him; that which was physical in her, that which was spiritual, the 
brain, the heart, the soul, body and flame burning within it— 
all that made her the wonder that is woman, loved him. She was 
love for Androvosky. It seemed to her that she was nothing else, 
had never been anything else. The past years were nothing, the 
pain by which she was stricken when her mother fled, by which 
she was tormented when her father died blaspheming, were 
nothing. There was no room in her for anything but love of 
Androvsky. At this moment even her love of God seemed to 
have been expelled from her. Afterwards she remembered that 
She did not think of it now, For her there was a universe with 
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but one figure in it—Androvsky. She was unconscious of herself 
except as love for him. She was unconscious of any Creative 
Power to whom she owed the fact that he was there to be loved 
by her. She was passion, and he was that to which passion 
flowed. 

The world was the stream and the sea. 

As she sat there with her hands folded on her knees, her eyes 
bent down, and the purple flowers all about her, she felt simplified 
and cleansed, as if a mass of little things had been swept from her, 
leaving space for the great thing that henceforth must for ever 
dwell within her and dominate her life. The burning shame of 
which she had been conscious on the previous night, when 
Androvsky told her of his approaching departure and she was 
stricken as by a lightning flash, had died away from her utterly. 
She remembered it with wonder. How should she be ashamed 
of love ? She thought that it would be impossible to her to be 
ashamed, even if Androvsky knew all that she knew. Just then 
the immense truth of her feeling conquered everything else, made 
every other thing seem false, and she said to herself that of truth 
she did not know how to be ashamed. But with the knowledge 
of the immense truth of her love came the knowledge of the 
immense sorrow that might, that must, dwell side by side with it. 

Suddenly she moved. She lifted her eyes from the sand and 
looked out into the garden. Besides this truth within her there 
was one other thing in the world that was true. Androvsky was 
going away. While she sat there the moments were passing. 
They were making the hours that were bent upon destruction. 
She was sitting in the garden now and Androvsky was close by. 
A little time would pass noiselessly. She would be sitting there 
and Androvsky would be far away, gone from the desert, gone out 
of her life no doubt for ever. And the garden would not have 
changed. Each tree would stand in its place, each flower would 
still give forth its scent. The breeze would go on travelling 
through the lacework of the branches, the streams slipping 
between the sandy walls of the rills. The inexorable sun would 
shine, and the desert would whisper in its blue distances of the 
unseen things that always dwell beyond. And Androvsky would 
be gone. Their short intercourse, so full of pain, uneasiness, 
reserve, so fragmentary, so troubled by abrupt violences, by 
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ignorance, by a sense of horror even on the one side, and by 
an almost constant suspicion on the other, would have come 
to an end. 

She was stunned by the thought, and looked round her as if 
she expected inanimate Nature to take up arms for her against 
this fate. Yet she did not for a moment think of taking up arms 
herself. She had left the hotel without trying to see Androvsky. 
She did not intend to return to it till he was gone. The idea of 
seeking him never came into her mind. There is an intensity 
of feeling that generates action, but there is a greater intensity of 
feeling that renders action impossible, the feeling that seems to 
turn a human being into a shell of stone within which burn all 
the fires of creation. Domini knew that she would not move out 
of \ki<ifumoir till the train was creeping along the river-bed on its 
way from Beni-Mora. 

She had laid down the Imitation upon the seat by her side, 
and now she took it up. The sight of its familiar pages made 
her think for the first time, “ Do I love God any more ? ” And 
immediately afterwards came the thought, “ Have I ever loved 
Him ? The knowledge of her love for Androvsky, for this body 
that she had seen, for this soul that she had seen through the 
body like a flame through glass, made her believe just then that 
if she had ever thought—and certainly she had thought—that she 
loved a being whom she had never seen, never even imaginatively 
projected, she had deceived herself. The act of faith was not 
impossible, but the act of love for the object on which that faith 
was concentrated now seemed to her impossible. For her body, 
that remained passive, was full of a riot, a fury of life. The flesh 
that had slept was awakened and knew itself. And she could no 
longer feel that she could love that which her flesh could not 
touch, that which could not touch her flesh. And she said to 
herself, without terror, even without regret, “ I do not love, I 
never have loved, God.” 

She looked into the book: 

“Unspeakable, indeed, is the sweetness of thy contemplation, 
which thou bestowest on them that love thee.” 

The sweetness of thy contemplation! She remembered 
Androvsky’s face looking at her out of the heart of the sun as 
they met for the first time in the blue country. In that moment 
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she put him consciously in the place of God, and there was 
nothing within her to say, “ You are committing mortal sin.” 

She looked into the book once more and her eyes fell 
upon the words which she had read on her first morning in 
Beni-Mora: 

“ Love watcheth, and sleeping, slumbereth not. When weary 
it is not tired; when straitened it is not constrained; when 
frightened it is not disturbed; but like a vivid flame and a 
burning torch it mounteth upwards and securely passeth 
through all. Whosoever loveth knoweth the cry of this voice.” 

She had always loved these words and thought them the most 
beautiful in the book, but now they came to her with the newness 
of the first spring morning that ever dawned upon the world. 
The depth of them was laid bare to her, and, with that depth, the 
depth of her own heart. The paralysis of anguish passed from 
her. She no longer looked to Nature as one dumbly seeking 
help. For they led her to herself, and made her look into herself 
and her own love and know it. “ When frightened it is not dis¬ 
turbed—^it securely passeth through all.” That was absolutely 
true—true as her love. She looked down into her love, and she 
saw there the face of God, but thought she saw the face of human 
love only. And it was so beautiful and so strong that even the 
tears upon it gave her courage, and she said to herself, “ Nothing 
matters, nothing can matter so long as I have this love within me. 
He is going away, but I am not sad, for I am going with him—my 
love, all that I am—that is going with him, will always be with 
him.” 

Just then it seemed to her that if she had seen Androvsky 
lying dead before her on the sand she could not have felt un¬ 
happy. Nothing could do harm to a great love. It was the 
one permanent, eternally vital thing, clad in an armour of fire 
that no weapon could pierce, free of all terror from outside 
things because it held its safety within its own heart, everlastingly 
enough, perfectly, flawlessly complete for and in itself. From 
that moment fear left her, restlessness left her. Anyone looking 
in upon her from the garden would have looked in upon a 
great, calm happiness. 

Presently there came a step upon the sand of the garden 
walks. A man, going slowly, with a sort of passionate reluctance, 
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as if something immensely strong was trying to hold him back, 
but was conquered with difficulty by something still stronger 
that drove him on, came out of the fierce sunshine into the 
shadow of the garden, and began to search its silent recesses. 
It was Androvsky. He looked bowed and old and guilty. 
The two lines near his mouth were deep. His lips were working. 
His thin cheeks had fallen in like the cheeks of a man devoured 
by a wasting illness, and the strong tinge of sunburn on them 
seemed to be but an imperfect mask to a pallor that, fully 
visible, would have been more terrible than that of a corpse. 
In his eyes there was a fixed expression of ferocious grief that 
seemed mingled with ferocious anger, as if he were suffering 
from some dreadful misery, and cursed himself because he 
suffered, as a man may curse himself for doing a thing that he 
chooses to do but need not do. Such an expression may 
sometimes be seen in the eyes of those who are resisting a 
great temptation. 

He began to search the garden, furtively but minutely. 
Sometimes he hesitated. Sometimes he stood still. Then he 
turned back and went a little way towards the wide sweep of 
sand that was bathed in sunlight where the villa stood. Then, 
with more determination, and walking faster, he again made his 
way through the shadows that slept beneath the densely-growing 
trees. As he passed between them he several times stretched 
out trembling hands, broke off branches and threw them on the 
sand, treading on them heavily and crushing them down below 
the surface. Once he spoke to himself in a low voice that 
shook as if with difficulty dominating sobs that were rising in 
his throat. 

“ De profundis —” he said. “ De profundis—de prqfundis —” 

His voice died away. He took hold of one hand with the 
other and went on silently. 

Presently he made his way towards the fumoir in which 
Domini was still sitting, with one hand resting on the open 
page whose words had lit up the darkness in her spirit. He 
came to it so softly that she did not hear his step. He saw 
her, stood quite still under the trees, and looked at her for a 
long time. As he did so his face changed till he seemed to be¬ 
come another man. The ferocity of grief and anger faded from 
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his eyes, which were filled with an expression of profound wonder 
then of flickering uncertainty, then of hard, manly resolution— 
a fighting expression that was full of sex and passion. The 
guilty, furtive look which had been stamped upon all his 
features, specially upon his lips, vanished. Suddenly he became 
younger in appearance. His figure straightened itself. His 
hands ceased from trembling. He moved away from the trees, 
and went to the doorway of the fumoir. 

Domini looked up, saw him, and got up quietly, clasping her 
fingers round the little book. 

Androvsky stood just beyond the doorway, took off his hat, 
kept it in his hand, and said,— 

“ I came here to say good-bye.” 

He made a movement as if to come into the fumoir^ but she 
stopped it by coming at once to the opening. She felt that she 
could not speak to him enclosed within walls, under a roof. He 
drew back, and she came out and stood beside him on the 
sand. 

“ Did you know I should come ? ” he said. 

She noticed that he had ceased to call her “ Madame,” and 
also that there was in his voice a sound she had not heard in it 
before, a note of new self-possession that suggested a spirit con¬ 
centrating itself and aware of its own strength to act. 

“ No,” she answered. 

“ Were you coming back to the hotel this morning ? ” he asked. 

“ No.” 

He was silent for a moment. Then he said slowly,— 

“ Then—then you did not wish—you did not mean to see 
me again before I went ? ” 

“ It was not that. I came to the garden—I had to come—I 
had to be alone.” 

“You want to be alone?” he said. “You want to be 
alone ? ” 

Already the strength was dying out of his voice and face, and 
the old uneasiness was waking up in him. A dreadful ex¬ 
pression of pain came into his eyes. 

“ Was that why you—you looked so happy ? ” he said in a 
harsh, trembling voice. 

“When?” 
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“ I stood for a long while looking at you when you were in 
there he pointed to the fumoir—'‘ and your face was happy— 
your face was happy.” 

“ Yes, I know.” 

“ You will be happy alone?—^alone in the dese.t?” 

When he said that she felt suddenly the agony of the water¬ 
less spaces, the agony of the unpeopled wastes. Her whole 
spirit shrank and quivered, all the great joy of her love died 
within her. A moment before she had stood upon the heights 
of her heart. Now she sank into its deepest, blackest abysses. 
She looked at him and said nothing. 

“ You will not be happy alone.” 

His voice no longer trembled. He caught hold of her left 
hand, awkwardly, nervously, but held it strongly with his close to 
his side, and went on speaking. 

“ Nobody is happy alone. Nothing is—men and women— 
children—animals—” A bird flew across the shadowy space under 
the trees, followed by another bird; he pointed to them ; they 
disappeared—“ The birds, too, they must have companionship. 
Everything wants a companion.” 

“Yes.” 

“ But then—you will stay here alone in the desert ? ” 

“ What else can I do ? ” she said. 

“And that journey,” he went on, still holding her hand fast 
against his side, “ your journey into the desert—you will take it 
alone?” 

“ What else can I do ? ” she repeated in a lower voice. 

It seemed to her that he was deliberately pressing her down 
into the uttermost darkness. 

“ You will not go.” 

“ Yes, I shall go.” 

She spoke with conviction. Even in that moment—most of 
all in that moment—she knew that she would obey the summons 
of the desert. 

“ I—I shall never know the desert,” he said. “ I thought— 
it seemed to me that 1, too, should go out into it. I have 
wanted to go. You have made me want to go.” 

“I?” 

“Yes. Once you said to me that peace must dwell out 
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there. It was on the tower the—the first time you ever spoke to 
me. 

“ I remember.” 

“ I wondered—I often wonder why you spoke to me.” 

She knew he was looking at her with intensity, but she kept 
her eyes on the sand. There was something in them that she 
felt he must not see, a light that had just come into them as she 
realised that already, on the tower before she even knew him, 
she had loved him. It was that love, already born in her heart 
but as yet unconscious of its own existence, which had so 
strangely increased for her the magic of the African evening 
when she watched it with him. But before—suddenly she knew 
that she had loved Androvsky from the beginning, from the' 
moment when his face looked at her as if out of the heart of the 
sun. That was why her entry into the desert had been full of 
such extraordinary significance. This man and the desert were, 
had always been, as one in her mind. Never had she thought 
of the one without the other. Never had she been mysteriously 
called by the desert without hearing as a far-off echo the voice 
of Androvsky, or been drawn onward by the mystical summons 
of the blue distances without being drawn onward, too, by the 
mystical summons of the heart to which her own responded. 
The link between the man and the desert was indissoluble. 
She could not conceive of its being severed, and as she realised 
this, she realised also something that turned her whole nature 
into flame. 

She could not conceive of Androvsky’s not loving her, of his 
not having loved her from the moment when he saw her in the 
sun. To him, too, the desert had made a revelation—the revela¬ 
tion of her face, and of the soul behind it looking through it. In 
the flames of the sun, as they went into the desert, the flames of 
their two spirits had been blended. She knew that certainly and 
for ever. Then how could it be possible that Androvsky should 
not go out with her into the desert ? 

“Why did you speak to me ?” he said. 

“ We came into the desert together,” she answered simply. 
“We had to know each other.” 

“ And now—now—we have to say—” 

His voice ceased. Far away there was the thin sound of a 
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chime. Domini had never before heard the church bell in the 
garden, and now she felt as if she heard it not with her ears but 
with her spirit. As she heard she felt Androvsky’s hand, which 
had been hot upon hers, turn cold. He let her hand go, and 
again she was stricken by the horrible sound she had heard the 
previous night in the desert, when he turned his horse and rode 
away from her. And now, as then, he turned away from her in 
silence, but she knew that this time he was leaving her, that this 
movement was his final good-bye. With his head bowed down 
he took a few steps. He was near to a turning of the path. She 
watched him, knowing that within less than a moment she would 
be watching only the trees and the sand. She gazed at the bent 
figure, calling up all her faculties, crying out to herself passion¬ 
ately, desperately, “ Remember it—remember it as it is—there— 
before you—just as it is—for ever ” As it reached the turning, 
in the distance of the garden rose the light twitter of the flute of 
Larbi. Androvsky stopped, stood still with his back turned 
towards her. And Larbi, hidden and far off, showered out his 
little notes of African love, of love in the desert where the sun is 
everlasting, and the passion of man is hot as the sun, where 
Liberty reigns, lifting her cymbals that are as spheres of fire, and 
the footsteps of Freedom are heard upon the sand, treading to¬ 
wards the south. 

Larbi played—played on and on, untiring as the love that 
blossomed with the world, but that will not die when the world 
dies. 

Then Androvsky came back quickly till he reached the place 
where Domini was standing. He put his hands on her shoulders. 
Then he sank down on the sand, letting his hands slip down over 
her breast and along her whole body till they clasped themselves 
round her knees. He pressed his face into her dress against her 
knees. 

“ I love you," he said. “ I love you—but don’t listen to me 
—you mustn’t hear it—you mustn’t. But I must say it. I can’t 
—I can’t go till I say it. I love you—I love you.’’ 

She heard him sobbing against her knees, and the sound was -t 
as the sound of strength made audible. She put her hands 
against his temples. 

“ I am listening,’’ she said. “ I must hear it.” 
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He looked up, rose to his feet, put his hands behind her 
shoulders, held her, and set his lips on hers, pressing his whole 
body against hers. 

“ Hear it! ” he said, muttering against her lips. “ Hear it. I 
love you—I love you.” 

The two birds they had seen flew back beneath the trees, 
turned in an airy circle, rose above the trees into the blue sky, 
and, side by side, winged their way out of the garden to the 
desert. 


t 



BOOK IV 


THE JOURNEY 
XVI 

O N the evening before the day of Domini’s marriage with 
Androvsky there was a strange sunset, which attracted 
even the attention and roused the comment of the Arabs. The 
day had been calm and beautiful, one of the most lovely days of 
the North African spring, and Batouch, resting from the 
triumphant labour of superintending the final preparations for a 
long desert journey, augured a morning of Paradise for the de¬ 
parture along the straight road that led at last to Tombouctou. But 
as the radiant afternoon drew to its end there came into the blue 
sky a whiteness that suggested a heaven turning pale in the con¬ 
templation of some act that was piteous and terrible. And under 
this blanching heaven the desert, and all things and people of 
the oasis of Beni-Mora, assumed an aspect of apprehension, as if 
they felt themselves to be in the thrall of some power whose 
omnipotence they could not question and whose purpose they 
feared. This whiteness was shot, at the hour of sunset, with 
streaks of sulphur yellow, and dappled with small, ribbed clouds 
tinged with yellow-green, a bitter and cruel shade of green that 
distressed the eyes as a merciless light distresses them; but these 
colours quickly faded, and again the whiteness prevailed for a 
brief space of time before the heavy falling of a darkness un¬ 
pierced by stars. With this darkness came a faint moaning of 
hollow wind from the desert, a lamentable murmur that shuddered 
over the great spaces, crept among the palms and the flat-roofed 
houses, and died away at the foot of the brown mountains beyond 
the Hammam Salahine. The succeeding silence, short and in¬ 
tense, was like a sound of fear, like the cry of a voice lifted up in 
protest against the approach of an unknown, but dreaded, fate. 
Then the wind came again with a stronger moaning and a 
lengthened life, not yet forceful, not yet with all its powers, but 
more tenacious, more acquainted with itself and the deeds that it 
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might do when the night was black among the vast sands which 
were its birth-place, among the crouching plains and the trembling 
palm groves that would be its battle-ground. 

Batouch looked grave as he listened to the wind and the creak¬ 
ing of the palm steins one against another. Sand came upon his 
face. He pulled the hood of his burnous over his turban and across 
his cheeks, covered his mouth with a fold of his haik and stared 
into the blackness, like an animal in search of something his 
instinct has detected approaching from a distance. 

Ali was beside him in the doorway of the Caf6 Maure, a slim 
Arab boy, bronze-coloured and serious as an idol, who was a 
troubadour of the Sahara, singer of “Janat” and many love- 
songs, player of the guitar backed with sand tortoise and faced 
with stretched goatskin. Behind them swung an oil lamp fastened 
to a beam of palm, and the red ashes glowed in the coffee niche 
and shed a ray upon the shelf of small white cups with faint designs 
of gold. In a corner, his black face and arms faintly relieved 
against the wall, an old negro crouched, gazing into vacancy 
with bulging eyes, and beating with a curved palm stem upon an 
oval drum, whose murmur was deep and hollow as the murmur 
of the wind, and seemed indeed its echo prisoned within the 
room and striving to escape. 

“There is sand on my eyelids,” said Batouch. “It is bad 
for to-morrow. When Allah sends the sand we should cover 
the face and play the ladies’ game within xSx^cafe, we should not 
travel on the road towards the south.” 

Ali said nothing, but drew up his haik over his mouth and nose, 
and looked into the night, folding his thin hands in his burnous. 

“ Achmed will sleep in the Bordj of Arba,” continued Batouch 
in a low, murmuring voice, as if speaking to himself. “And the 
beasts will be in the court. Nothing can remain outside, for 
there will be a greater roaring of the wind at Arba. Can it be the 
will of Allah that we rest in the tents to-morrow ? ” 

Ali made no answer. The wind had suddenly died down. 
The sand grains came no more against their eyelids and the folds 
of their haiks. Behind them the negro’s drum gave out mono¬ 
tonously its echo of the wind, filling the silence of the night. 

“ Whatever Allah sends,” Batouch went on softly after a pause, 
“ Madame will go. She is brave as the lion. There is no jackal 
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in Madame. Irena is not more brave that she is. But Madame 
will never wear the veil for a man’s sake. She will not wear the 
veil, but she could give a knife-thrust if he were to look at another 
woman as he has looked at her, as he will look at her to-morrow. 
She is proud as a Touareg and there is fierceness in her. But he 
will never look at another woman as he will look at her to-morrow. 
The Roumi is not as we are.” 

The wind came back to join its sound with the drum, im¬ 
prisoning the two Arabs in a muttering circle. 

“ They will not care,” said Batouch. “ They will go out into 
the storm without fear.” 

The sand pattered more sharply on his eyelids. He drew 
back into the cafe. Ali followed him, and they squatted down 
side by side upon the ground and looked before them seriously. 
The noise of the wind increased till it nearly drowned the noise 
of the negro’s drum. Presently the one-eyed owner of the cafe 
brought them two cups of coffee, setting the cups near their 
stockinged feet. They rolled two cigarettes and smoked in 
silence, sipping the coffee from time to time. Then Ali began 
to glance towards the negro. Half shutting his eyes, and assum¬ 
ing a languid expression that was almost sickly, he stretched his 
lips in a smile, gently moving his head from side to side. Batouch 
watched him. Presently he opened his lips and began to sing :— 

“ The love of women is like a date that is golden in the sun, 

That is golden— 

The love of women is like a gazelle that comes to drink— 

To drink at the water springs— 

The love of women is like the nargileh, and like the dust of the keef 
That is mingled with tobacco and with honey. 

Put the reed betucen thy lips, O loving man ! 

And draw dreams from the hashish that is the love of women 1 
Janat I Janat ! Janat !” 

The wind grew louder and sand was blown along the cafi 
floor and about the coffee-cups. 

“ The love of women is like the rose of the Caid’s garden 
That is full of silver tears— 

The love of women is like the first day of the spring 

When the children play at Cora— 

The love of women is like the Derbouka that has been warmed at the fire 
And gives out a sweet sound. 

Take it in thy hands, O loving man I 

And sing to the Derbouka that is the love of women. 

Janat! Janat! Janat!" 
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In the doorway, where the lamp swung from the beam, a 
man in European dress stood still to listen. The wind wailed 
behind him and stirred his clothes. His eyes shone in the faint 
light with a fierceness of emotion in which there was a joy that 
was almost terrible, but in which there seemed also to be some¬ 
thing that was troubled. When the song died away, and only the 
voices of the wind and the drum spoke to the darkne-ss, he dis¬ 
appeared into the night. The Arabs did not see him. 

“ Janat! Janat! Janat 

The night drew on and the storm increased. All the doors 
of the houses were closely shut. Upon the roofs the guard dogs 
crouched, shivering and whining, against the earthen parapets. 
The camels groaned in the fondouks, and the tufted heads of 
the p.alms swayed like the waves of the sea. And the Sahara 
seemed to be lifting up its voice in a summons that was 
tremendous as a summons to Judgment. 

Domini had always known that the desert would summon 
her. She heard its summons now in the night without fear. 
The roaring of the tempest rvas sweet in her cars as the sound of 
the Derbouka to the loving man of the sands. It accorded with 
the fire that lit up the cloud of passion in her heart. Its 
wildness marched in step with a marching wildness in her veins 
and pulses. For her gipsy blood was astir to-night, and the 
recklessness of the boy in her seemed to clamour with the 
storm. The sound of the wind was as the sound of the clashing 
cymbals of Liberty, calling her to the adventure that love would 
glorify, to the far-away life that love would make perfect, to 
the untrodden paths of the sun of which she had dreamed in 
the shadows, and on which she would set her feet at last with the 
comrade of her soul. 

To-morrow her life would begin, her real life, the life of which 
men and w'omen dream as the prisoner dreams of freedom. 
And she was glad, she thanked God, that her past years had 
been empty of joy, that in her youth she had been robbed of 
youth’s pleasures. She thanked God that she had come to maturity 
without knowing love. It seemed to her that to love in early 
life was almost pitiful, was a catastrophe, an experience for which 
the soul was not ready, and so could not appreciate at its full and 
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wonderful value. She thought of it as of a child being taken away 
from the world to Paradise without having known the pain of 
existence in the world, and at that moment she worshipped 
suffering. Every tear that she had ever shed she loved, every weary 
hour, every despondent thought, every cruel disappointment. 
She called around her the congregation of her past sorrows, and 
she blessed them and bade them depart from her for ever. 

As she heard the roaring of the wind she smiled. The 
Sahara was fulfilling the words of the Diviner. To-morrow she 
and Androvsky would go out into the storm and the 
darkness together. The train of camels would be lost in the 
desolation of the desert. And the people of Beni-Mora would 
see it vanish, and, perhaps, would pity those who were hidden by 
the curtains of the palanquin. They would pity her as Suzanne 
pitied her, openly, with eyes that were tragic. She laughed 
aloud. 

It was late in the night. Midnight had sounded yet she did 
not go to bed. She feared to sleep, to lose the consciousness of 
her joy, of the glory which had come into her life. She was a 
miser of the golden hours of this black and howling night. To 
sleep would be to be robbed. A splendid avarice in her rebelled 
against the thought of sleep. 

Was Androvsky sleeping? She wondered and longed to 
know. 

To-night she was fully aware for the first time of the inherent 
fearlessness of her character, which was made perfect at last by 
her perfect love. Alone, she had always had courage. Even in 
her most listless hours she had never been a craven. But now 
she felt the completeness of a nature clothed in armour that 
rendered it impregnable. It was a strange thing that man 
should have the power to put the finishing touch to God’s work, 
that religion should stoop to be a handmaid to faith in a human 
being. But she did not think it strange. Everything in life seemed 
to her to be in perfect accord because her heart was in perfect 
accord with another heart. 

And she welcomed the storm. She even welcomed something 
else that came to her now in the storm : the memory of the sand 
diviner’s tortured face as he gazed down reading her fate in the 
sand. For what was an untroubled fate ? Surely a life that crept 
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along the hollows and had no impulse to call it to the heights. 
Knowing the flawless perfection of her armour she had a wild 
longing to prove it. She wished that there should be assaults 
upon her love, because she knew she could resist them one and 
all, and she wished to have the keen joy of resisting them. There 
is a health of body so keen and vital that it desires combat. The 
soul sometimes knows a precisely similar health and is filled with 
a similar desire. 

“ Put my love to the proof, 0 God! ” was Domini’s last prayer 
that night when the storm was at its wildest. “ Put my love to 
the uttermost proof that he may know it, as he can never know it 
otherwise.” 

And she fell asleep at length, peacefully, in the tumult of the 
night, feeling that God had heard her prayer. 

The dawn came struggling like an exhausted pilgrim through 
the windy dark, and faint, with no courage, it seemed, to 
grow bravely into day. As if with the sedulous effort of some¬ 
thing weary but of unconquered will, it slowly lit up Beni-Mora 
with a feeble light that flickered in a cloud of whirling sand, 
revealing the desolation of an almost featureless void. The 
village, the whole oasis, was penetrated by a passionate fog that 
instead of brooding heavily, phlegmatically, over the face of life 
and nature travelled like a demented thing bent upon instant 
destruction, and coming thus cloudily to be more free for crime. 
It was an emissary of the desert, propelled with irresistible force 
from the farthest recesses of the dunes, and the desert itself seemed 
to be hurrying behind it as if to spy upon the doing of its deeds. 
As the sea in a great storm rages against the land, ferocious that 
land should be, so the desert now raged against the oasis that 
ventured to exist in its bosom. Every palm tree was the victim 
of its wrath, every running rill, every liabitation of man. Along 
the tunnels of mimosa it went like a foaming tide through a 
cavern, roaring towards the mountains. It returned and swept 
about the narrow streets, eddying at the corners, beating upon 
the palm-wood doors, behind which the painted dancing-girls 
were cowering, cold under their pigments and their heavy jewels, 
their red hands trembling and clasping one another, clamouring 
about the minarets of the mosques on which the frightened doves 
were sheltering, shaking the fences that shut in the gazelles in 
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their pleasaunce, tearing at the great statue of the Cardinal that 
faced it resolutely, holding up the double cross as if to exorcise 
it, battering upon the tall, white tower on whose summit Domini 
had first spoken with Androvsky, raging through the alleys of 
Count Anteoni’s garden, the arcades of his villa, the window- 
spaces of the fumoir, from whose walls it tore down frantically 
the purple petals of the bougainvillea and dashed them, like 
enemies defeated, upon the quivering paths which were made of 
its own body. 

Everywhere in the oasis it came with a lust to kill, but surely 
its deepest enmity was concentrated upon the Catholic Church. 

There, despite the tempest, people were huddled, drawn 
together not so much by the ceremony that was to take place 
within as by the desire to see the departure of an unusual 
caravan. In every desert centre news is propagated with a 
rapidity seldom equalled in the homes of civilisation. It runs 
from mouth to mouth like fire along straw. And Batouch, in 
his glory, had not been slow to speak of the wonders prepared 
under his superintendence to make complete the desert journey 
of his mistress and Androvsky. The main part of the camp had 
already gone forward, and must have reached Arba, the first halt¬ 
ing stage outside Beni-Mora; tents, the horses for the Roumis, 
the mules to carry necessary baggage, the cooking utensils and 
the guard dogs. But the Roumis themselves were to depart 
from the church on camel-back directly the marriage was accom¬ 
plished. Domini, who bad a native hatred of everything that 
savoured of ostentation, had wished for a tiny expedition, and 
would gladly have gone out into the desert with but one tent, 
Batouch and a servant to do the cooking. But the journey was 
to be long and indefinite, an aimless wandering through the land 
of liberty towards the south, without fixed purpose or time of 
returning. She knew nothing of what was necessary for such a 
journey, and tired of ceaseless argument, and too much occupied 
with joy to burden herself with detail, at last let Batouch have 
his way. 

“ I leave it to you, Batouch,” she said. “ But, remember, as 
few people and beasts as possible. And as you say we must have 
camels for certain parts of the journey, we will travel the first 
stage on camel-back.” 
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Consciously she helped to fulfil the prediction of the Diviner, 
and then she left Batouch free. 

Now outside the church, shrouded closely in hoods and haiks, 
grey and brown bundles with staring eyes, the desert men were 
huddled against the church wall in the wind, Hadj was there, 
and Smai'n, sheltering in his burnous roses from Count Anteoni’s 
garden. Larbi had come with his flute and the perfume-seller 
from his black bazaar. For Domini had bought perfumes from 
him on her last day in Beni-Mora. Most of Count Anteoni’s 
gardeners had assembled. They looked upon the Roumi lady, 
who rode magnificently, but who could dream as they dreamed, 
too, as a friend. Had she not haunted the alleys where they 
worked and idled till they had learned to expect her, and to miss 
her when she did not come ? And with those whom Domini 
knew were assembled their friends, and their friends’ friends, men ' 
of Beni-Mora, men from the near oases, and also many of those 
desert wanderers who drift in daily out of the sands to the 
centres of buying and selling, barter their goods for the goods of 
the North, or sell their loads of dates for money, and, having 
enjoyed the dissipation of the cafes and of the dancing-houses, 
drift away again into the pathless wastes which are their home. 

Few of the French population had ventured out, and the 
church itself was almost deserted when the hour for the wedding 
drew nigh. 

'I’he priest came from his little house, bending forward against 
the wind, his eyes partially protected from the driving sand by 
blue spectacles. His face, which was habitually grave, to-day 
looked sad and stern, like the face of a man about to perform a 
task that was against his inclination, even perhaps against his 
conscience. He glanced at the waiting Arabs and hastened into 
the church, taking off his spectacles as he did so, and wiping his 
eyes, which were red from the action of the sand-grains, with a 
silk pocket-handkerchief. When he reached the sacristy he shut 
himself into it alone for a moment. He sat down on a chair and, 
leaning his arms upon the wooden table that stood in the centre 
of the room, bent forward and stared before him at the wall 
opposite, listening to the howling of the wind. 

Father Roubier had an almost passionate affection for his 
little church of Beni-Mora. So long and ardently had he prayed 
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and taught in it, so often had he passed the twilight hours in it 
alone wrapped in religious reveries, or searching his conscience 
for the shadows of sinful thoughts, that it had become to him as 
a friend, and more than a friend. He thought of it sometimes as 
his confessor and sometimes as his child. Its stones were to him 
as flesh and blood, its altars as lips that whispered consolation in 
answer to his prayers. The figures of its saints were heavenly 
companions. In its ugliness he perceived only beauty, in its 
tawdriness only the graces that are sweet offerings to God. The 
love that, had he not been a priest, he might have given to a 
woman he poured forth upon his church, and with it that other 
love which, had it been the design of his Heavenly Father, would 
have fitted him for the ascetic, yet impassioned, life of an ardent 
and devoted monk. To defend this consecrated building against 
outrage he would, without hesitation, have given his last drop of 
blood. And now he was to perform in it an act against which 
his whole nature revolted ; he w'as to join indissolubly the lives of 
these two strangers who had come to Beni-Mora—Domini Enfilden 
and Boris Androvsky. He was to put on the surplice and white 
stole, to say the solemn and irreparable “ Ego J ungo,” to sprinkle 
the ring with holy water and bless it. 

As he sat there alone, liste ning to the howling of the storm 
outside, he went mentally through the coming ceremony. He 
thought of the wonderful grace and beauty of the prayers of 
benediction, and it seemed to him that to pronounce them with 
his lips, while his nature revolted against his own utterance, was 
to perform a shameful act, was to offer an insult to this little 
church he loved. 

Yet how could he help performing this act ? He knew that 
he would do it. Within a few minutes he would be standing 
before the altar, he would be looking into the faces of this man 
and woman whose love he was called upon to consecrate. He 
would consecrate it, and they would go out from him into the 
desert man and wife. They would be lost to his sight in the 
storm. 

His eyes fell upon a silver crucifix that was hanging upon the 
wall in front of him. He was not a very imaginative man, not a 
man given to fancies, a dreamer of dreams more real to him than 
life, or a seer of visions. But to-day he was stirred, and perhaps 
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the unwonted turmoil of his mind acted subtly upon his nervous 
system. Afterwards he felt certain that it must have been so, for 
in no other way could he account for a fantasy that beset him at 
this moment. 

As he looked at the crucifix there came against the church a 
more furious beating of the wind, and it seemed to him that the 
Christ upon the cross shuddered. 

He saw it shudder. He started, leaned across the table and 
stared at the crucifix with eyes that were full of an amazement that 
was mingled with horror. Then he got up, crossed the room 
and touched the crucifix with his finger. As he did so, the 
acolyte, whose duty it was to help him to robe, knocked at the 
sacristy door. The sharp noise recalled him to himself. He 
knew that for the first time in his life he had been the slave of an 
optical delusion. He knew it, and yet he could not banish the 
feeling that God himself was averse from the act that he was on 
the point of committing in this church that confronted Islam, 
that God himself shuddered as surely even He, the Creator, must 
shudder at some of the actions of His creatures. And this feeling 
added immensely to the distress of the priest’s mind. In per¬ 
forming this ceremony he now had the dreadful sensation that he 
was putting himself into direct antagonism with God. His 
instinctive horror of Androvsky had never been so great as it was 
to-day. In vain he had striven to conquer it, to draw near to 
this man who roused all the repulsion of his nature. His eflforts 
had been useless. He had prayed to be given the sympathy for 
this man that the true Christian ought to feel towards every human 
being, even the most degraded. But he felt that his prayers had 
not been answered. With every day his antipathy for Androvsky 
increased. Yet he was entirely unable to ground it upon any 
definite fact in Androvsky’s character. He did not know that 
character. The man was as much a mystery to him as on the 
day when they first met. And to this living mystery from which 
his soul recoiled he was about to consign, with all the beautiful 
and solemn blessings of his Church, a woman whose character he 
respected, whose innate purity, strength and nobility he had 
quickly divined, and no less quickly learned to love. 

It was a bitter, even a horrible, moment to him. 

The little acolyte, a French boy, son of the postmaster of 
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Beni-Mora, was startled by the sight of the Father’s face when he 
opened the sacristy door. He had never before seen such an 
expression of almost harsh pain in those usually kind eyes, and 
he drew back from the threshold like one afraid. His movement 
recalled the priest to a sharp consciousness of the necessities of 
the moment, and with a strong effort he conquered his pain 
sufficiently to conceal all outward expression of it. He smiled 
gently at the little boy and said,— 

“Is it time?” 

The child looked reassured. 

“Yes, Father.” 

He came into the sacristy and went towards the cupboard 
where the vestments were kept, passing the silver crucifix. As 
he did so he glanced at it. He opened the cupboard, then stood 
for a moment and again turned his eyes to the Christ. The 
Father watched him. 

“What are you looking at, Paul? ” he asked. 

“Nothing, Father,” the boy replied, with a sudden expression 
of reluctance that was almost obstinate. 

And he began to take the priest’s robes out of the cupboard. 

Just then the wind wailed again furiously about the church, 
and the crucifix fell down upon the floor of the sacristy. 

The priest started forward, picked it up, and stood with it in 
his hand. He glanced at the wall, and saw at once that the nail 
to which the crucifix had been fastened had come out of its hole. 
A flake of the plaster had been detached, perhaps some days ago, 
and the hole had become too large to retain the nail. The ex¬ 
planation of the matter was perfectly simple and comjrrehensible. 
Yet the priest felt as if a catastrophe had just taken place. As 
he stared at the cross he heard a little noise near him. The 
acolyte was crying. 

“Why, Paul, what’s the matter?” he said. 

“Why did it do that?" exclaimed the boy, as if alarmed. 
“ Why did it do that ? ” 

“ Perhaps it was the wind. Everything is shaking. Come, 
come, my child, there is nothing to be afraid of.” 

He laid the crucifix on the table. Paul dried his eyes with 
his fists. 

“ I don’t like to-day,” he said. “ I don’t like to-day." 
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The priest patted him on the shoulder. 

“The weather has upset you,” he said, smiling. 

But the nervous behaviour of the child deepened strangely 
his own sense of apprehension. When he had robed he waited 
for the arrival of the bride and bridegroom. There was to be 
no mass, and no music except the Wedding March, which the 
harmonium player, a Marseillais employed in the date-packing 
trade, insisted on performing to do honour to Mademoiselle 
Enfilden, who had taken such an interest in the music of the 
church. ’Androvsky, as the priest had ascertained, had been 
brought up in the Catholic religion, but, when questioned, he had 
said quietly that he was no longer a practising Catholic and that 
he never went to confession. Under these circumstances it was 
not possible to have a nuptial mass. The service would be short 
and plain, and the priest was glad that this was so. Presently the 
harmonium player came in. 

“ I may play my loudest to-day, Father,” he said, “ but no one 
will hear me." 

He laughed, settled the pin—Joan of Arc’s face in metal— 
in his azure blue necktie, and added,— 

“Nom d’un chien, the wind’s a cruel wedding guest!” 

The priest nodded without speaking. 

“Would you believe. Father,” the man continued, “that 
Mademoiselle and her husband are going to start for Arba from 
the church door in all this storm 1 Batouch is getting the 
palanquin on to the camel. How they will ever—” 

“ Hush! ” said the priest, holding up a warning finger. 

This idle chatter displeased him in the church, but he had 
another reason for wishing to stop the conversation. It renewed 
his dread to hear of the projected journey, and made him see, 
as in a shadowy vision, Domini Enfilden’s figure disappearing 
into the windy desolation of the desert protected by the living 
mystery he hated. Yes, at this moment, he no longer denied it 
to himself. There was something in Androvsky that he actually 
hated with his whole soul, hated even in his church, at the very 
threshold of the altar where stood the tabernacle containing the 
sacred Host. As he thoroughly realised this for a moment he was 
shocked at himself, recoiled mentally from his own feeling. But 
then something within him seemed to rise up and say, “Perhaps 
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it is because you are near to the Host that you hate this man. 
Perhaps you are right to hate him when he draws nigh to the 
body of Christ.” 

Nevertheless when, some minutes later, he stood within the 
altar rails and saw the face of Domini, he was conscious of 
another thought, that came through his mind, dark with doubt, 
like a ray of gold: “Can I be right in hating what this good 
woman—this woman whose confession 1 have received, whose 
heart I know—can I be right in hating what she loves, in fearing 
what she trusts, in secretly condemning what she o{>enly en¬ 
thrones?” And almost in despite of himself he felt reassured 
for an instant, even happy in the thought of what he was 
about to do. 

Domini’s face at all times suggested strength. The mental 
and emotional power of her were forcibly expressed, too, through 
her tall and athletic body, which was full of easy grace, but full, 
too, of well-knit firmness. To-day she looked not unlike a 
splendid Amazon who could have been a splendid nun had she 
entered into religion. As she stood there by Androvsky, simply 
dressed for the wild journey that was before her, the slight hint 
in her personality of a Spartan youth, that stamped her with a 
very definite originality, was blended with, even transfigured by, 
a womanliness so intense as to be almost fierce, a womanliness 
that had the fervour, the glowing vigour of a glory that had 
suddenly become fully aware of itself, and of all the deeds that 
it could not only conceive but do. She was triumph embodied 
in the flesh, not the triumph that is a school-bully but that spreads 
wings, conscious at last that the human being has kinship with 
the angels, and need not, should not, wait for death to seek 
bravely their comradeship. She was love triumphant, woman 
utterly fearless because instinctively aware that she was fulfilling 
her divine mission. 

As he gazed at her the priest had a strange thought—of how 
Christ’s face must have looked when He said, “Lazarus, come 
forth!” 

Androvsky stood by her, but the priest did not look at him. 

The wind roared round the church, the narrow windows 
rattled, and the clouds of sand driven against them made a 
pattering as of fingers tapping frantically upon the glass. The 



THE JOURNEY 


303 


bufF-coloured curtains trembled, and the dusty pink ribands tied 
round the ropes of the chandeliers shook incessantly to and fro, 
as if striving to escape and to join the multitudes of torn and 
disfigured things that were swept through space by the breath 
of the storm. Beyond the windows, vaguely seen at moments 
through the clouds of sand, the outlines of the palm leaves 
wavered, descended, rose, darted from side to side, like hands of 
the demented. 

Suzanne, who was one of the witnesses, trembled, and moved 
her full lips nervously. She disapproved utterly of her mistress’s 
wedding, and still more of a honeymoon in the desert. For 
herself she did not care. Very shortly she was going to marry 
Monsieur Hclmuth, the imjrortant person in livery who ac¬ 
companied the hotel omnibus to the station, and meanwhile she 
was to remain at Beni-Mora under the chaperonage of Madame 
Armande, the proprietress of the hotel. But it shocked her thai 
a mistress of hers, and a member of the English aristocracy, 
should be married in a costume suitable for a camel ride, and 
should start off to go k bon Dieu alone knew where, shut up in 
a palanquin like any black woman covered with lumps of coral 
and bracelets like handcuffs. 

The other witnesses were the mayor of Beni-Mora, a middle- 
aged doctor, who wore the conventional evening-dress of French 
ceremony, and looked as if the wind had made him as sleepy as 
a bear on the point of hibernating, and the son of Madame 
Armande, a lively young man, with a bullet head and eager, 
black eyes. The latter took a keen interest in the ceremony, 
but the mayor blinked pathetically, and occasionally rubbed his 
large hooked nose as if imploring it to keep his whole person from 
drooping down into a heavy doze. 

The priest, speaking in a conventional voice that was strangely 
inexpressive of his inward emotion, asked Androvsky and Domini 
whether they would take each other for wife and husband, and 
listened to their replies. Androvsky’s voice sounded to him 
hard and cold as ice when it replied, and suddenly he thought of 
the storm as raging in some northern land over snow-bound wastes 
whose scanty trees were leafless. But Domini’s voice was clear, 
and warm as the sun that would shine again over the desert when 
the storm was past. The mayor, constraining himself to keep 
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awake a little longer, gave Domini away, while Suzanne dropped 
tears into a pocket-handkerchief edged with rose-coloured frilling, 
the gift of Monsieur Helmuth. Then, when the troths had been 
plighted in the midst of a more passionate roaring of the wind, 
the priest, conquering a terrible inward reluctance that beset him 
despite his endeavour to feel detached and format, merely a 
priest engaged in a ceremony that it was his office to carry out, 
but in which he had no personal interest, spoke the fateful 
words,— 

“ E^o conjungo vos in matrimonium in nomine Fatris et Filii et 
Spiriius Saudi. Amen.” 

He said this without looking at the man and woman who stood 
before him, the man on the right hand and the woman on the 
left, but when he lifted his hand to sprinkle them with holy 
water he could not forbear glancing at them, and he saw Domini 
as a shining radiance, but Androvsky as a thing of stone. With 
a movement that seemed to the jiriest sinister in its oppressed 
deliberation, Androvsky placed gold and silver upon the book 
with the marriage ring. 

The priest spoke again, slowly, in the uproar of the wind, after 
blessing the ring. 

'' Adjutorium nostrum in tiomim Domini.” 

After the reply the Domine, exaudiorationem meam,” the 
clamor” the Dominus voMscum,” and the Et cum spiritu 
tuo” the “ Oremus,” and the prayer following, he sprinkled the 
ring with holy water in the form of a cross and gave it to 
Androvsky to give with gold and silver to Domini. Androvsky 
took the ring, repeated the formula, “With this ring,” etc., then 
still, as it seemed to the priest, with the same sinister delibera¬ 
tion, placed it on the thumb of the bride’s uncovered hand, say¬ 
ing, “/« the name of the Father,” then on her second linger, 
saying, Of the Son,” then on her third finger, saying, “ Of the 
Holy Ghost,” then on her fourth finger. But at this moment, 
when he should have said “Amen,” there was a long pause of 
silence. During it—why he did not know—the priest found him¬ 
self thinking of the saying of .St Isidore of Seville that the ring of 
marriage is left on the fourth finger of the bride’s hand because 
that finger contains a vein directly connected with the heart. 

“ Amen.” 
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Androvsky had spoken. The priest started, and went on 
with the “ Confirma hoc, Deus.” And from this point until the 
“ Per Christum Dominum nostrum, Amen” which, since there was 
no Mass, closed the ceremony, he felt more master of himself 
and his emotions than at any time previously during this day. 
A sensation of finality, of the irrevocable, came to him. He said 
within himself, “ This matter has passed out of my hands into 
the liands of God.” And in the midst of the violence of the 
storm a calm stole upon his spirit. “ God knows best! ” he said 
within himself. “ God knows best 1 ” 

Those words and the state of feeling that was linked with 
them were, and had always been to him as mighty protecting arms 
that uplifted him above the beating waves of the sea of life. The 
Wedding March sounded when the priest bade good-bye to the 
husband and wife whom he had made one. He was able to do 
it tranquilly. He even pressed Androvsky’s hand. 

“Be good to her,” he said. “She is—she is a good woman.” 

To his surprise Androvsky suddenly wrung his hand almost 
passionately, and the priest saw that there were tears in his eyes. 

That night the priest prayed long and earnestly for all 
wanderers in the desert. 

When Domini and Androvsky came out from the church they 
saw vaguely a camel lying down before the door, bending its head 
and snarling fiercely. Upon its back was a palanquin of dark-red 
stuff, with a roof of stuff stretched upon strong, curved sticks, and 
curtains which could be drawn or undrawn at pleasure. The 
desert men crowded about it like eager phantoms in the wind, 
half seen in the driving mist of sand. Clinging to Androvsky’s 
arm, Domini struggled forward to the camel. As she did so, 
Smai'n, unfolding for an instant his burnous, pressed into her 
hands his mass of roses. She thanked him with a smile he 
scarcely saw and a word that was borne away upon the wind. At 
Larbi’s lips she saw the little flute and his thick fingers fluttering 
upon the holes. She knew that he was playing his love-song for 
her, but she could not hear it except in her heart. The perfume- 
seller sprinkled her gravely with essence, and for a moment she 
felt as if she were again in his dark bazaar, and seemed to catch 
among the voices of the storm the sound of men muttering 
prayers to Allah as in the mosque of Sidi-Zerzour. 

0 
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Then she was in the palanquin with Androvsky close beside her. 

At this moment Batouch took hold of the curtains of the 
palanquin to draw them close, but she put out her hand and 
stopped him. She wanted to see the last of the church, of the 
tormented gardens she had learnt to love. 

He looked astonished, but yielded to her gesture, and told the 
camel-drivcr to make the animal rise to its feet. The driver 
took his stick and plied it, crying out, “ A-ah! A-ah! ” The 
camel turned its head towards him, showing its teeth, and snarl¬ 
ing with a sort of dreary passion. 

“ A-ah ! ” shouted the driver. “ A-ah ! A-ah 1 ” 

The camel began to get up. 

As it did so, from the shrouded group of desert men one 
started forward to the palanquin, throwing off his burnous and 
gesticulating with thin naked arms, as if about to commit some 
violent act. It was the sand-diviner. Made fantastic and 
unreal by the whirling sand grains, Domini saw his lean face 
pitted with smallpox; his eyes, blazing with an intelligence that 
was demoniacal, fixed upon her; the long wound that stretched 
from his cheek to his forehead. The pleading that had been 
mingled with the almost tyrannical command of his demeanour 
had vanished now. He looked ferocious, arbitrary, like a savage 
of genius full of some frightful message of warning or rebuke. 
As the camel rose he cried aloud some words in Arabic. Domini 
heard his voice, but could not understand the words. Laying 
his hands on the stuff of the palanquin he shouted again, then 
took away his hands and shook them above his head towards 
the desert, still staring at Domini with his fanatical eyes. 

The wind shrieked, the sand grains whirled in spirals about 
his body, the camel began to move away from the church slowly 
tow'ards the village. 

“ A-ah ! ” cried the camel-driver. “ A-ah! ” 

In the storm his call sounded like a wail of despair. 


XVII 

As the voice of the Diviner fainted away on the wind, and the 
vision of his wounded face and piercing eyes was lost in the 
whirling sand grains, Androvsky stretched out his hand and drew 
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together the heavy curtains of the palanquin. The world was 
shut out. They were alone for the first time as man and wife, 
moving deliberately on this beast they could not see, but whose 
slow and monotonous gait swung them gently to and fro, out 
from the last traces of civilisation into the life of the sands. 
With each soft step the camel took they went a little farther 
from Beni-Mora, came a little nearer to that liberty of which 
Domini had sometimes dreamed, to the smiling eyes and the 
lifted spheres of fire. 

She shut her eyes now. She did not want to see her husband 
or to touch his hand. She did not want to speak. She only 
wanted to feel in the uttermost depths of her spirit this move¬ 
ment, steady and persistent, towards the goal of her earthly 
desires, to realise absolutely the marvellous truth that after years 
of lovelessness, and a dreariness more benumbing than acute 
misery, happiness more intense than any she had been able to 
conceive of in her moments of greatest yearning was being poured 
into her heart, that she was being taken to the place where she 
would be with the one human being whose presence blotted out 
even the memory of the false world and gave to her the true. 
And whereas in the dead years she had sometimes been afraid 
of feeling too much the emptiness and the desolation of her life, 
she was now afraid of feeling too little its fulness and its 
splendour, was afraid of some day looking back to this superb 
moment of her earthly fate, and being conscious that she had 
not grasped its meaning till it was gone, that she had done that 
most terrible of all things—realised that she had been happy to 
the limits of her capacity for happiness only when her happiness 
was numbered with the past. 

But could that ever be ? Was Time, such Time as this, not 
Eternity? Could such earthly things as this intense joy ever 
have been and no longer be ? It seemed to her that it could not 
be so. She felt like one who held Eternity’s hand, and went out 
with that great guide into the endlessness of supreme perfection. 
For her, just then, the Creator’s scheme was rounded to a flaw¬ 
less circle. All things fell into order, stars and men, the silent 
growing things, the seas, the mountains and the plains, fell into 
order like a vast choir to obey the command of the canticle,— 
“ Benedicite, omnia opera! ” 
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“ Bless ye the Lord ! ” The roaring of the wind about the 
palanquin became the dominant voice of this choir in Domini’s 
cars. 

“Bless ye the Lord ! ” It was obedient, not as the slave but 
as the free will is obedient, as her heart, which joined its voice 
with this wind of the desert was obedient, because it gloriously 
chose w'ith all its powers, passions, aspirations to be so. The 
real obedience is only love fulfilling its last desire, and this great 
song was the fulfilling of the last desire of all created things. 
Domini knew that she did realise the joy of this moment of her 
life now when she felt no longer that she was a woman but only 
that she was a living praise winging upw'ard to God. 

A warm, strong hand clasped hers. She opened her eyes. 
In the dim twilight of the palanquin she saw the darkness of 
Androvsky’s tall figure sitting in the crouched attitude rendered 
necessary by the peculiar seat, and swaying slightly to the move¬ 
ment of the camel. The light was so obscure that she could not 
see his eyes or clearly discern his features, but she felt that he 
was gazing at her shadowy figure, that his mind was passionately at 
work. Had he, too, been silently praising God for his happiness, 
and was he now wishing the body to join in the soul’s delight ? 

She left her hand in his passively. The sense of her woman¬ 
hood, lost for a moment in the ecstasy of worship, had returned 
to her, but with a new and tremendous meaning which seemed 
to change her nature. Androvsky forcibly pressed her hand with 
his, let it go, then pressed it again, repeating the action with a 
regularity that seemed suggested by some guidance. She imagined 
him pressing her hand each time his heart pulsed. She did not 
want to return the pressure. As she felt his hand thus closing 
and unclosing over hers, .she was conscious that she, who in their 
intercourse had played a dominant part, who had even deliberately 
brought about that intercourse by her action on the tower, now 
longed to be passive and, forgetting her own power and the 
strength and force of her nature, to lose herself in the greater 
strength and force of this man to whom she had given herself. 
Never before had she wished to be anything but strong. Nor 
did she desire weakness now, but only that his nature should rise 
above hers with eagle’s wings, that when she looked up she should 
see him, never when she looked down. She thought that to see 
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him below her would kill her, and she opened her lips to say so. 
But something in the windy darkness kept her silent. The heavy 
curtains of the palanquin shook perpetually, and the tall wooden 
rods on which they were slung creaked, making a small, incessant 
noise like a complaining, which joined itself with the more distant 
but louder noise made by the leaves of the thousands of palm 
trees dashed furiously together. From behind came the groaning 
of one of the camels, borne on the gusts of the wind, and faint 
sounds of the calling voices of the ;Vrabs who accompanied them. 
It was not a time to speak. 

She wondered where they were, in what part of the oasis, 
whether they had yet gained the beginning of the great route 
which had always fascinated her, and which was now the road to 
the goal of all her earthly desires. But there was nothing to tell 
her. She travelled in a world of dimness and the roar of wind; 
and in this obscurity and uproar, combined with perpetual though 
slight motion, she lost all count of time. She had no idea how 
long it was since she had come out of the church door with 
Androvsky. At first she thought it was only a few minutes, and 
that the camels must be just coming to the statue of the Cardinal. 
Then she thought that it might be an hour, even more; that 
Count Anteoni’s garden was long since left behind, and that they 
were passing, perhaps, aloiig the narrow streets of the village of 
old Beni-Mora, and nearing the edge of the oasis. But even in 
this confusion of mind she felt that something would tell her 
when the last palms had vanished in the sand mist and the 
caravan came out into the desert. The sound of the wind would 
surely be different when they met it on the immense flats, where 
there was nothing to break its fury. Or even if it were not dif¬ 
ferent, she felt that she would know, that the desert would surely 
speak to her in the moment when, at last, it took her to itself. 
It could not be that they would be taken by the desert and she 
not know it. But she wanted Androvsky to know it too. For 
she felt that the moment when the desert took them, man and 
wife, would be a great moment in their lives, greater even than 
that in which they met as they came into the blue country. And 
she set herself to listen, with a passionate expectation, with an 
attention so close and detcimined that it thrilled her body, and 
even affected her muscles. 
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What she was listeniiig for was a rising of the wind, a crescendo 
of its voice. She was anticipating a triumphant cry from the 
Sahara, unlimited power made audible in a sound like the blowing 
of the clarion of the sands. 

Androvsky’s hand was still on hers, but now it did not move 
as if obeying the i)ulsations of his heart. It held hers closely, 
warmly, and sent his strength to her, and presently, for an instant 
taking her mind from the desert, she lost herself in the mystery 
and the wonder of human companionship. She realised that the 
touch of Androvsky’s hand on hers altered for her herself, and 
the whole universe as it was presented to her, as she observed 
and felt it. Nothing remained as it was when he did not touch 
her. There was something stupefying in the thought, something 
almost terrible. The wonder that is alive in the tiny things of 
love, and that makes tremendously important their presence in, 
or absence from, a woman’s life, took hold on her completely for 
the first time, and set her forever in a changed world, a world in 
which a great knowledge ruled instead of a great ignorance. With 
the consciousness of exactly what Androvsky’s touch meant to her 
came a multiple consciousness of a thousand other things, all 
connected with him and her consecrated relation to him. She 
quivered with understanding. All the gates of her soul were 
being opened, and the white light of comprehension of those 
things which make life splendid and fruitful was pouring in upon 
her. Within the dim, contained space of the palanquin, that was 
slowly carried onward through the passion of the storm, there 
was an effulgence of unseen glory that grew in splendour moment 
by moment. A woman was being born of a woman, woman who 
knew herself of woman who did not know herself, woman who 
henceforth would divinely love her w’omanhood of woman who 
had often wondered why she had been created woman. 

The words muttered by the man of the sand in Count Anteoni’s 
garden were coming true. In the church of Beni-Mora the life of 
Domini had begun more really than when her mother strove in 
the pains of childbirth and her first faint cry answered the voice 
of the world’s light when it spoke to her. 

Slowly the caravan moved on. The camel-drivers sang low 
under the folds of their haiks those mysterious songs of the East 
that seem the songs of heat and solitude. Batouch, smothered 
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in his burnous, his lai^e head sunk upon his chest, slumbered 
like a potentate relieved from cares of State. Till Arba was 
reached his duty was accomplished. Ali, perched behind him 
on the camel, stared into the dimness with eyes steady and 
remote as those of a vulture of the desert. The houses of Beni- 
Mora faded in the mist of the sand, the statue of the Cardinal 
holding the double cross, the tower of the hotel, the shuddering 
trees of Count Anteoni’s garden. Along the white blur, which 
was the road the camels painfully advanced, urged by the cries 
and the sticks of the running drivers. Presently the brown 
buildings of old Beni-Mora came partially into sight, peeping 
here and there through the flying sands and the frantic palm 
leaves. The desert was at hand. 

Ali began to sing, breathing his song into the back of 
Batouch’s hood. 

“ The love of women is like the holiday song that the boy sings gaily 
In the sunny garden— 

The love of women is like the little moon, the little happy moon 
In the last night of Ramadan. 

The love of women is like the great silence that steals at dusk 
To kiss the scented blossoms of the orange tree. 

Sit thee down beneath the orange tree, O loving man 1 

That thou mayst know the kiss that tells the love of women. 

Janatl Janat! Janatl” 

Batouch stirred uneasily, pulled his hood from his eyes and 
looked into the storm gravely. Then he shifted on the camel’s 
hump and said to Ali,— 

“How shall we get to Arba? The wind is like all the 
Touaregs going to battle. And when we leave the oasis—” 

“The wind is going down, Balouch-ben-Brahim,” responded 
Ali, calmly. “ This evening the Roumis can lie in the 
tents.” 

Batouch’s thick lips curled with sarcasm. He spat into the 
wind, blew his nose in his burnous, and answered,— 

“You are a child, and can sing a pretty song, but—” 

Ali pointed with his delicate hand towards the south. 

“Do you not see the light in the sky?” 

Batouch stared before him, and perceived that there was in 
truth a lifting of the darkness beyond, a whiteness growing where 
{he desert lay. 



312 


THE GARDEN OE ALLAH 


“ As we come into the desert the wind will fall,” said Ali; 
and again lie began to sing to himself,— 

“Janat 1 Janatl Janat!” 

Domini could not see the light in the south, and no premoni¬ 
tion warned her of any coming abatement of the storm. Once 
more she had begun to listen to the roaring of the wind and to 
wait for the larger voice of the desert, for the triumphant clarion 
of the sands that would announce to her her entry with Androv- 
sky into the life of the wastes. Again she personified the Sahara, 
but now more vividly than ever before. In the obscurity she 
seemed to see it far away, like a great heroic figure, waiting for 
her and her passion, waiting in a region of gold and silken airs at 
the back of the tempest to crown her life with a joy wide as its 
dreamlike spaces, to teach her mind the inner truths that lie 
beyond the crowded ways of men, and to open her heart to the 
most profound messages of Nature. 

She listened, holding Androvsky’s hand, and she felt that he 
was listening too, with an intensity strong as her own, or stronger. 
Presently his hand closed upon hers more tightly, almost hurting 
her physically. As it did so she glanced up, but not at him, and 
noticed that the curtains of the palanquin were fluttering less 
fiercely. Once, for an instant, they were almost still. Then 
again they moved as if tugged by invisible hands; then were 
almost still once more. At the same time the wind’s voice sank 
in her ears like a music dropping downward in a hollow place. 
It rose, but swiftly sank a second time to a softer hush, and she 
perceived in the curtained enclosure a faintly growing light which 
enabled her to see, for the first time since she had left the church, 
her husband’s features. He was looking at her with an expres¬ 
sion of anticipation in which there was awe, and she realised that 
in her expectation of the welcome of the desert she had been 
mistaken. She had listened for the sounding of a clarion, but 
she was to be greeted by a still, small voice. She understood 
the awe in her husband’s eyes and shared it. And she knew at 
once, with a sudden thrill of rapture, that in the scheme of 
things there are blessings and nobilities undreamed of by man, 
and that must always come upon him with a glorious shock of 
surprise, showing him the poor faultiness of what he had thought, 
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perhaps, his most magniBcent imaginings. Elisha sought for the 
Lord in the fire and in the whirlwind; but in the still, small voice 
onward came the Lord. 

Incomparably more wonderful than what she had waited for 
seemed to her now this sudden falling of the storm, this mystical 
voice that came to them out of the heart of the sands telling 
them that they were passing at last into the arms of the Sahara. 
The wind sank rapidly. The light grew in the palanquin. From 
without the voices of the camel-drivers, and of Batouch and Ali 
talking together, reached their ears distinctly. Yet they remained 
silent. It seemed as if they feared by speech to break the spell 
of the calm that was flowing around them, as if they feared to 
interrupt the murmur of the desert. Domini now returned the 
gaze of her husband. She could not take her eyes from his, 
for she wished him to read all the joy that was in her heart; she, 
wished him to penetrate her thoughts, to understand her desires, 
to be at one with the woman who had been born on the eve of 
the passing of the wind. With the coming of this mystic calm 
was coming surely something else. The silence was bringing 
with it the fusing of two natures. The desert in this moment 
was drawing together two souls into a union which Time and 
Death would have no power to destroy. Presently the wind 
completely died away, only a faint breeze fluttered the curtains of 
the palanquin, and the light that penetrated between them here 
and there was no longer white, but sparkled with a tiny dust of 
gold. Then Androvsky moved to open the curtains, and Domini 
spoke for the first time since their marriage. 

“ Wait,” she said in a low voice. 

He dropped his hand obediently, and looked at her with 
inquiry in his eyes. 

“ Don’t let us look till we are far out,” she said, “ far away 
from Beni-Mora.” 

He made no answer, but she saw that he understood all that 
was in her heart. He leaned a little nearer to her and stretched 
out his arm as if to put it round her. But he did not put it 
round her, and she knew why. He was husbanding his great joy 
as she had husbanded the dark hours of the previous night that 
to her were golden. And that unfinished action, that impulse 
unfulfilled, showed her more clearly the depths of his passion for 
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her even than had the desperate clasp of his hands about her 
knees in the garden. Tliat which he did not do now was the 
greatest assertion possible of all that he would do in the life that 
was before them, and made her feel how entirely she belonged to 
him. Something within her trembled like a poor child before 
whom is suddenly set the prospect of a day of perfect happiness. 
She thought of the ending of this day, of the coming of the 
evening. Always the darkness had parted them; at the ending 
of this day it would unite them. In Androvsky’s eyes she read 
her thought of the darkness refieeted, reflected and yet changed, 
transmuted by sex. It was as if at that moment she read the 
same story written in two ways—by a woman and by a man, as if 
she saw Eden, not only as Eve saw it, but as Adam. 

A long time passed, but they did not feel it to be long. 
When their camel halted they unclasped their hands slowly like 
sleepers reluctantly awaking. 

They heitrd Ilatouch’s voice outside the palanquin. 

“ Madame ! ” he called. “ Madame ! ” 

“What is itasked Domini, stifling a sigh. 

“Madame should draw the curtains. We are halfway to 
Arba. It is time for I will make the camel of Madame 

lie down.” 

A loud “ A-a-ah! ” rose up, followed by a fierce groaning 
from the camel, and a lethargic, yet violent, movement that 
threw them forward and backward. They sank. A hand from 
without pulled back the curtains and light streamed over them. 
They set their feet in sand, stood up, and looked about them. 

Already they were far out in the desert, though not yet 
beyond the limit of the range of red mountains, which stretched 
forward upon their left but at no great distance beyond them 
ended in the sands. The camels were lying down in a faintly- 
defined track which was bordered upon either side by the plain 
covered with little humps of sandy soil on which grew dusty 
scrub. Above them was a sky of faint blue, heavy with banks 
of clouds towards the east, and over their heads dressed in wispy 
veils of vaporous white, through which the blue peered in sections 
that grew larger as they looked. Towards the south, where Arba 
lay on a low hill of earth, without grass or trees, beyond ground 
covered thickly with tamarisk bushes which was a feeding-place 
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for immense herds of camels, the blue was clear and the light of 
the sun intense. A delicate breeze travelled about them, stirring 
the bushes and the robes of the Arabs, who were throwing back 
their hoods, and uncovering their mouths, and smiling at them, 
but seriously, as Arabs alone can smile. Beside them stood two 
white and yellow guard dogs, blinking and looking weary. 

For a moment they stood still, blinking too, almost like the 
dogs. The change to this immensity and light from the narrow 
darkness of the palanquin overwhelmed their senses. They said 
nothing, but only stared silently. Then Domini, with a large 
gesture, stretched her arms above her head, drawing a deep breath 
which ended in a little, almost sobbing, laugh of exultation. 

“Out of prison,” she said disconnectedly. “ Out of prison— 
into this ! ” Suddenly she turned upon Androvsky and caught his 
arm, and twined both of her arms round it with a strong confidence, 
that was careless of everything in the intensity of its happiness. 

“ All my life I’ve been in prison,” she said. “ You’ve un¬ 
locked the door! ” And then, as suddenly as she had caught his 
arm, she let it go. Something surged up in her, making her 
almost afraid, or, if not that, confused. It was as if her nature 
were a horse taking the bit between its teeth preparatory to a 
tremendous gallop. Whither? She did not know. She was 
intoxicated by the growing light, the sharp, delicious air, the huge 
spaces around her, the solitude with this man who held her soul 
surely in his hands. She had always connected him with the 
desert. Now he was hers in the desert, and the desert was hers 
with him. But was it possible? Could such a fate have been 
held in reserve for her? She scarcely dared even to try to 
realise the meaning of her situation, lest at a breath it should be 
changed. Just then she felt that if she ventured to weigh and 
measure her wonderful gift Androvsky would fall dead at her feet 
and the desert be folded together like a scroll. 

“ There is Beni-Mora, Madame,” said Batouch. 

She was glad he spoke to her, turned and followed with her 
eyes his pointing hand. Far off she saw a green darkness of 
palms, and above it a white tower, small, from here, as the tower 
of a castle of dolls. 

“ The tower! ” she said to Androvsky. “ We first spoke in it, 
We must bid it good-bye.” 
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She made a gesture of farewell towards it. Androvsky 
watched the movement of her hand. She noticed now that she 
made no movement that he did not observe with a sort of 
passionate attention. The desert did not exist for him. She 
saw that in his eyes. He did not look towards the tower even 
when she repeated,— 

“ We must—we owe it that.” 

Batouch and Ali were busy spreading a cloth upon the sand, 
making it firm with little stones, taking out food, plates, knives, 
glasses, bottles from a great basket slung on one of the camels. 
They moved deftly, seriously intent upon their task. The camel- 
drivers were loosening the cords that bound the loads upon their 
beasts, who roared venomously, opening their mouths, showing 
long decayed teeth, and turning their heads from side to side 
with a serpentine movement. Domini and Androvsky were not 
watched for a moment. 

“ Why won’t you look ? Why won’t you say good-bye ? ” she 
asked, coming nearer to him on the sand softly, with a woman’s 
longing to hear him explain what she understood. 

“What do I care for it, or the palms, or the sky, or the 
desert ? ” he answered almost savagely. “ What can I care ? If 
you were mine l>ehind iron bars in that prison you spoke of— 
don’t you think it’s enough for me—too much—a cup running 
over ? ” 

And he added some words under his breath, words she could 
not hear. 

“ Not even the desert! ” she said with a catch in her voice. 

“It’s all in you. Everything’s in you — everything that 
brought us together, that we’ve watched and wanted together.” 

“ But then,” she said, and now her voice was very quiet, 
“am I peace for you?” 

“Peace!” said Androvsky. 

“ Yes. Don’t you remember once I said that there must be 
peace in the desert. Then is it in me—for you ? ” 

“ Peace ! ” he repeated. “ To-day I can’t think of peace, 
or want it. Don’t ask too much of me! Let me live to-day, 
live as only a man can who—let me live with all that is in me 
to-day—Domini. Men ask to die in peace. Oh, Domini— 
Domini!" 
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His expression was like arms that crushed her, lips that pressed 
her mouth, a heart that beat on hers. 

“ Madame est servie ! ” cried Batouch in a merry voice. 

His mistress did not seem to hear him. He cried again,— 

“ Madame est servie ! ” 

Then Domini turned round and came to the first meal in the 
sand. Two cushions lay beside the cloth upon an Arab quilt of 
white, red and orange colour. Upon the cloth, in vases of rough 
{)Ottery, stained with designs in purple, were arranged the roses 
brought by Smain from Count Anteoni’s garden. 

“ Our wedding breakfast! ” Domini said under her breath. 

She felt just then as if she were living in a wonderful romance. 

They sat down side by side and ate with a good appetite, 
served by Batouch and Ali. Now and then a pale yellow 
butterfly, yellow as the sand, flitted by them. Small yellow birds 
with crested head.s ran swiftly among the scrub, or flew low over 
the flats. In the sky the vapours gathered themselves together 
and moved slowly away towards the east, leaving the blue above 
their heads unflccked with white. With each moment the heat 
of the sun grew more intense. The wind had gone. It was 
difficult to believe that it had ever roared over the desert. A 
little way from them the camel-drivers squatted beside the beasts, 
eating flat loaves of yellow bread, and talking together in low, 
guttural voices. The guard dogs roamed round them, uneasily 
hungry. In the distance, before a tent of patched rags, a woman, 
scantily clad in bright red cotton, was suckling a child and staring 
at the caravan. 

Domini and Androvsky scarcely spoke as they ate. Once she 
said,— 

“Do you realise that this is a wedding breakfast ? ” 

She was thinking of the many wedding receptions she had 
attended in London, of crowds of smartly-dressed women staring 
enviously at tiaras, and sets of jewels arranged in cases upon 
tables, of brides and bridegrooms, looking flushed and anxious, 
standing under canopies of flowers and forcing their tired lips 
into smiles as they replied to stereotyped congratulations, while 
detectives—poorly disguised as gentlemen—hovered in the back¬ 
ground to see that none of the presents mysteriously disappeared. 
Her presents were the velvety roses in the earthen vases, the 
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breezes of the desert, the sand humps, the yellow butterflies, the 
silence that lay around like a blessing pronounced by the God who 
made the still j)laces where souls can learn to know themselves 
and their great destiny. 

“ A wedding breakfast,” Androvsky said. 

“Yes. But perhaps you have never been to one.” 

“ Never.” 

“Then you can’t love this one as much as I do.” 

“ Much more,” he answered. 

She looked at him, remembering how often in the past, when 
she had been feeling intensely, she had it borne in upon her that 
he was feeling even more intensely than herself. But could that 
be possible now ? 

“ Do you think,” she said, “ that it is possible for you, who 
have never lived in cities, to love this land as I love it ? ” 

Androvsky moved on his cushion and leaned down till his 
elbow touched the sand. Lying thus, with his chin in his hand, 
and his eyes fixed upon her, he answered,— 

“ But it is not the land I am loving.” 

His absolute concentration upon her made her think that, 
perhaps, he misunderstood her meaning in speaking of the desert, 
her joy in it. She longed to explain how he and the desert were 
linked together in her heart, and she dropped her hand upon his 
left hand, which lay palm downwards in the warm sand. 

“ I love this land,” she began, “ because I found you in it, 
because I feel—” 

She stopped. 

“ Yes, Domini ? ” he said. 

“ No, not now. I can’t tell you. There’s too much light.” 

“ Domini,” he repeated. 

Then they were silent once more, thinking of how the dark¬ 
ness would come to them at Arba. 

In the late afternoon they drew near to the Bordj, moving 
along a difficult route full of deep ruts and holes, and bordered 
on either side by bushes so tall that they looked almost like 
trees. Here, tended by Arabs who stared gravely at the strangers 
in the palanquin, were grazing immense herds of camels. 
Above the bushes to the horizon on either side of the way 
appeared the serpentine necks flexibly moving to and fro, now 
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bending deliberately towards the dusty twigs, now stretched 
straight forward as if in patient search for some solace of the 
camel’s fate that lay in the remoteness of the desert. Baby 
camels, many of them only a few days old, yet already vowed to 
the eternal pilgrimages of the wastes, with mild faces and long, 
disobedient-looking legs, ran from the caravan, nervously seeking 
their morose mothers, who cast upon them glances that seemed 
expressive of a disdainful pity. In front, beyond a watercourse, 
now dried up, rose the low hill on which stood the Bordj, a huge 
square building, with two square towers pierced with loopholes. 
From a distance it resembled a fort threatening the desert in 
mi^nificent isolation. Its towers were black against the clear 
lemon of the failing sunlight. Pigeons, that looked also black, 
flew perpetually about them, and the telegraph posts, that bordered 
the way at regular intervals on the left, made a diminishing series 
of black vertical lines sharply cutting the yellow till they were 
lost to sight in the south. 'J’o Domini these posts were like 
pointing fingers beckoning her onward to the farthest distances 
of the sun. Drugged by the long journey over the flats, and the 
unceasing caress of the air, that was like an importunate lover 
ever unsatisfied, she watched from the height on which she was 
perched this evening scene of roaming, feeding animals, staring 
nomads, monotonous herbage and vague, surely - retreating 
mountains, with quiet, dreamy eyes. Everything which she saw 
seemed to her beautiful, a little remote and a little fantastic. 
The slow movement of the camels, the swifter movements of the 
circling pigeons about the square towers on the hill, the motion¬ 
less, or gently-gliding, Arabs with their clubs held slantwise, the 
telegraph poles, one smaller than the other, diminishing till—as 
if magically—they disappeared in the lemon that was growing 
into gold, were woven together for her by the shuttle of the 
desert into a softly brilliant tapestry—one of those tapestries that 
is like a legend struck to sleep as the Beauty in her palace. As 
they began to mount the hill, and the radiance of the sky 
increased, this impression faded, for the life that centred round 
the Bordj was vivid, though sparse in comparison with the eddy¬ 
ing life of towns, and had that air of peculiar concentration which 
may be noted in pictures representing a hall in the desert. 

No longer did the strongly-built Bordj seem to Domini like a 
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fort threatening the oncoraer, but like a stalwart host welcoming 
him, a host wlio kept open house in this treeless desolation that 
yet had, for her, no feature that was desolate. It was earth- 
coloured, built of stone, and had in the middle of the facade that 
faced them an immense hospitable doorway with a white arch 
al)ove it. This doorway gave a partial view of a vast courtyard, 
in which animals and people were moving to and fro. Round 
about, under the sheltering shadow of the windowless wall, were 
many Arabs, some squatting on their haunches, some standing 
upright with their backs against the stone, some moving from one 
group to another, gesticulating and talking vivaciously. Boys 
were playing a game with stones set in an ordered series of small 
holes scooped by their fingers in the du.st. A negro crossed 
the flat space before the Bordj carrying on his head a huge 
earthen vase to the well nearby, where a crowd of black donkeys, 
just relieved of their loads of brushwood, was being watered. 
From the south two Spahis were riding in on white horses, 
their scarlet cloaks floating out over their saddles; and from the 
west, moving slowly to a wailing sound of indistinct music, a 
faint beating of tom-toms, was approaching a large caravan in a 
cloud of dust which floated back from it and melted away into 
the radiance of the sunset. 

When they gained the great open space before the building 
they were bathed in the soft golden light, in rvhich all these 
figures of Africans, and all these animals, looked mysterious and 
beautiful, and full of that immeasurable significance which the 
desert sheds upon those who move in it, specially at dawn or at 
sundown. From the plateau they dominated the whole of the 
plain they had traversed as far as Beni-Mora, which on the 
morrow would fade into the blue horizon. Its thousands of 
palms made a darkness in the gold, and still the tower of the 
hotel was faintly visible, pointing like a needle towards the sky. 
The range of mountains showed their rosy flanks in the distance. 
They, too, on the morrow would be lost in the desert spaces, the 
last outposts of the world of hill and valley, of stream and sea. 
Only in the deceptive dream of the mirage would they appear 
once more, looming in a pearl-coloured shaking veil like a fluid 
on the edge of some visionary lagune. 

Domini was glad that on this first night of their journey they 
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could still see Beni-Mora, the place where they had found each 
other and been given to each other by the Church. As the 
camel stopped before the great doorway of the Bordj she turned 
in the palanquin and looked down upon the desert, motioning to 
the camel-driver to leave the beast for a moment. She put her 
arm through Androvsky’s and made his eyes follow hers across 
the vast spaces made magical by the sinking sun to that darkness 
of distant palms which, to her, would be a sacred place for ever. 
And as they looked in silence all that Beni-Mora meant to her 
came^'|)on her. She saw again the garden hushed in the heat 
or*:ibon. She saw Androvsky at her feet on the sand. She 
heard the chiming church bell and the twitter of Larbi’s flute. 
The dark blur of trees was as the heart of the world to her and as 
the heart of life. It had seen the birth of her soul and given to 
her another newborn soul. There was a pathos in seeing it fade 
like a thing sinking down till it became one with the immeasur¬ 
able sands, and at that moment she said to herself, “ When shall 
I see Beni-Mora again—and how?” She looked at Androvsky, 
met his eyes, and thought, “When I see it again how different I 
shall be ! How I shall be changed ! ” And in the sunset she 
seemed to be saying a mute good-bye to one who was fading with 
Beni-Mora. 

As soon as they had got off the camel and were standing in 
the group of staring Arabs, Batouch begged them to come to 
their tents, where tea would be ready. He led them round the 
angle of the wall towards the west, and there, pitched in the full 
radiance of the sunset, with a wide space of hard earth gleaming 
with gypse around it, was a white tent. Before it, in the open 
air, was stretched a handsome Arab cat pet, and on this carpet 
were set a folding table and two folding chairs. The table held a 
japanned tray with tea-cups, a milk jug and plates of biscuits, 
and by it, in an attitude that looked deliberately picturesque, 
stood Ouardi, the youth selected by Batouch to till the office of 
butler in the desert. 

Ouardi smiled a broad welcome as they approached, and, having 
made sure that his pose had been admired, retired to the cook’s 
abode to fetch the teapot, while Batouch invited Domini and 
Androvsky to inspect the tent prepared for them. Domini 
assented with a dropped-out word. She still felt in a dream. 

X 
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But Androvsky, after casting towards the tent door a glance that 
was full of a sort of fierce shyness, moved away a few steps, and 
stood at the edge of the hill looking down upon the incoming 
caravan, whose music was now plainly audible in the stillness of 
the waste. 

Domini went into the tent that was to be their home for 
many weeks, alone. And she was glad just then that she was 
alone. For she too, like Androvsky, felt a sort of exquisite 
trouble moving, like a wave, in her heart. On some pretext, but 
only after an expression of admiration, she got rid of Batouch. 
Then she stood and looked round. 

From the big tent opened a smaller one, which was to serve 
Androvsky as a dressing-room and both of them as a baggage 
room. She did not go into that, but saw, with one glance of soft 
inquiry, the two small, low beds, the strips of gay carpet, the 
dressing-table, the washhand-stand and the two cane chairs which 
furnished the sleeping-tent. Then she looked back to the 
aperture. In the distance, standing alone at the edge of the hill, 
she saw Androvsky, bathed in the sunset, looking out over the 
hidden desert from which rose the wild sound of African music, 
steadily growdng louder. It seemed to her as if he must be 
gazing at the plains of heaven, so magically brilliant and tender, 
so pellucidly clear and delicate was the atmosphere and the 
colour of the sky. She saw no other form, only his, in this poem 
of light, in this wide world of the sinking sun. And the music 
seemed to be about his feet, to rise from the sand and throb in 
its breast. 

At that moment the figure of Liberty, which she had seen in 
the shadows of the dancing-house, came in at the tent door and 
laid, for the first time, her lips on Domini’s. That kiss was 
surely the consecration o( the fafe of the sands. But to day there 
had been another consessj^altign. Domini had a sudden impulse 
to link the two consecraitibns'together. 

She drew from her breast the wooden cross Androvsky had 
thrown into the stream at Sidi-Zerzour, and, softly going to one of 
the beds, she pinned the cross above it on the canvas of the 
tent. Then she turned and went out into the glory of the sunset 
to meet the fierce music that was rising from the desert. 
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XVIII 

Night had fallen over the desert, a clear purple night, starry 
but without a moon. Around the Bordj, and before a Cafe Maurc 
built of brown earth and palm-wood opposite to it, the Arabs who 
were halting to sleep at Arba on their journeys to and from Beni- 
Mora were huddled, sipping coffee, playing dominoes by the faint 
light of an oil lamp, smoking cigarettes and long pijres of 
keef. Within the court of the Bordj the mules were feeding 
tranquilly in rows. The camels roamed the plain among the 
tamarisk bushe.s, watched over by shrouded shadowy guardians 
sleepless as they were. The mountains, the palms of Beni-Mora, 
were lost in the darkness that lay over the desert. 

On the low hill, at some distance beyond the white, 
tent of Domini and Androvsky, the obscurity was lit up 
fiercely by the blaze of a huge fire of brushwood, the flames 
of which towered up towards the stars, flickering this way 
and that as the breeze took them, and casting a wild illumination 
upon the wild faces of the rejoicing desert men who were 
gathered about it, telling stories of the wastes, and singing 
songs that were melancholy and remote to Western ears, 
even though they hymned past victories over the infidels, 
or passionate ecstasies of love in the gOiden regions of the 
sun. The steam from bowls of cous-cous and stews of 
mutton and vegetables curled up to join the thin smoke 
that made a light curtain about this fantasia, and from 
time to time, with a shrill cry of exultation, a half-naked form, 
all gleaming eyes and teeth and polished bronze-hued limbs, 
rushed out of the blackness bcyoi\d the fire, leaped through 
the tongues of flame and wmshed like a spectre into 
the embrace of the night. 

All the members of the caravan, presided over by Batouch 
in glory, were celebrating the wedding night of their master and 
mistress. 

Domini and Androvsky had already visited them by their 
bonfire, had received their compliments, watched the sword 
dance and the dance of the clubs, touched with their 
lips, or pretended to touch, the stem of a pipe of keef, listened 
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to a marriage song warbled by AH to the accompaniment 
of a flute and little drums, and applauded Ouardi’s agility 
in leaping through the flames. Then, with many good-nights, 
pressures of the hand, and auguries for the morrow, they 
had gone away into the cool darkness, silently towards their tent. 

They walked slowly, a little apart from each other. Domini 
looked up at the stars and saw among them the star of Liberty. 
Androvsky looked at her and saw all the stars in her face. When 
they reached the tent door they stopped on the warm earth. A 
lamp was lit within, casting a soft light on the simple furniture 
and on the whiteness of the two beds, above one of which 
Domini imagined, though from without she could not see, the 
wooden cross Androvsky had once worn in his breast. 

“Shall we stay here a little.^” Domini said in a low voice. 
“ Out here ? ” There was a long pause. Then Androvsky 
answered,— 

“Yes. Let us feel it all—all. Let us feel it to the full.” 

lie caught hold of her hand with a sort of tender roughness 
and twined his fingers between hers, pressing his palm against 
hers. 

“ Don’t let us miss anything to-night,” he said. “ All my life is 
to-night. I’ve had no life yet. To-morrow—who knows whether 
wc shall be dead to-morrow? Who knows? But we’re alive 
to-night, flesh and blood, heart and soul. And there’s nothing 
here, there can be nothing here to take our life from us, the life 
of our love to-night. For we’re out in the desert, we’re right 
away from anyone, everything. We’re in the great freedom. 
Aren’t we, Domini ? Aren’t we ? ” 

“ Yes,” she said. “ Yes.” 

He took her other hand in the same way. He was facing her, 
and he held his hands against his heart with hers in them, then 
pressed her hands against her heart, then drew them back again 
to his. 

“Then let us realise it. Let us forget our prison. Let us 
forget everything, everything that we ever knew before Beni- 
Mora, Domini. It’s dead, absolutely dead, unless we make it 
live by thinking. And that’s mad, crazy. Thought’s the great 
madness. Domini, have you forgotten everything before we 
knew each other ? ” 
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“Yes.” she said. “Now—but only now. You’ve made me 
forget it all.” 

There was a deep breathing under her voice. He held up 
her hands to his shoulders and looked closely into her eyes, as 
if he were trying to send all himself into her through those doors 
of the soul opened to receive him. And now, in this moment, 
she felt that her fierce desire was realised, that he was rising 
above her on eagle’s wings. And as on the night before the 
wedding she had blessed all the sorrows of her life, now she 
blessed silently all the long silence of Androvsky, all his strange 
reticence, his uncouthness, his avoidance of her in the beginning 
of their acquaintance. That which had made her pain by being, 
now made her joy by having been and being no more. The 
hidden man was rushing forth to her at last in his love. She 
seemed to hear in the night the crash of a great obstacle, and the - 
voice of the flood of waters that had broken it dowm at length 
and was escaping into liberty. His silence of the past now 
made his speech intensely beautiful and wonderful to her. She 
wanted to hear the waters more intensely, more intensely. 

“Speak to me,” she said. “You’ve spoken so tittle. Do 
you know how little ? Tell me all you are. Till now I’ve only 
felt all you are. And that’s so much, but not enough for a 
woman—not enough. I’ve taken you, but now—give me all 
I’ve taken. Give—keep on giving and giving. From to-night 
to receive will be my life. Long ago I’ve given all I had to you. 
Give to me, give me everything. You know I’ve given all.” 

“ All ? ” he said, and there was a throb in his deep voice, as 
if some intense feeling rose from the depths of him and shook it. 

“Yes, all,” she whispered. “Already—and long ago—that 
day in the garden. When I—when I put my hands against your 
forehead—do you remember? I gave you all, for ever.” 

And as she spoke she bent down her face with a sort of proud 
submission and put her forehead against his heart. 

The purity in her voice and in her quiet, simple action 
dazzled him like a flame shining suddenly in his eyes out of 
blackness. And he, too, in that moment saw far up above him 
the beating of an eagle’s wings. To each cne the other seemed 
to be on high, and as both looked up that was their true 
marriage. 
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“I felt it,” he said, touching her hair with his lips. “I felt 
it in your hands. When you touched me that day it was as if you 
were giving me the world and the stars. It frightened me to re¬ 
ceive so much. 1 felt as if I had no place to put my gift in." 

“ Did your heart seem so small ? ” she said. 

” You make everything I have and am seem small—and yet 
great. What does it mean ? ” 

“That you are great, as I am, because we love. No one is 
small who loves. No one is poor, no one is bad, who loves. 
Love burns up evil. It’s the angel that destroys.” 

Her words seemed to send through his whole body a quivering 
joy. He took her face between his hands and lifted it from his 
heart. 

“Is that true? Is that true?” he said. “I’ve—I’ve tried to 
think that. If you knew how I’ve tried.’’ 

“ And don’t you know it is true ? ’’ 

“ I don’t feel as if I knew anything that you do not tell me 
to-night. I don’t feel as if I have, or am, anything but what you 
give me, make me to-night. Can you understand that? Can 
you understand what you are to me? That you are everything, 
that I have nothing else, that I have never had anything else in 
all these years that I have lived and that I have forgotten? Can 
you understand it? You said just now ‘Speak to me, tell me 
all you are.’ That’s what I am, all I am, a man you have made 
a man. You, Domini—you have made me a man, you have 
created me.’’ 

She was silent. The intensity with which he spoke, the 
intensity of his eyes while he was speaking, made her hear those 
rushing waters as if she were being swept away by them. 

“ .And you ? ” he said. “ You ? ’’ 

“I?" 

“This afternoon in the desert, when we were in the sand 
looking at Beni-Mora, you began to tell me something and then 
you stopped. And you said, ‘I can’t tell you. There’s too 
much light.’ Now the sun has gone.” 

“Yes. But—but I want to listen to you. I want—’’ 

She stopped. In the distance, by the great fire where the 
Arabs were assembled, there rose a sound of music which 
arrested her attention. Ali was singing, holding in his hand a 
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brand from the fire like a torch. She had heard him sing before, 
and had loved the timbre of his voice, but only now did she 
realise when she had first heard him and who he was. It was 
he who, hidden from her, had sung the song of the freed negroes 
of Touggourt in the gardens of Count Anteoni that day when 
she had been angry with Androvsky and had afterwards been re¬ 
conciled with him. And she knew now that it was he, because, 
once more hidden from her—for against the curtain of darkness 
she only saw the flame from the torch he held and moved 
rhythmically to the burden of his song -he was singing it again. 
Androvsky, when she ceased to speak, suddenly put his arms 
round her, as if he were afraid of her escaping from him in 
her silence, and they stood thus at the tent door listening:— 


“ The gazelle dies in the water, 

The fish dies in the air, 

And I die in the dunes i>f the desert sand 
For my love that is deep and sad.” 

The chorus of hidden men by the fire rose in a low murmur 
that was like the whisper of the desert in the night. Then the 
contralto voice of Ali came to Domini and Androvsky again, but 
very faintly, from the distance where the flaming torch was 
moving:— 

•‘No one hut God and I 
Knows what is in my heart.” 

When the voice died away for a moment Domini whispered the 
refrain. Then she said,— 

“ But is it true ? Can it be true for us to-night ? ” 

Androvsky did not reply. 

“I don’t think it is true,” she added. “You know—don’t 
you ? ” 

The voice of Ali rose again, and his torch flickered on the 
soft wind of the night. Its movenient was slow and eerie. It 
seemed like his voice made visible, a voice of flame in the black¬ 
ness of the world. They watched it. Presently she said once 
more,— 

“ You know what is in my heart—don’t you 

“Do I?” he said. “Ail?” 

“ All. My heart is full of one thing—quite full.” 
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“ Then I know.” 

“ And—” she hesitated, then added, “ and yours ? ” 

“ Mine too.” 

“ I know all that is in it then ? ” 

She still spoke questioningly. He did not reply, but held her 
more closely, with a grasp that was feverish in its intensity. 

“ Do you remember,” she went on, “ in the garden what you 
said about that song ? ” 

“ No.” 

“You have forgotten?” 

“ 1 told you,” he said. “ I mean to forget everything.” 

“Everything before we came to Beni-Mora?” f 

“And more. Everything before you put your hands against 
my forehead, Domini. Your touch blotted out the past.” 

“Even the past at Beni-Mora?” 

“Yes, even that. There are many things I did and left un¬ 
done, many things I said and never said that—I have forgotten 
—1 have forgotten for ever.” 

There was a sternness in his voice now, a fiery intention. 

“ I understand,” she said. “ I have forgotten them too, but 
not some things.” 

“Which?” 

“Not that night when you took me out of the dancing-house, 
not our ride to Sidi-Zerzour, not—there are things I shall re¬ 
member. When I am dying, after I am dead, I shall remember 
them.” 

The song faded away. The torch was still, then fell down¬ 
wards and became one with the fire. Then Androvsky drew 
Domini down beside him on to the warm earth before the tent 
door, and held her hand in his against the earth. 

“ Feel it,” he said. “ It’s our home, it’s our liberty. Does it 
feel alive to you ? ” 

“ Yes.” 

“ As if it had pulses, like the pulses in our hearts, and knew 
what we know ? ” 

“Yes. Mother Earth—I never understood what that meant 
till to-night.” 

“We are beginning to understand together. Who can 
understand anything alone ? ” 
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He kept her hand always in his pressed against the desert as 
against a heart. They both thought of it as a heart that was full 
of love and protection for them, of understanding of them. 
Going back to their words before the song of Ali, be said,— 

“ Love burns up evil, then love can never be evil.” 

“Not the act of loving.” 

“ Or what it leads to,” he said. 

And again there was a sort of sternness in his voice, as if he 
were insisting on something, were bent on conquering some 
reluctance, or some voice contradicting. 

“I know that you are right,” he added. 

She did not speak, but—why she did not know—her thought 
went to the wooden cross fastened to the canvas of the tent 
close by, and for a moment she felt a faint creeping sadness in 
her. But he pressed her hand more closely, and she was' 
conscious only of these two warmths—of his hand above her 
hand and of the desert beneath it. Her whole life seemed 
set in a glory of fire, in a heat that was life-giving, that 
dominated her and evoked at the same time all of power that 
was in her, causing her dormant fires, physical and spiritual, to 
blaze up as if they were sheltered and fanned. The thought of 
the cross faded. It was as if the fire destroyed it and it 
became ashes—then nothing. She fixed her eyes on the distant 
fire of the Arabs, which was beginning to die down slow'ly as the 
night grew deeper. 

“ 1 have doubted many things,” he said. “ I’ve been afraid.” 

“ You! ” she said. 

“Yes. You know it.” 

“How can I? Haven’t I forgotten everything—since that 
day in the garden ? ” 

He drew up her hand and put it against his heart. 

“ I’m jealous of the desert even,” he whispered. “ 1 won’t let 
you touch it any more to-night.” 

He looked into her eyes and saw that she was looking at the 
distant fire, steadily, with an intense eagerness. 

“ Why do you do that ? ” he said. 

“ To-night I like to look at fire,” she answered. 

“ Tell me why.” 

“ It is as if I looked at you, at all that there is in you that you 
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have never said, never been able to say to me, all that you never 
can say to me but that I know all the same.” 

“Bui,” he said, “that fire is—” 

He did not finish the sentence, but put up his hand and 
turned her face till she was looking not at the fire but at him. 

“ It is not like me,” he said. “ Men made it, and—it’s a fire 
that can sink into ashes.” 

An expression of sudden exaltation shone in her eyes. 

“And God made you,” she said. “And put into you the 
spark that is eternal.” 

And now ag.iin she thought, she dared, she loved to think of 
the cross and of the moment when he would see it in the tent. 

“And God made you love me,” she said. “What is it?” 

Androvsky had moved suddenly, as if he were going to get up 
from the warm ground. 

“ Did you— ? ” 

“ No,” he said in a low voice. “ Go on, Domini. Speak to 
me.” 

He sat still. 

A sudden longing came to her to know if to-night he were 
feeling as she was the sacredness of their relation to each other. 
Never had they spoken intimately of religion or of the mysteries 
that lie beyond and around human life. Once or twice, when she 
had been about to open her heart to him, to let him understand 
her deep sense of the things unseen, something had checked her, 
something in him. It was as if he had divined her intention and 
had subtly turned her from it, without speech, merely by the force 
of his inward determination that she should not break through 
her reserve. But to-night, with his hand on hers and the starry 
darkness above them, with the waste stretching around them, and 
the cool air that was like the breath of liberty upon their faces, 
she was unconscious of any secret, combative force in him. It 
was impossible to her to think there could be any combat, how¬ 
ever inward, however subtle, between them. Surely if it were 
ever permitted to two natures to be in perfect accord theirs were 
in perfect accord to-night. 

“ I never felt the presence of God in his world so keenly as I 
feel it to-night,” she went on, drawing a little closer to him. 
‘ Even in the church to-day he seemed farther away than to-night. 
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But somehow—one has these thoughts without knowing why—I 
have always believed that the farther I went into the desert the 
nearer I should come to God.” 

Androvsky moved again. The clasp of his hand on hers 
loosened, but he did not take his hand away. 

“ Why should—what should make you think that ? ” he asked 
slowly. 

“ Don’t you know what the Arabs call the desert ? ” 

“No. What do they call it?” 

“The Garden of Allah.” 

“The Garden of Allah ! ” he repealed. 

There was a sound like fear in his voice. Even her great joy 
did not prevent her from noticing it, and she remembered, with a 
thrill of pain, where and under what circumstances she had first 
heard the Arabs’ name for the desert. 

Could it be that this man she loved was secretly afraid of 
something in the desert, some influence, some—? Her thought 
stopped short, like a thing confused. 

“ Don’t you think it a very beautiful name ? ” she asked, with 
an almost fierce longing to be reassured, to be made to know 
that he, like her, loved the thought that God was specially near 
to those who travelled in this land of solitude. 

“ Is it beautiful ? ” 

“ To me it is. It makes me feel as if in the desert I were 
specially watched over and protected, even as if I were specially 
loved there.” 

Suddenly Androvsky put his arm round her and strained her 
to him. 

“ By me ! By me! ” he said. “ Think of me to-night, only 
of me, as I think only of you.” 

He spoke as if he were jealous even of her thought of God, as 
if he did not understand that it was the very intensity of her love 
for him that made her, even in the midst of the passion of the 
body, connect their love of each other with God’s love of them. 
In her heart this overpowering human love which, in the garden, 
when first she realised it fully, had seemed to leave no room in 
her for love of God, now in the moment when it was close to 
absolute satisfaction seemed almost to be one with her love of 
God. Perhaps no man could understand how, in a good woman, 
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the two streams of the human love which implies the intense 
desire of the flesh, and the mystical love which is absolutely 
purged of that desire, can flow the one into the other and 
mingle their waters. She tried to think that, and then she 
ceased to try. Everything was forgotten as his arms held her 
fast in the night, everything except this great force of human 
love which was like iron, and yet soft about her, which was 
giving and wanting, which was concentrated upon her to the ex¬ 
clusion of all else, plunging the universe in darkness and setting 
her in light. 

“ There is nothing for me to-night but you,” he said, 
crushing her in his arms. “The desert is your garden. To 
me it has always been your garden, only that, put here for you, 
and for me because you love me—but for me only because of 
that.” 

The Arabs’ fire was rapidly dying down. 

“ When it goes out, when it goes out! ” Androvsky whispered 
in her ear. 

His breath stirred the thick tresses of her hair. 

“ Let us watch it! ” he whispered. 

She pressed his hand but did not reply. She could not 
speak any more. At last the something wild and lawless, the 
something that was more than passionate, that was hot and even 
savage in her nature, had risen up in its full force to face a 
similar force in him, which insistently called it and which it 
answered without shame. 

“ It is dying,” Androvsky said. “ It is dying. Look how 
small the circle of the flame is, how the darkness is creeping up 
about it! Domini—do you see ? ” 

She pressed his hand again. 

“Do you long for the darkness?” he asked. “Do you, 
Domini ? The desert is sending it. The desert is sending it for 
you, and for me because you love me.” 

A log in the fire, charred by the flames, broke in two. Part 
of it fell down into the heart of the fire, which sent up a long 
tongue of red gold flame. 

“That is like us,” be said. “Like us together in the 
darkness.” 

She felt his body trembling, as if the vehemence of the spirit 
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confined within it shook it. In the night the breeze slightly 
increased, making the flame of the lamp behind them in the 
tent flicker. And the breeze was like a message, brought to 
them from the desert by some envoy in the darkness, telling 
them not to be afraid of their wonderful gift of freedom with 
each other, but to take it open-handed, open-hearted, with the 
great courage of joy. 

“ Domini, did you feel that gust of the wind ? It carried 
away a cloud of sparks from the fire and brought them a little 
way towards us. Did you see ? Fire wandering on the wind 
through the night calling to the fire that is in us. Wasn’t it 
beautiful ? Everything is beautiful to-night. There were never 
such stars before.” 

She looked up at them. Often she had watched the stars, 
and known the vague longings, the almost terrible aspirations, 
they wake in their watchers. But to her also they looked 
diflerent to-night, nearer to the earth, she thought, brighter, more 
living than ever before, like strange tendernesses made visible, 
jieopling the night with an unconquerable sympathy. The vast 
firmament was surely intent upon their hapjiincss. Again the 
breeze came to them across the waste, cool and breathing of the 
dryness of the sands. Not far away a jackal laughed. After a 
pause it was answered by another jackcl at a distance. The 
voices of these desert beasts brought home to Domini with an 
intimacy not felt by her before the exquisite remoteness of their 
situation, and the shrill, discordant noise, rising and falling with 
a sort of melancholy and sneering mirth, mingled with bitterness, 
was like a delicate music in her ears. 

“ Hark! ” Androvsky whispered. 

The first jackal laughed once more, was answered again. A 
third beast, evidently much farther off, lifted up a faint voice like 
a dismal echo. Then there was silence. 

“You loved that, Domini. It was like the calling of freedom 
to you—and to me. We’ve found freedom; we’ve found it. 
Let us feel it. Let us take hold of it. It is the only thing, the 
only thing. But you can’t know that as I do, Domini.” 

Again she was conscious that his intensity surpassed hers, and 
the consciousness, instead of saddening or vexing, made her thrill 
with joy. 
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“ 1 am maddened by this freedom," he said; “ maddened by 
it, Domini. I can’t help—I can’t—’’ 

He laid his lips upon hers in a desperate caress that almost 
suffocated her. Then he took his lips away from her lips and 
kissed her throat, holding her head back against his shoulder. 
She shut her eyes. He was indeed teaching her to forget. Even 
the memory of the day in the garden when she heard the church 
bell chime and the sound of Larbi’s flute went from her. She 
remembered nothing any more. The past was lost or laid in 
sleep by the spell of sensation. Her nature galloped like an 
Arab horse across the sands towards the sun, towards the fire 
that sheds warmth afar but that devours all that draws near to it. 
At that moment she connected Androvsky with the tremendous 
fires eternally blazing in the sun. She had a desire that he 
should hurt her in the passionate intensity of his love for her. 
Her nature, which till now had been ever ready to spring into 
hostility at an accidental touch, which had shrunk instinctively 
from physical contact with other human beings, melted, was 
utterly transformed. She felt that she was now the opposite of all 
that she had been—more woman than any other woman who 
had ever lived. What had been an almost cold strength in 
her went to increase the completeness of this yielding to one 
stronger than herself. What had seemed boyish and almost 
hard in her died away utterly under the embrace of this fierce 
manhood. 

“Domini,” he spoke, whispering while he kissed her, 
“ Domini, the fire’s gone out. It’s dark.” 

He lifted her a little in his arms, still kissing her. 

“ Domini, it’s dark, it’s dark.” 

He lifted her more. She stood up, with his arms about 
her, looking towards where the fire had been. She put her 
hands against his face and softly pressed it back from hers, 
but with a touch that was a caress. He yielded to her at 
once. 

“ Look ! ” he said. " Do you love the darkness ? Tell me— 
tell me that you love it.” 

She let her hand glide pver his cheek in answer. 

“ Look at it. Love it. All thejdesert is in it, and our love 
in the desert. Let us stay in the desert, let us stay in it for ever 
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—for ever. It is your garden—yours. It has brought us every¬ 
thing, Domini.” 

He took her hand and pressed it again and again over his 
cheek lingeringly. Then, abruptly, he dropped it. 

“ Come ! ” he said. “ Domini.” 

And he drew her in through the tent door almost violently. 

A stronger gust of the night wind followed them. Androvsky 
took his arms slowly from Domini and turned to let down the 
flap of the tent. While he was doing this she stood quite still. 
The flame of the lamp flickered, throwing its light now here, now 
there, uneasily. She saw the cross lit up for an instant and the 
white bed beneath it. The .wind stirred her dark hair and was 
cold about her neck. But the warmth there met and defied it. 
In that brief moment, while Androvsky was fastening the tent, 
she seemed to live through centuries of intense and complicated 
emotion. When the light flickered over the cross she felt as if 
she could spend her life in passionate adoration at its foot; but 
when she did not see it, and the wind, coming in from the desert 
through the tent door, where she heard the movement of Androv¬ 
sky, stirred in her hair, she felt reckless, wayward, savage—and 
something more. A cry rose in her that was like the cry of a 
stranger, who yet was of her and in her, and from whom she 
would not part. 

Again the lamp flame flickered upon the cross. Quickly, 
while she saw the cross plainly, she went forward to the bed 
and fell on her knees by it, bending down her face upon its 
whiteness. 

When Androvsky had fastened the tent door he turned round 
and saw her kneeling. He stood quite still as if petrified, staring 
at her. Then, as the flame, now sheltered from the wind, burned 
steadily, he saw the cross. He started as if someone had struck 
him, hesitated, then, with a look of fierce and concentrated resolu¬ 
tion on his face, went swiftly to the cross and pulled it from the 
canvas roughly. He held it in his hand for an instant, then moved 
to the tent door and stooped to unfasten the cords that held it to 
the pegs, evidently with the intention of throwing the cross out 
into the night. But he did not unfasten the cords. Something— 
some sudden change of feeling, some secret and powerful reluct¬ 
ance—checked him. He thrust the cross into his pocket. 
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Then, returning to where Domini was kneeling, he put his arms 
round her and drew her to her feet. 

She did not resist him. Still holding her in his arms he 
blew out the lamp. 


XIX 

Thk Arabs have a saying, “ In the desert one forgets every¬ 
thing, one remembers nothing any more.” 

To Domini it sometimes seemed the truest of all the true and 
beautiful sayings of the East. Only three weeks had passed 
away since the first halt at Arba, yet already her life at Beni- 
Mora was faint in her mind as the dream of a distant p.ast. 
Taken by the vast solitudes, journeying without definite aim from 
one oasis to another through empty regions bathed in eternal 
sunshine, camping often in the midst of the sand by one of the 
wells sunk for the nomads by the French engineers, strengthened 
perpetually, yet perpetually soothed, by airs that were soft and 
cool, as if mingled of silk and snow, they lived surely in a desert 
dream with only a dream behind them. They had become as 
one with the nomads, whose home is the moving tent, whose 
hearthstone is the yellow sand of the dunes, whose God is liberty. 

Domini loved this life with a love which had already become 
a passion. All that she had imagined that the desert might be to 
her she found that it was. In its so-called monotony she dis¬ 
covered eternal interest. Of old she had thought the sea the 
most wonderful thing in Nature. In the desert she seemed to 
possess the sea with something added to it, a calm, a completeness, 
a mystical tenderness, a passionate serenity. She thought of the 
sea as a soul striving to fulfil its noblest aspirations, to be the 
splendid thing it knew how to dream of. But she thought of the 
desert as a soul that need strive no more, having attained. And 
she, like the Arabs, called it always in her heart the Garden of 
Allah. For in this wonderful calm, bright as the child’s idea of 
heaven, clear as a crystal with a sunbeam caught in it, silent as 
a prayer that will be answered silently, God seemed to draw very 
near to his wandering children. In the desert was the still, small 
voice, and the still, small voice was the Lord. 

Often at dawn or sundown, when, perhaps in the distance of 
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the sands, or near at hand beneath the shade of the palms of 
some oasis by a waterspring, she watched the desert men in their 
patched rags, with their lean, bronzed faces and eagle eyes turned 
towards Mecca, bowing their heads in prayer to the soil that the 
sun made hot, she remembered Count Anteoni’s words, “ I like 
to see men praying in the desert,” and she understood with all 
her heart and soul why. For the life of the desert was the most 
perfect liberty that could be found on earth, and to see men thus 
worshipping in liberty set before her a vision of free will upon 
the heights. When she thought of the world she had known and 
left, of the men who would always live in it and know no other 
world, she was saddened for a moment. Could she ever find else¬ 
where such joy as she had found in the simple and unfettered life 
of the wastes ? Could she ever exchange this life for another life, 
even with Androvsky? 

One day she spoke to him of her intense joy in the wandering 
fate, and the pain that came to her whenever she thought of 
exchanging it for a life of civilisation in the midst of fixed groups 
of men. 

They had halted for the noonday rest at a place called Sidi- 
Hamdane, and in the afternoon were going to ride on to a Bordj 
called Mogar, where they meant to stay two or three days, as 
Batouch had told them it was a good halting-place, and near to 
haunts of the gazelle. The tents had already gone forward, and 
Domini and Androvsky were lying upon a rug spread on the sand, 
in the shadow of the grey wall of a traveller’s house beside a well. 
Behind them their horses were tethered to an iron ring in the 
wall. Batouch and Ali were in the court of the house, talking to 
the Arab guardian who dwelt there, but their voices were not 
audible by the well, and absolute silence reigned, the intense yet 
light silence that is in the desert at noontide, when the sun is at 
the zenith, when the nomad sleeps under his low pitched tent, 
and the gardeners in the oases cease even from pretending to work 
among the palms. From before the well the ground sank to a 
plain of pale grey sand, which stretched away to a village hard in 
aspect, as if carved out of bronze and all in one piece. In the 
centre of it rose a mosque with a minaret and a number of 
cupolas, faintly gilded and shining modestly under the fierce rays 
of the sun. 
y 



338 THE GARDEN OF ALLAH 

At the foot of the village the ground was white with saltpetre, 
which resembled a covering of new fallen snow. To right and 
left of it were isolated groups of palms growing in threes and fours, 
like trees that had formed themselves into cliques and set careful 
barriers of sand between themselves and their despised brethren. 
Here and there on the grey sand dark patches showed where 
nomads had pitched their tents. But there was no movement of 
human life. No camels were visible. No guard dogs barked. 
The noon held all things in its golden grip. 

“ Boris ! ” Domini said, breaking a long silence. 

“ Yes, Domini ? ” 

He turned towards her on the rug, stretching his long, thin 
body lazily as if in supreme physical contentment. 

“You know that saying of the Arabs about forgetting every¬ 
thing in the desert ? ” 

“ Yes, Domini, I know it.” 

“How long shall we stay in this world of forgetfulness?” 

He lifted himself up on his elbow quickly, and fixed his eyes 
on hers. 

“ How long! ” 

“ Yes.” 

“ But—do you wish to leave it ? Are you tired of it ? ” 

There was a note of sharp anxiety in his voice. 

“ I don’t answer such a question,” she said, smiling at him. 

“Ah, then, why do you try to frighten me?” 

She put her hand in his. 

“ How burnt you are! ” she said. “ You are like an Arab of 
the South.” 

“ Let me become more like one. There’s health here.” 

“ And peace, perfect peace.” 

He said nothing. He was looking down now at the sand. 

She laid her lips on his warm brown hand. 

“There’s all I want here,” she added. 

“ Let us stay here.” 

“ But some day we must go back, mustn’t we ? ” 

“Why?” 

“ Can anything be lifelong—even our honeymoon ? ” 

“ Suppose we choose that it shall be ? ” 

“Can we choose such a thing? Is anybody allowed to 
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choose to live always quite happily witliout duties? Sometimes 
1 wonder. I love this wandering life so much, 1 am so happy in 
it, that I sometimes think it cannot last much longer.” 

He began to sift the sand through his fingers swiftly. 

“ Duties ? ” he said in a low voice. 

“Yes. Oughtn’t we to do something presently, something 
besides being happy?” 

“ What do you mean, Domini ? ” 

“ I hardly know, I don’t know. You tell me.” 

There was an urging sound in her voice, as if she wanted, 
almost demanded, something of him. 

“You mean that a man must do some work in his life if he is 
to keep himself a man,” he said, not as if he were asking a 
question. 

He spoke reluctantly but firmly. 

“You know,” he added, “that I have worked hard all my life, 
hard like a labourer.” 

“Yes, I know,” she said. 

She stroked his hand, that was worn and rough, and spoke 
eloquently of manual toil it had accomplished in the past. 

“ I know. Before we were married, that day when we sat in 
the garden, you told me your life and I told you mine. How 
different they have been! ” 

“ Yes,” he said. 

He lit a cigar and watched the smoke curling up into the 
gold of the sunlit atmosphere. 

“ Mine in the midst of the world and yours so far away from it 
I often imagine that little place, El Kreir, the garden, your 
mother, your twin-brother Constantine, that one-eyed Arab ser¬ 
vant—what was his name ? ” 

“ElMaqui.” 

“Yes, El Maqui, who taught you to play Cora and to sing 
Arab songs, and to eat cous-cous with your fingers. I can 
almost see Father Andrd from whom you learnt to love the 
Classics, and who talked to you of philosophy. He’s dead too, 
isn’t he, like your mother ? ” 

“I don’t know whether P^re Andr^ is dead. I have lost 
sight of him,” Androvsky said. 

He still looked steadily at the rings of smoke curling up into the 
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golden air. There was in his voice a sound of embarrassment. 
She guessed that it came from the consciousness of the pain he 
must have caused the good priest who had loved him when he 
cea.sed from practising the r.iigion in which he had been brought 
up. Even to her he never spoke frankly on religious subjects, 
but she knew that he had been baptised a Catholic and been 
educated for a time by priests. She knew, too, that he was no 
longer a practising Catholic, and that, for some reason, he 
dreaded any intimacy with priests. He never spoke against 
them. He had scarcely ever spoken of them to her. But she 
remembered his words in the garden, “ I do not care for priests.” 
She remembered, too, his action in the tunnel on the day of bis 
arrival in Beni-Mora. And the reticence that they both preserved 
on the subject of religion, and its reason, were the only causes of 
regret in this desert dream of hers. Even this regret, too, often 
faded in hope. For in the desert, the Garden of Allah, she had 
it borne in upon her that Androvsky would discover what he 
must surely secretly be seeking—the truth that each man 
must find for himself, truth for him of the eventual existence 
in which the mysteries of this present existence will be made 
plain, and of the Power that has fashioned all things. 

And she was able to hope in silence, as women do for the 
men they love. 

“ Don’t think I do not realise that you have worked,” she 
went on after a pause. “ You told me how you always cultivated 
the land yourself, even when you were still a boy, that you 
directed the Spanish labourers in the vineyards, that—you have 
earned a long holiday. But should it last for ever ? ” 

“You are right. Well, let us take an oasis; let us become 
palm gardeners like that Frenchman at Meskoutine.” 

“ And build ourselves an African house, white, with a terrace 
roof.” 

“ And sell our dates. We can give employment to the Arabs. 
We can choose the poorest. We can improve their lives. After 
all, if we owe a debt to anyone it is to them, to the desert. Let 
us pay our debt to the desert men and live in the desert.” 

“It would be an ideal life,” she said with her eyes shining on his. 

“ And a possible life. Let us live it. 1 could not bear to 
leave the desert. Where should we go ?" 
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" Where should we go! ” she repeated. 

She was still looking at him, but now the expression of 
her eyes had quite changed. They had become grave, and 
examined him seriously with a sort of deep inquiry. He sat 
up on the Arab rug, leaning his back against the wall of the 
travellers’ house. 

“ Why do you look at me like that, Domini ?” he asked with 
a sudden stirring of something that was like uneasiness. 

“ I! I was wondering what you would like, what other life 
would suit you.” 

“ Yes ? ” he said quickly. “ Yes ? ” 

" It’s very strange, Boris, but I cannot connect you with any¬ 
thing but the desert, or see you anywhere but in the desert. I 
cannot even imagine you among your vines in Tunisia.” 

“They were not altogether mine,” he corrected, still with a< 
certain excitement which he evidently endeavoured to repress. 
“I—I had the right, the duty of cultivating the land.” 

“ Well, however it was, you were always at work; you were 
responsible, weren’t you ? ” 

“Yes.” 

“ I can’t see you even in the vineyards or the wheat-fields. 
Isn’t it strange?” 

She was always looking at him with the same deep and wholly 
unself-conscious inquiry. 

“And as to London, Paris—” 

Suddenly she burst into a little laugh and her gravity 
vanished. 

“ I think you would hate them,” she said. “ And they—they 
wouldn’t like you because they wouldn’t understand you.” 

“ Let us buy our oasis,” he said abruptly. “ Build our African 
house, sell our dates and remain in the desert. I hear Batouch. 
It must be time to ride on to Mogar. Batouch ! Batouch ! ” 

Batouch came from the courtyard of the house wiping the 
remains of a cous-cous from his languid lips. 

“ Untie the horses,” said Androvsky. 

“ But, Monsieur, it is still too hot to travel. Look! No one 
is stirring. All the village is asleep.” 

He waved his enormous hand, with henna-tinted nails, towards 
the distant town, carved surely out of one huge piece of bronze. 
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“Untie the horses. There are gazelle in the plain near 
Ntogar. Didn’t you tell me?” 

“ Yes, Monsieur, but—” 

“We’ll get there early and go out after them at sunset. Now, 
Domini.” 

They rode away in the burning heat of the noon towards the 
south-west across the vast i)lains of grey sand, followed at a 
short distance by Batouch and Ali. 

“ Monsieur is mad to start in the noon,” grumbled Batouch. 
“ But Monsieur is not like Madame. He may live in the desert 
till he is old and his hair is grey as the sand, but he will never 
be an Arab in his heart.” 

“ Why, Batouch-ben-Brahim ? ” 

“ He cannot rest. To Madame the desert gives its calm, but 
to Monsieur—” He did not finish his sentence. In front 
Domini and Androvsky had put their horses to a gallop. The 
.sand flew up in a thin cloud around them. 

“Nom d’un chien!” said Batouch, who, in unpoetical 
moments, occasionally indulged in the expletives of the French 
infidels who were his country’s rulers. “What is there in the 
mind of Monsieur which makes him ride as if he fled from an 
enemy ? ” 

“ I know not, but he goes like a hare before the sloughi, 
Batouch-ben-Brahim,” answered Ali, gravely. 

Then they sent their horses on in chase of the cloud of sand 
towards the south-west. 

About four in the afternoon they reached the camp at Mogar. 

As they rode in slowly, for their horses were tired and stream¬ 
ing with heat after their long canter across the sands, both 
Domini and Androvsky were struck by the novelty of this halting- 
place, which was quite unlike anything they had yet seen. The 
ground rose gently but continuously for a considerable time 
before they saw in the distance the pitched tents with the dark 
forms of the camels and mules. Here they were out of the sands, 
and upon hard, sterile soil covered with small stones embedded 
in the earth. Beyond the tents they could see nothing but the 
sky, which was now covered with small, ribbed grey clouds, sad- 
coloured and autumnal, and a lonely tower built of stone, which 
rose from the waste at about two hundred yards from the tents to 
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the east. Although they could see so little, however, they were 
impressed with a sensation that they were on the edge of some 
vast vision, of some grandiose effect of Nature, that would bring 
to them a new and astonishing knowledge of the desert. Perhaps 
it was the sight of the distant tower pointing to the grey clouds 
that stirred in them this almost excited feeling of expectation. 

“It is like a watch-tower,” Domini said, pointing with her 
whip. “But who could live in such a place, far from any 
oasis?” 

“And what can it overlook?” said Androvsky. “This is the 
nearest horizon line we have seen since we came into the desert.” 

“Yes, but—” 

She glanced at him as they put their horses into a gentle 
canter. Then she added,— 

“You, too, feel that we are coming to something tremendous, 
don’t you ? ” 

Her horse whinneyed shrilly. Domini stroked its foam- 
flecked neck with her hand. 

“Abou is as full of anticipation as we are,” she said. 
Androvsky was looking towards the tower. 

“That was built for French soldiers,” he said. A moment 
afterwards he added,— 

“ I wonder why Batouch chose this place for us to camp in.” 
There was a faint sound of irritation in his voice. 

“Perhaps we shall know in a minute,” Domini answered. 
They cantered on. Their horses’ hoofs rang with a hard sound 
on the stony ground. 

“It’s inhospitable here,” Androvsky said. She looked at 
him in surprise. 

“I don’t remember your taking a di.slike to any halting-place 
before,” she said. “ What’s the matter, Boris?” 

He smiled at her, but almost immediately his face was clouded 
by the shadow of a gloom that seemed to respond to the gloom 
of the sky. And he fixed his eyes again upon the tower. 

“I like a far horizon,” he answered. “And there’s no sun 
to-day.” 

“ I suppose even in the desert we cannot have it always,” she 
said. And in her voice, too, there was a touch of melancholy, as 
if she had caught his mood. A minute later she added,— 
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“ I feel exactly as if I were on a hill top and were coming to 
a view of the sea.” 

Almost as she spoke they cantered in among the tents of the 
attendants, and reined in their horses at the edge of a slope that 
was almost a precipice. Then they sat still in their saddles, gazing. 

They had been living for weeks in the midst of vastness, and 
had become accustomed to see stretched out around them 
immense tracts of land melting away into far blue distances, but 
this view from Mogar made them catch their breath and stirred 
their pulses. 

It was gigantic. There was even something unnatural in its 
appearance of immensity, as if it were, perhaps, deceptive, and 
existed in their vision of it only. So, suiely, might look a plain 
to one who bad taken hashish, which enlarges, makes monstrous 
and threateningly terrific. Domini had a feeling that no human 
eyes could really see such infinite tracts of land and water as those 
she seemed to be seeing at this moment. For there was water 
here, in the midst of the desert. Infinite expanses of sea met 
infinite plains of snow. Or so it seemed to both of them. And 
the sea was grey and calm as a winter sea breathing its plaint 
along a winter land. From it, here and there, rose islets whose 
low cliffs were a deep red like the red of sandstone, a sad colour 
that suggests tragedy, islets that looked desolate, and as if no life 
had ever been upon them, or could be. Back from the snowy 
plains stretched sand dunes of the palest primrose colour, sand 
dunes innumerable, myriads and myriads of them, rising and fall¬ 
ing, rising and falling, till they were lost in the grey distance of 
this silent world. In the foreground, at their horses’ feet, wound 
from the hill summit a broad track faintly marked in the deep 
sand, and flanked by huge dunes shaped, by the action of the 
winds, into grotesque semblances of monsters, leviathans, beasts 
with prodigious humps, sphinxes, whales. This track was 
presently lost in the blanched plains. Far away, immeasurably 
far, sea and snow blended and faded into the cloudy grey. Above 
the near dunes two desert eagles were slowly wheeling in a weary 
flight, occasionally sinking towards the sand, then rising again 
towards the clouds. And the track was strewn with the bleached 
bones of camels that had perished, or that had been slaughtered, 
on some long desert march. 
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To the left of them the solitary tower commanded this terrific 
vision of desolation, seemed to watch it steadily, yet furtively, 
with its tiny loophole eyes. 

“We have come into winter,” Domini murmured. 

She looked at the white of the camels’ bones, of the plains, 
at the grey white of the sky, at the yellow pallor of the dunes. 

“ How wonderful! How terrible! ” she said. 

She drew her horse to one side, a little nearer to Androvsky’s. 

“Does the Russian in you greet this land ?” she asked him. 

He did not reply. He seemed to be held in thrall by the sad 
immensity before them. 

“1 realise here what it must be to die in the desert, to be 
killed by it—by hunger, by thirst in it,” she said presently, speak 
ing as if to herself, and looking out over the mirage sea, the 
mirage snow. “ This is the first time I have really felt the terror 
of the desert.” 

Her horse drooped its head till its nose nearly touched the 
earth, and shook itself in a long shiver. She shivered too, as if 
constrained to echo an animal’s distress. 

“Things have died here,” Androvsky said, speaking at last in 
a low voice and pointing with his long-lashed whip towards the 
camels’ skeletons. “ Come, Domini, the horses are tired.” 

He cast another glance at the tower, and they dismounted by 
their tent, which was pitched at the very edge of the steep slope 
that sank down to the beast-like shapes of the near dunes. 

An hour later Domini said to Androvsky,— 

“ You won’t go after gazelle this evening surely?” 

They had been having coffee in the tent and had just 
finished. Androvsky got up from his chair and went to the tent 
door. The grey of the sky was pierced by a gleaming shaft from 
the sun. 

“ Do you mind if I go ? ” he said, turning towards her after a 
glance to the desert. 

“ No, but aren’t you tired ? ” 

He shook his head. 

“ I couldn’t ride, and now I can ride. I couldn’t shoot, and 
I’m just beginning—” 

“Go,” she said quickly. “Besides, we want gazelle for 
dinner, Batouch says, though I don’t suppose we should starve 
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without it,” She came to the tent door and stood beside him, 
and he put his arm round her. 

“ If I were alone here, Boris,” she said, leaning against his 
shoulder, “ I believe I should feel horribly sad to-day.” 

“Shall I stay?” 

He pressed her against him. 

“ No. I shall know you are coming back. Oh, how extra¬ 
ordinary it is to think we lived so many years without knowing 
of each other’s existence, that we lived alone. Were you ever 
happy ? ” 

He hesitated before he replied. 

“I sometimes thought I was.” 

“But do you think now you ever really were?” 

“ I don’t know—perhaps in a lonely sort of way.” 

“ You can never be happy in that way now ? ” 

He said nothing, but, after a moment, he kissed her long and 
hard, and as if he wanted to draw her being into his through the 
door of his lips. 

“ Good-bye,” he said, releasing her. “ I shall be back directly 
after sundown.” 

“Yes. Don’t wait for the dark down there. If you were lost 
in the dunes ! ” 

She pointed to the distant sand hills rising and falling 
monotonously to the horizon. 

“If you are not back in good time,” she said, “I shall stand 
by the tower and wave a brand from the fire.” 

“ Why by the tower ? ” 

“ The ground is highest by the tower.” 

She watched him ride away on a mule, with two Arabs carry¬ 
ing guns. They went towards the plains of saltpetre that looked 
like snow beside the sea that was only a mirage. Then she 
turned back into the tent, took up a volume of Fromentin’s, and 
sat down in a folding-chair at the tent door. She read a little, 
but it was difficult to read with the mirage beneath her. Per¬ 
petually her eyes were attracted from the book to its mystery 
and plaintive sadness, that was like the sadness of something 
unearthly, of a spirit that did not move but that suffered. She did 
not put away the book, but presently she laid it down on her 
knees, open, and sat gazing. Androvsky had disappeared with 
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the Arabs into some fold of the sands. The sun-ray had 
vanished with him. Without Androvsky and the sun—she 
still connected them together, and knew she would for ever— 
the melancholy of this desert scene was increased for her till 
it became oppressive and lay upon her like a heavy weight. She 
was not a woman inclined to any morbid imaginings. Indeed, 
all that was morbid roused in her an instinctive disgust. But 
the sudden greyness of the weather, coming after weeks of ardent 
sunshine, and combined with the fantastic desolation of the 
landscape, which was half real and half unreal, turned her for 
the moment towards a dreariness of spirit that was rare in her. 

She realised suddenly, as she looked and did not see 
Androvsky even as a black and moving speck upon the plain, 
what the desert would seem to her without him, even in sunshine, 
the awfulness of the desolation of it, the horror of its distances. 
And, realising this, she also realised the uncertainty of the human 
life in connection with any other human life. To be dependent 
on another is to double the sum of the terrors of uncertainty. 
She had done that. 

If the immeasurable sands took Androvsky and never gave 
him back to her 1 What would she do ? 

She gazed at the mirage sea with its dim red islands, and at 
the sad white plains along its edge. 

Winter—she would be plunged in eternal winter. And each 
human life hangs on a thread. All deep love, all consuming 
passion, holds a great fear within the circle of a great glory. 
To-day the fear within the circle of her glory seemed to grow. 
But she suddenly realised that she ought to dominate it, to 
confine it—as it were—to its original and permanent pro¬ 
portions. 

She got up, came out upon the edge of the hill, and walked 
along it slowly towards the tower. 

Outside, freed from the shadow of the tent, she felt less 
oppressed, though still melancholy, and even slightly appre¬ 
hensive, as if some trouble were coming to her and were near at 
hand. Mentally she had made the tower the limit of her walk, 
and therefore when she reached it she stood still. 

It was a squat, square tower, strongly constructed, with loop¬ 
holes in the four sides, and now that she was by it she saw built 
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out at the back of it a low house witli small shuttered windows 
and a narrow courtyard for mules. No doubt Androvsky was 
right and French soldiers had once been here to work the optic 
telegraph. She thought of the recruits and of Marseille, of 
Notre Dame de la Garde, the Mother of God looking towards 
Africa. Such recruits came to live in such strange houses as 
this tower lost in the desert and now abandoned. She glanced 
at the shuttered windows and turned back towards the tent; but 
something in the situation of the tower—perhaps the fact that it 
was set on the highest point of the ground—attracted her, and 
she presently made Batouch bring her out some rugs and en¬ 
sconced herself under its shadow, facing the mirage sea. 

How long she sat there she did not know. Mirage hypnotises 
the imaginative and suggests to them dreams strange and 
ethereal, sad sometimes, as itself. How long she might have 
sat there dreaming, but for an interruption, she knew still less. 
It was towards evening, however, but before evening had fallen, 
that a weary and travel-stained party of three French soldiers, 
Zouaves, and an officer rode slowly up the sandy track from the 
dunes. They were mounted on mules, and carried their small 
baggage with them on two led mules. When they reached 
the top of the hill they turned to the right and came to¬ 
wards the tower. The officer was a little in advance of 
his men. He was a smart-looking, fair man of perhaps thirty- 
two, with blonde moustaches, blue eyes with blonde lashes, 
and hair very much the colour of the sand dunes. His 
face was bright red, burnt by the sun. His eyes, although pro¬ 
tected by large sun spectacles, were inflamed. The skin was 
peeling from his nose. His hair was full of sand, and he rode 
leaning forward over his animal’s neck, holding the reins loosely 
in his hands, that seemed nerveless from fatigue. Yet he looked 
smart and well-bred despite his evident exhaustion, as if on 
parade he would be a dashing officer. It was evident that both 
he and his men were riding in from some tremendous journey. 
The latter looked dog-tired, scarcely human in their collapse. 
They kept on their mules with difficulty, shaking this way and 
that like sacks, with their unshaven chins wagging loosely up and 
down. But as they saw the tower they began to sing in chorus 
half under their breath, and leaning their broad hands on the 
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necks of the beasts for support they looked with a sort of 
haggard eagerness in its direction. 

Domini was roused from her contemplation of the mirage 
and the day-dreams it suggested by the approach of this small 
cavalcade. The officer was almost upon her ere she heard the 
clatter of his mule among the stones. She looked up, startled, 
and he looked down, even more surprised, apparently, to see a 
lady ensconced at the foot of the tower. His astonishment and 
exhaustion did not, however, get the better of his instinctive 
good breeding, and sitting straight up in the saddle he took off 
his sun helmet and asked Domini’s pardon for disturbing her. 

“But this is my home for the night, Madame,” he added, at 
the same time drawing a key frcm the pocket of his loose trousers. 
“ And I’m thankful to reach it. Ma foi t there have been several 
moments in the last days when I never thought to see Mogar.” 

Slowly he swung himself off his mule and stood up, catching 
on to the saddle with the one hand. 

“ F-f f f!" he said, pursing his lips. “ I can barely stand. 
Excuse me, Madame.” 

Domini had got up. 

“ You are tired out,” she said, looking at him and his men, 
who had now come up, with interest. 

“Pretty well indeed. We have been three days lost in the 
great dunes in a sand-storm, and hit the track here just as we 
were preparing for a—well, a great event.” 

“ A great event ? ” said Domini. 

“ The last in a man’s life, Madame.” 

He spoke simply, even with a light touch of humour that was 
almost cynical, but she felt beneath his words and manner a 
solemnity and a thankfulness that attracted and moved her. 

“ Those terrible dunes! ” she said. 

And, turning, she looked out over them. 

There was no sunset, but the deepening of the grey into a 
dimness that seemed to have blackness behind it, the more 
ghastly hue of the white plains of saltpetre, and the fading of the 
mirage sea, whose islands now looked no longer red, but dull 
brown specks in a pale mist, hinted at the rapid falling of night. 

“ My husband is out in them,” she added. 

“ Your husband, Madame! ” 
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He looked at her rather narrowly, shifted from one leg to the 
other as if trying his strength, then added,— 

“Not far, though, I suppose. For I see you have a camp 
here." 

“ He has only gone after gazelle.” 

As she said the last word she saw one of the soldiers, a mere 
boy, lick his lips and give a sort of tragic wink at his companions. 
A sudden thought struck her. 

“ Don’t think me impertinent. Monsieur, but—what about 
provisions in your tower ? ’’ 

“Oh, as to that, Madame, we shall do well enough. Here, 
open the door, Marelle! ” 

And he gave the key to a soldier, who wearily dismounted 
and thrust it into the door of the tower. 

“ But after three days in the dunes! Your provisions must 
be exhausted unless you’ve been able to replenish them.” 

“You are too good, Madame. We shall manage a cous-cous.” 

“ And wine ? Have you any wine ? ” 

She glanced again at the exhausted soldiers covered with sand 
and saw that their eyes were fixed upon her and were shining 
eagerly. All the “ good fellow ” in her nature rose up. 

“You must let me send you some,” she said. “We have 
plenty.” 

She thought of some bottles of champagne they had brought 
with them and never opened. 

“ In the desert we are all comrades,” she added, as if speaking 
to the soldiers. 

They looked at her with an open adoration which lit up their 
tired faces. 

“Madame,” said the officer, “you are much too good; but I 
accept your offer as frankly as you have made it. A little wine 
will be a godsend to us to-night. Thank you, Madame.” 

The soldiers looked as if they were going to cheer. 

“ I’ll go to the camp —” 

“Cannot one of the men go for you, Madame? You were 
sitting here. Pray, do not let us disturb you.” 

“ But night is falling and I shall have to go back in a moment.” 

While they had been speaking the darkness had rapidly 
increased. She looked towards the distant dunes and no longer 
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saw them. At once her mind went to Androvsky. Why had he 
not returned? She thought of the signal. From the camp, 
behind their sleeping-tent, rose the flames of a newly-made fire. 

“ If one of your men can go and tell Batouch—Batouch—to 
come to me here I shall be grateful,” she answered. “And I 
want him to bring me a big brand from the fire over there.” 

She saw wonder dawning in the eyes fixed upon her, and 
smiled. 

“ I want to signal to my husband,” she said, “and this is the 
highest point. He will see it best if I stand here.” 

“ Go, Marelle, ask for Batouch, and be sure you bring the 
brand from the fire.” 

The man saluted and rode oflT with alacrity. The thought of 
wine had infused a gaiety into him and his companions. 

“ Now, Monsieur, don’t stand on ceremony,” Domini said to 
the officer. “ Go in and make your toilet. You are longing to, 

I know.” 

“ I am longing to look a little more decent—now, Madame,” 
he said gallantly, and gazing at her with a sparkle of admiration 
in his inflamed eyes “ You will let me return in a moment to 
escort you to the camp.” 

“Thank you.” 

“ Will you permit me—my name is De Trevignac.” 

“And mine is Madame Androvsky.” 

“ Russian!” the officer said. “The alliance in the desert! 
Vive la Russie! ” 

She laughed. 

“ That is for my husband, for I am English.” 

“ Vive I’Angleterre! ” he said. 

The two soldiers echoed his words impulsively, lifting up in 
the gathering darkness hoarse voices. 

“ Vive I’Angleterre! ” 

“Thank you, thank you,” she said. “Now, Monsieur, please 
don’t let me keep you.” 

“ I shall be back directly,” the officer replied. 

And he turned and went into the tower, while the soldiers 
rode round to the court, tugging at the cords of the led mules. 

Domini waited for the return of Marelle. Her mood had 
changed. A glow of cordial humanity chased away her melan- 



352 THE GARDEN OF ALLAH 

choly. The hostess that lurks in every woman—that housewife- 
hostess sense which goes hand-in-hand with the mother sense— 
was alive in her. She was keenly anxious to play the good fairy 
simply, unostentatiously, to these exhausted men who had come 
to Mogar out of the jaws of Death, to see their weary faces shine 
under the influence of repose and good cheer. But the tower 
looked desolate. The camp was gayer, cosier. Suddenly she 
resolved to invite them all to dine in the camp that night. 

Marelle returned with Batouch. She saw them from a 
distance coming through the darkness with blazing torches in 
their hands. When they came to her she said,— 

“Batouch, I want you to order dinner in camp for the 
soldiers.” 

A broad and radiant smile irradiated the blunt Breton 
features of Marelle. 

“ And Monsieur the officer will dine with me and Monsieur. 
Give us all you can. Perhaps there will be some gazelle.” 

She saw him opening his lips to say that the dinner would be 
poor and stopped him. 

“ You are to open some of the champagne—the Pommery. 
We will drink to all safe returns. Now, give me the brand and 
go and tell the cook.” 

As he gave up his torch and disappeared into the darkness De 
Trevignac came out from the tower. He still looked exhausted 
and walked with some difficulty, but he had washed the sand 
from his face with water from the artesian well behind the tower, 
changed his uniform, brushed the sand from his yellow hair, and 
put on a smart gold-laced cap instead of his sun-helmet. The 
sprectacles were gone from his eyes, and between his lips was a 
large cigar—his last, kept by him among the dunes as a pos¬ 
sible solace in the dreadful hour of death. 

“ Monsieur de Trevignac, I want you to dine with us in camp 
to-night—only to dine. We won’t keep you from your bed one 
moment after the coffee and the cognac. You must seal the 
triple alliance—France, Russia, England—in some champagne,” 

She had spoken gaily, cordially. She added more gravely,— 

“ One doesn’t escape from death among the dunes every day. 
Will you come ? ’ 

She held out her hand frankly, as a man might to another 
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man. He pressed it as a man presses a woman’s hand when he 
is feeling very soft and tender. 

“ Madame, what can I sa)', but that you are too good to us 
poor fellows, and that you will find it very di/fieult to get rid of 
us, for we shall be so happy in your camp that we shall forget all 
about our tower.” 

“That’s settled then.” 

With the brand in her hand she walked to the edge of the hill. 
De Trevignac followed her. He had taken the other brand from 
Marelle. They stood side by side, overlooking the immense de 
solation that was now almost hidden in the night. 

“You are going to signal to your husband, Madame ?” 

“Yes.” 

“ Let me do it for you. See, I have the other brand! ” 

“ Thank you—but I will do it.” 

In the light of the flame that leaped up as if striving to touch 
her face he saw a light in her eyes that he understood, and he 
drooped his torch towards the earth while she lifted hers on high 
and waved it in the blackness. 

He watched her. The tall, strong, but exquisitely supple 
figure, the uplifted arm with the torch sending forth a long tongue 
of golden flame, the ardent and unconscious pose, that set before 
him a warm p>assionate heart calling to another heart without 
shame, made him think of her as some Goddess of the Sahara. 
He had let his torch droop towards the earth, but, as she waved 
hers, he had an irresistible impulse to join her in the action she 
made heroic and superb, And presently he lifted his torch too, 
and waved it beside hers in the night. 

She smiled at him in the flames. 

“ He must see them surely,” she said. 

From below, in the distance of the desert, there rose a loud 
cry in a strong man’s voice. 

“ Ah 1 ” she exclaimed. 

She called out in return in a warm, powerful voice. The 
man’s voice answered, nearer. She dropped her brand to the 
earth. 

“ Monsieur, you will come then—in half an hour ? ” 

“Madame, with the most heartfelt pleasure. But let me 
accompany—” 
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“ No, I am quite safe. And bring your men with you. We’ll 
make the best feast we can for them. And there’s enough cham¬ 
pagne for all.” 

Then she went away quickly, eagerly, into the darkness. 

“ To be her husband 1 ” murmured De Trevignac. “ Lucky— 
lucky fellow!” And he dropped his brand beside hers on the 
ground, and stood watching the two flames mingle. 

“ Lucky—lucky fellow ! ” he said again aloud. “ I wonder 
what he’s like.” 


XX 

When Domini reached the camp she found it in a bustle. 
Batouch, resigned to the inevitable, had put the cook upon his 
mettle. Ouardi was already to be seen with a bottle of Pommery 
in each hand, and was only prevented from instantly uncorking 
them by the representations of his mistress and an elaborate ex- 
[losition of the peculiar and evanescent virtues of champagne. 
Ali was humming a mysterious song about a love-sick camel-man, 
with which he intended to make glad the hearts of the assembly 
when the meal time was over. And the dining-table was already 
set for three. 

When Androvsky rode in with the Arabs Domini met him at 
the edge of the hill. 

“ You saw my signal, Boris ?” 

“ Yes~” 

He was going to say more, when she interrupted him eagerly. 

“ Have you any gazelle ? Ah—” 

Across the mule of one of the Arabs she saw a body drooping, 
a delicate head with thin, pointed horns, tiny legs with exquisite 
little feet that moved as the mule moved. 

“We shall want it to-night. Take it quickly to the cook’s 
tent, Ahmed.” Androvsky got ofif his mule. 

“ There’s a light in the tower ! ” he said, looking at her and 
then dropping his eyes. 

“ Yes.” 

“ And I saw two signals. There were two brands being waved 
together.” 
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“ To-night we have comrades in the desert.” 

“ Comrades ! ” he said. 

His voice sounded startled. 

“ Men who have escaped from a horrible death in the dunes.” 

“ Arabs?” 

“French.” 

Quickly she told him her story. He listened in silence. When 
she had finished he said nothing. But she saw him look at the 
dining-table laid for three and his expression was dark and 
gloomy. 

“Boris, you don’t mind!” she said in surprise. “Surely 
you would not refuse hospitality to these poor fellows I ” 

She put her hand through his arm and pressed it. 

“ Have I done wrong ? But I know I haven’t! ” 

“ Wrong I How could you do that ? ” 

He seemed to make an effort, to conquer something within 
him. 

“ It’s I who am wrong, Domini. The truth is, I can’t bear our 
happiness to be intruded upon even for a night. I want to be 
alone with you. This life of ours in the desert has made me 
desperately selfish. I want to be alone, quite alone, with 
you.” 

“ It’s that ! How glad I am ! ” 

She laid her cheek against his arm. 

“Then—” he said, “ that other signal ? ” 

“ Monsieur de Trevignac gave it.” 

Androvsky took his arm from hers abruptly. 

“ Monsieur de 'Frevignac I ” he said. “ Monsieur de 
Trevignac ? ” 

He stood as if in deep and anxious thought. 

“ Yes, the officer. That’s his name. What is it, Boris ?' 

“ Nothing.” 

There was a sound of voices approaching the camp in the 
darkness. They were speaking French. 

“ I must—” said Androvsky, “ I must—” 

He made an uncertain movement, as if to go towards the 
dunes, checked it, and went hurriedly into the dressing-tent. As 
he disappeared De Trevignac came into the camp with his men. 
Batouch conducted the latter with all ceremony towards the fire 
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which burned before the tents of the attendants, and, for the 
moment, Domini was left alone with De Trevignac. 

“ My husband is coming directly,” she said. “ He was late in 
returning, but he brought gazelle. Now you must sit down at 
once.” 

She led the way to the dining-tent. De Trevignac glanced 
at the table laid for three with an eager anticipation which he was 
far too natural to try to conceal. 

“ Madame,” he said, “ if I disgrace myself to-night, if I eat 
like an ogre in a fairy tale, will y.u forgive me? ” 

“ I will not forgive you if you don’t.” 

She spoke gaily, made him sit down in a folding-chair, and 
insisted on putting a soft cushion at his back. Her manner was 
cheerful, almost eagerly kind and full of a camaraderie rare in a 
woman, yet he noticed a change in her since they stood together 
waving the brands by the tower. And he said to himself,— 

“ The husband—perhaps he’s not so pleased at my appear¬ 
ance. I wonder how long they’ve been married ? ” 

And he felt his curiosity to see “Monsieur Androvsky” 
deepen. 

While they waited for him Domini made De Trevignac tell 
her the story of his terrible adventure in the dunes. He did so 
simply, like a soldier, without exaggeration. When he had 
finished she said,— 

“ You thought death was certain then ? ” 

“ Quite certain, Madame.” 

She looked at him earnestly. 

“ To have faced a death like that in utter desolation, utter 
loneliness, must make life seem very different afterwards.” 

“Yes, Madame. But I did not feel utterly alone.” 

“ Your men ! ” 

“No, Madame.” 

After a pause he added, simply,— 

“ My mother is a devout Catholic, Madame. I am her only 
child, and—she taught me long ago that in any peril one is never 
quite alone.” 

Domini’s heart warmed to him. She loved this trust in God 
so frankly shown by a soldier, member of an African regiment, 
in this wild land. She loved this brave reliance on the unseen in 
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the midst of the terror of the seen. Before they spoke again 
Androvsky crossed the dark space between the tents and came 
slowly into the circle of the lamplight. 

De Trevignac got up from his chair, and Domini introduced 
the two men. As they bowed each shot a swift glance at the 
other. Then Androvsky looked down, and two vertical lines 
appeared on his high forehead above his eyebrows. They gave 
to his face a sudden look of acute distress. De Trevignac thanked 
him for his proffered hospitality with the ease of a man of the 
world, assuming that the kind invitation to him and to his men 
came from the husband as well as from the wife. When he had 
finished speaking, Androvsky, without looking up, said, in a voice 
that sounded to Domini new, as if he had deliberately assumed 

“I am glad. Monsieur. We found gazelle, and so I hope—I 
hope you will have a fairly good dinner.” 

The words could scarcely have been more ordinary, but the 
way in which they were uttered was so strange, sounded indeed 
so forced, and so unnatural, that both De Trevignac and Domini 
looked at the speaker in surprise. There was a pause. Then 
Batouch and Ouardi came in with the soup. 

“ Come ! ” Domini said. “ Let us begin. Monsieur de 
Trevignac, will you sit here on my right ?” 

They sat down. The two men were opposite to each other at 
the ends of the small table, with a lamp between them. Domini 
faced the tent door, and could see in the distance the tents 
of the attendants lit up by the blaze of the fire, and the forms of 
the French soldiers sitting at their table close to it, with the Arabs 
clustering round them. Sounds of loud conversation and 
occasional roars of laughter, that was almost childish in its frank 
lack of all restraint, told her that one feast was a success. She 
looked at her companions and made a sudden resolve—almost 
fierce—that the other, over which she was presiding, should be a 
success too. But why was Androvsky so strange with other 
men ? Why did he seem to become almost a different human 
being directly he was brought into any close contact with his 
kind? Was it shyness? Had he a profound hatred of all 
society ? She remembered Count Anteoni’s luncheon and the 
distress Androvsky had caused her by his cold embarrassment, 
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his unwillingness to join in conversation on that occasion. But 
then he was only her friend. Now he was her husband. She 
longed for him to show himself at his best. That he was not a 
man of the world she knew. Had he not told her of his simple 
upbringing in El Kreir, a remote village of Tunisia, by a mother 
who had been left in poverty after the death of his father, a Russian, 
who had come to Africa to make a fortune by vine-growing, and 
who had had his hopes blasted by three years of drought and by 
the visitation of the dreaded Phyloxera. Had he not told her of 
his own hard work on the rich uplands among the Spanish work¬ 
men, of how he had toiled early and late in all kinds of weather, 
not for himself, but for a company of men who drew a fortune from 
the land and gave him a bare livelihood ? Till she met him he had 
never travelled—he had never seen almost anything of life. A 
legacy from a relative had at last enabled him to have some freedom 
and to gratify a man’s natural taste for change. And, strangely, 
perhaps, he had come almost at once to the desert. She could 
not—she did not—expect him to show the sort of easy cultivation 
that a man acquires only by long contact with all sorts and con¬ 
ditions of men and women. But she knew that he was not only 
full of fire and feeling—a man with a great temperament, but also 
that he was a man who had found time to study, whose mind was 
not empty. He was a man who had thought profoundly. She 
knew this, although even with her, even in the great intimacy 
that is born of a great mutual passion, she knew him for a man 
of naturally deep reserve, who could not perhaps speak all his 
thoughts to anyone, even to the woman he loved. And, knowing 
this, .she felt a fighting temper rise up in her. She resolved to 
use her will upon this man who loved her, to force him to show 
his best side to the guest who had come to them out of the terror 
of the dunes. She would be obstinate for him. 

Her lips went down a little at the corners. De Trevignac 
glanced at her above his soup-plate, and then at Androvsky. He 
was a man who had seen much of society, and who divined at 
once the gulf that must have separated the kind of life led 
in the past by his hostess from the kind of life led by his 
host. Such gulfs, he knew, are bridged with difficulty. In this 
case a great love must have been the bridge. His interest in 
these two people, encountered by him in the desolation of the 
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wastes, and when all his emotions had been roused by the near¬ 
ness of peril, would have been deep in any case. But there was 
something that made it extraordinary, something connected with 
Androvsky. It seemed to him that he had seen, perhaps known 
Androvsky at some time in his life. Yet Androvsky’s face was 
not familiar to him. He could not yet tell from what he drew 
this impression, but it was strong. He searched his memory. 

Just at first fatigue was heavy upon him, but the hot soup, the 
first glass of wine revived him. When Domini, full of her secret 
obstinacy, began to talk gaily he was soon able easily to take his 
part, and to join her in her effort to include Androvsky in the 
conversation. The cheerful noise of the camp came to them 
from without. 

“ I’m afraid my men are lifting up their voices rather loudly,” 
said De Trevignac. 

“ We like it,” said Domini. “ Don’t we, Boris?” 

There was a long peal of laughter from the distance. As it 
died away Batouch’s peculiar guttural chuckle, which had some¬ 
thing negroid in it, was audible, prolonging itself in a loneliness 
that spoke his pertinacious sense of humour. 

“ Certainly,” said Androvsky, still in the same strained and 
unnatural voice which had surprised Domini when she introduced 
the two men. “We are accustomed to gaiety round the camp 
fire.” 

“You are making a long stay in the desert, Monsieur?” 
asked De Trevignac. 

“I hope so. Monsieur. It depends on my—it depends on 
Madame Androvsky.” 

“ Why didn’t he say ‘ my wife ’ ? ” thought De Trevignac. And 
again he searched his memory. Had he evei met this man ? If 
so, where? 

“I should like to stay in the desert for ever,” Domini said 
quickly, with a long look at her husband. 

“ I should not, Madame,” De Trevignac said. 

“ I understand. The desert has shown you its terrors.” 

“ Indeed it has.” 

“But to us it has only shown its enchantment. Hasn’t it?” 

She spoke to Androvsky. After a pause he replied,— 

“ Yes.” 
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The word, when it came, sounded like a lie. 

For the first time since her marriage Domini felt a cold, like 
a cold of ice about her heart. Was it possible that Androvsky 
had not shared her joy in the desert ? Had she been alone in 
her happiness ? For a moment she sat like one stunned by a 
blow. Then knowledge, reason, spoke in her. She knew of 
A ndrovsky’s happiness with her, knew it absolutely. There are 
some things in which a woman cannot be deceived. When 
Androvsky was with her he wanted no other human being. 
Nothing could take that certainty from her. 

“ Of course,” she said, recovered, “ there are places in the 
desert in which melancholy seems to brood, in which one has a 
sense of the terrors of the wastes. Mogar, I think, is one of 
them, perhaps the only one we have been in yet. This evening, 
when 1 was sitting under the tower, even I ”—and as she said 
“even I” she smiled happily at Androvsky—“knew some fore¬ 
bodings.” 

“Forebodings?” Androvsky said quickly. “Why should 
you—?” He broke off. 

“Not of coming misfortune, I hope, Madame?” said De 
Trevignac in a voice that was now irresistibly cheerful. 

He was helping himself to some gazelle, which sent forth an 
appetising odour, and Ouardi was proudly pouring out for him 
the first glass of blithely winking champagne. 

“ I hardly know, but everything looked sad and strange; I 
began to think about the uncertainties of life.” 

Domini and De Trevignac were sipping their champagne. 
Ouardi came behind Androvsky to fill his glass. 

“ Non ! non 1 ” he said, putting his hand over it and shaking 
his head. 

De Trevignac started. 

Ouardi looked at Domini and made a distressed grimace, 
pointing with a brown finger at the glass. 

“ Oh, Boris I you must drink champagne to-night! ” she ex¬ 
claimed. 

“ I would rather not,” he answered. “ I am not accustomed 
to it.” 

“But to drink our guest’s health after his escape from 
death!” 
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Androvsky took his hand from the glass and Ouardi filled it 
with wine. 

Then Domini raised her glass and drank to De Trevignac. 
Androvsky followed her example, but without geniality, and when 
he put his lips to the wine he scarcely tasted it. Then he put the 
glass down and told Ouardi to give him red wine. And during 
the rest of the evening he drank no more champagne. He also 
ate very little, much less than usual, for in the desert they both 
had the appetites of hunters. 

After thanking them cordially for drinking his health, De 
Trevignac said,— 

“ I was nearly experiencing the certainty of death. But was 
it Mogar that turned you to such thoughts, Madame?” 

“I think so. There is something sad, even portentous 
about it.” 

She looked towards the tent door, imagining the immense 
desolation that was hidden in the darkness outside, the white 
plains, the mirage sea, the sand dunes like monsters, the bleached 
bones of the dead camels with the eagles hovering above them. 

“ Don't you think so, Boris ? Don’t you think it looks like a 
place in which—like a tragic place, a place in which tragedies 
ought to occur ? ” 

“It is not places that make tragedies,” he said, “or at 
least they make tragedies far more seldom than the people 
in them.” 

He stopped, seemed to make an effort to throw off his taci¬ 
turnity, and suddenly to be able to throw it off, at least partially. 
P'or he continued speaking with greater naturalness and ease, even 
w'ith a certain dominating force. 

“ If people would use their wills they need not be influenced 
by place, they need not be governed by a thousand things, by 
memories, by fears, by fancies—yes, even by fancies that are the 
merest shadows, but out of which they make phantoms. Half 
the terrors and miseries of life lie only in the minds of men. 
They even cause the very tragedies they would avoid by expect¬ 
ing them." 

He said the last words with a sort of strong contempt—then 
more quietly, he added,— 

“You, Domini, why should you feel the uncertainty of life, 



362 THE GARDEN OF ALLAH 

especially at Mogar ? You need not. You can choose not to. 
Life is the same in its chances here as everywhere ? ” 

“ But you,” she answered—“ did you not feel a tragic influence 
when we arrived here ? Do you remember how you looked at the 
tower ? ” 

“The tower!” he said, with a quick glance at De Trevignac. 
“ I—why should I look at the tower ? ” 

“I don’t know, but you did, almost as if you were afraid 
of it.” 

“ My tower! ” said De Trevignac. 

Another roar of laughter reached them from the camp fire. 
It made Domini smile in sympathy, but De Trevignac and 
Androvsky looked at each other for a moment, the one with a 
sort of earnest inquiry, the other with hostility, or what seemed 
hostility, across the circle of lamplight that lay between them. 

“A tower rising in the desert emphasises the desolation. I 
suppose that was it,” Androvsky said, as the laugh died down 
into Batouch’s throaty chuckle. “It suggests lonely people 
watching.” 

“ For something that never comes, or something terrible that 
comes,” De Trevignac said. 

As he spoke the last words Androvsky moved uneasily in his 
chair, and looked out towards the camp, as if he longed to get 
up and go into the open air, as if the tent roof above his head 
oppressed him. 

De Trevignac turned to Domini. 

“ In this case, Madame, you were the lonely watcher, and I 
was the something terrible that came.” 

She laughed. While she laughed De Trevignac noticed that 
Androvsky looked at her with a sort of sad intentness, not re¬ 
proachful or wondering, as an older person might look at a child 
playing at the edge of some great gulf into w'hich a false step 
would precipitate it. He strove to interpret this strange look, so 
obviously born in the face of his host in connection with himself. 
It seemed to him that he must have met Androvsky, and that 
Androvsky knew it, knew—what he did not yet know—where it 
was and when. It seemed to him, too, that Androvsky thought 
of him as the “something terrible” that had come to this woman 
who sat between them out of the desert. 
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But how could it be ? 

A profound curiosity was roused in him and he mentally 
cursed his treacherous memory—if it were treacherous. For 
possibly he might be mistaken. He had perhaps never met his 
host before, and this strange manner of his might be due to some 
inexplicable cause, or perhaps to some cause explicable and even 
commonplace. This Monsieur Androvsky might be a very jealous 
man, who had taken this woman away into the desert to mono¬ 
polise her, and who resented even the chance intrusion of a 
stranger. Dc Trevignac knew life and the strange passions of 
men, knew that there are Europeans with the Arab temperament, 
who secretly long for their women to w’ear the veil and live 
secluded in the harem. Androvsky might be one of these. 

When she had laughed Domini said,— 

“On the contrary. Monsieur, you turned my thoughts into a, 
happier current by your coming.” 

“How so?” 

“You made me think of what are called the little things of 
life that are more to us women than to you men, I suppose.” 

“ Ah,” he said. “ This food, this wine, this chair with a 
cushion, this gay light—Madame, they are not little things I have 
to be grateful for. When I think of the dunes they seem to me 
—they seem—” 

Suddenly he stopped. His gay voice was choked. She saw 
that there were tears in his blue eyes, which w'ere fixed on her 
with an expression of ardent gratitude. He cleared his throat. 

“Monsieur,” he said to Androvsky, “you will not think me 
presuming on an acquaintance formed in the desert if I say that 
till the end of my life I—and my men—can only think of Madame 
as the good Goddess of the desolate Sahara! ” 

He did not know how Androvsky would take this remark, he 
did not care. For the moment in his impulsive nature there was 
room only for admiration of the woman and gratitude for her 
frank kindness. Androvsky said,— 

“Thank you. Monsieur.” 

He spoke with an intensity, even a fervour, that were startling. 
For the first time since they had been together his voice was 
absolutely natural, his manner was absolutely unconstrained, he 
showed himself as he was, a man on fire with love for the woman 
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who had given herself to him, and who received a warm word of 
praise of her as a gift made to himself. De Trevignac no longer 
wondered that Domini was his wife. Those three words, and the 
way they were spoken, gave him the man and what he might be 
in a woman’s life. Domini looked at her husband silently. It 
seemed to her as if her heart were flooded with light, as if desolate 
Mogar were the Garden of Eden before the angel came. When 
they spoke again it was on some indifferent topic. But from that 
moment the meal went more merrily. Androvsky seemed to lose 
his strange uneasiness. De Trevignac met him more than half¬ 
way. Something of the gaiety round the camp fire had entered 
into the tent. A chain of sympathy had been forged between 
these three people. Possibly a touch might break it, but for the 
moment it seemed strong. 

At the end of the dinner Domini got up. 

“ We have no formalities in the desert," she said. “ But I’m 
going to leave you together for a moment. Give Monsieur dc 
Trevignac a cigar, Boris. Coffee is coming directly.” 

She went out towards the camp fire. She wanted to leave the 
men together to seal their good fellowship. Her husband’s 
change from taciturnity to cordiality had enchanted her. 
Happiness was dancing within her. She felt gay as a child. 
Between the fire and the tent she met Ouardi carrying a tray. 
On it were a coffee-pot, cups, little glasses and a tall bottle of a 
peculiar shape with a very thin neck and bulging sides. 

“What’s that, Ouardi?” she asked, touching it with her 
finger. 

“ That is an African liqueur, Madame, that you have never 
tasted. Batouch told me to bring it in honour of Monsieur the 
officer. They call it—” 

“Another surprise of Batouch’s!” she interrupted gaily. 
“ Take it in! Monsieur the officer will think we have quite a 
cellar in the desert.” 

He went on, and she stood for a few minutes looking at the 
blaze of the fire, and at the faces lit up by it, French and Arab. 
The happy soldiers were singing a French song with a chorus for 
the delectation of the Arabs, who swayed to and fro, wagging 
their heads and smiling in an effort to show appreciation of the 
barbarous music of the Roumis. Dreary, terrible Mogar and its 
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influences were being defied by the wanderers halting in it. She 
thought of Androvsky’s words about the human will overcoming 
' the influence of place, and a sudden desire came to her to go as 
far as the tower where she had felt sad and apprehensive, to stand 
in its shadow for an instant and to revel in her happiness. 

She yielded to the impulse, walked to the tower, and stood 
there facing the darkness which hid the dunes, the white plains, 
the phantom sea, seeing them in her mind, and radiantly defying 
them. Then she began to return to the camp, walking lightly, as 
happy people walk. When she had gone a very short way she 
heard someone coming towards her. It was too dark to see 
who it was. She could only hear the steps among the stones. 
They were hasty. They passed her and stopped behind her at 
the tower. She wondered who it was, and supposed it must be 
one of the soldiers come to fetch something, or perhaps tired and < 
hastening to bed. 

As she drew near to the camp she saw the lamplight shining 
in the tent, where doubtless De Trevignac and Androvsky were 
smoking and talking in frank good fellowship. It was like a 
bright star, she thought, that gleam of light that shone out of her 
home, the brightest of all the stars of Africa. She went towards 
it. As she drew near she expected to hear the voices of the two 
men, but she heard nothing. Nor did she see the blackness of 
their forms in the circle of the light. Perhaps they had gone out 
to join the soldiers and the Arabs round the fire. She hastened 
on, came to the tent, entered it, and was confronted by her 
husband, who was standing hack in an angle formed by the 
canvas, in the shadow, alone. On the floor near him lay a 
quantity of fragments of glass. 

“ Boris ! ” she said. “ Where is Monsieur de Trevignac ? ” 

“ Gone,” replied Androvsky in a loud, firm voice. 

She looked up at him. His face was grim and powerful, hard 
like the face of a fighting man. 

“ Gone already ? Why ?" 

“ He’s tired out. He told me to make his excuses to you.” 

» But—” 

She saw on the table the coffee cups. Two of them were 
full of coffee. The third, hers, was clean. 

“ But he hasn’t drunk his coffee ! ” she said. 
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She was astonished and showed it. She could not understand 
a man who had displayed such warm, even touching, appreciation 
of her kindness leaving her without a word, taking the opportunity 
of her momentary absence to disappear, to slink away—for she 
put it like that to herself. 

“ No—he did not want coffee.” 

“ But was anything the matter ? ” 

She looked down at the broken glass, and saw stains upon 
the ground among the fragments. 

“ What’s this ? ” she said. “ Oh, the African liqueur! ” 

Suddenly Androvsky put his arm round her with an iron 
grip, and led her away out of the tent. They crossed the space 
to the sleeping tent in silence. She felt governed, and as if she 
must yield to his will, but she also felt confused, even almost 
alarmed mentally. The sleeping-tent was dark. When they 
reached it Androvsky took his arm from her, and she heard him 
searching for the matches. She was in the tent door and could 
see that there was a light in the tower. De Trevignac must be 
there already. No doubt it was he who had passed her in the 
night when she was returning to the camp. Androvsky struck a 
match and lit a candle. Then he came to the tent door and 
saw her looking at the light in the tower. 

“ Come in, Domini,” he said, taking her by the hand, and 
speaking gently, but still with a firmness that hinted at command. 

She obeyed, and he quickly let down the flap of canvas, 
and shut out the night. 

“ What is it, Boris ? ” she asked. 

She was standing by one of the beds. 

“ What has happened ? ” 

“ Why—happened ? ” 

“I don’t understand. Why did Monsieur de Trevignac go 
away so suddenly ? ” 

“ Domini, do you care whether he is here or gone ? Do you 
care ? ” He sat on the edge of the bed and drew her down 
beside him. 

“ Do you want anyone to be with us, to break in upon our 
lives ? Aren’t we happier alone ? ” 

“Boris!” she said, “You—did you let him see that you 
wanted him to go ? ” 
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It occurred to her suddenly that Androvsky, in his lack of 
worldly knowledge, might perhaps have shown their guest that 
he secretly resented the intrusion of a stranger upon them even 
for one evening, and that De Trevignac, being a sensitive man, 
had been hurt and had abruptly gone away. Her social sense 
revolted at this idea. 

“ You didn’t let him see that, Boris I ” she exclaimed. 
“ After his escape from death 1 It would have been in¬ 
human.” 

“ Perhaps my love for you might even make me that, Domini. 
And if it did—if you knew why I was inhuman—would you 
blame me for it ? Would you hate me for it ? ” 

There was a strong excitement dawning in him. It recalled 
to her the first night in the desert when they sat together on the 
ground and watched the waning of the fire. 

“Could you—could you hate me for anything, Domini?” he 
said. “ Tell me—could you ? ” 

His face was close to hers. She looked at him with her 
long, steady eyes, that had truth written in their dark fire. 

“ No,” she answered. “ I could never hate you—now.” 

“Not if—not if I had done you harm? Not if I had done 
you a wrong.” 

“ Could you ever do me a wrong ? ” she asked. 

She sat looking at him as if in deep thought for a moment. 

“I could almost as easily believe that God could,” she said 
at last simply. 

“ Then you—you have perfect trust in me ? ” 

“ But—have you ever thought I had not ? ” she asked. 
There was wonder in her voice. 

“ But I have given my life to you,” she added still with 
wonder. “ I am here in the desert with you. What more can 
I give ? What more can I do ? ” 

He put his arms about her and drew her head down on his 
shoulder. 

“ Nothing, nothing. You have given, you have done every¬ 
thing—too much, too much. I feel myself below you, I know 
myself below you—far, far down.” 

“How can you say that? I couldn’t have loved you if it 
were so.” She spoke with complete conviction. 
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“Perhaps,” he said, in a low voice, “perhaps women never 
realise what their love can do. It might—it might—” 

“ What, Boris ? ” 

“It might do what Christ did—go down into hell to preach 
to the—to the spirits in prison.” 

His voice had dropped almost to a murmur. With one 
hand on her cheek he kept her face pressed down upon his 
shoulder so that she could not see his face. 

“It might do that, Domini.” 

“ Boris,” she said, almost whispering too, for his words and 
manner filled her with a sort of awe, “I want you to tell 
me sometliing." 

“ What is it ? ” 

“ Are you quite happy with me here in the desert ? If you 
are I want you to tell me that you are. Remember—I shall 
believe you.” 

“No other human being could ever give me the happiness 
you give me.” 

“ But 

He interrupted her. 

“No other human being ever has. Till I met you I had no 
conception of the h.ippiness there is in the world for a man and 
woman who love each other.” 

“ Then you are hai)py ? ” 

“ Don’t I seem so ? ” 

She did not reply. She was searching her heart for the 
answer—searching it with an almost terrible sincerity. He waited 
for her answer, sitting quite still. His-hand was always against 
her face. After what seemed to him an eternity she said,— 

“ Boris! ” 

“Yes.” 

“ Why did you say that about a woman’s love being able even 
to go down into hell to preach to the spirits in prison ? ” 

He did not answer. His hand seemed to her to lie more 
heavily on her cheek. 

“ I—I am not sure that you are quite happy with me,” she said. 

She spoke like one who reverenced truth, even though it slew 
her. There was a note of agony in her voice. 

“ Hush ! ” he said. “ Hush, Domini! ” 
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They were both silent. Beyond the canvas of the tent that 
shut out from them the camp they heard a sound of music. 
Drums were being beaten. The African pipe was wailing. Then 
the voice of Ali rose in the song of the “Freed Negroes ” :— 

“ No one but (jod and I 
Knows what is in my heart.” 

At that moment Domini felt that the words were true- 
■orribly true. 

“Boris,” she said. “Do you hear?” 

“ Hush, Domini.” 

“I think there is something in your heart that sometimes 

,:cs you sad even with me. I think perhaps I partly guess 
iiat it is.” 

He took his hand away from her face, his arm from her 
loulder, but she caught hold of him, and her arm was strong 
:kc a man’s. 

“ Boris, you are with me, you are close to me, but do you 
sometimes feel far away from God?” 

He did not answer. 

“I don’t know ; I oughtn’t to ask.perhaps. T don’t ask—no, 
I don’t. But, if it’s that, don’t be too sad. It may all come 
right—here in the desert. For the desert is the Garden of 
Allah. And, Boris—put out the light.” 

He extinguished the candle with his hand. 

“You feel, perhaps, that you can’t pray honestly now, but 
some day you may be able to. You will be able to. I know it. 
Before I knew I loved you I saw you—praying in the desert.” 

“ I! ” he whispered. “ You saw me praying in the desert! ” 

It seemed to her that he was afraid. She pressed him more 
closely with her arms. 

“ It was that night in the dancing-house. I seemed to see a 
crowd of people to whom the desert had given gifts, and to you 
it had given the gift of prayer. I saw you far out in the desert 
praying.” 

She heard his hard breathing, felt it against her cheek. 

“ If—if it is that, Boris, don’t despair. It may come. Keep 
the cross. I am sure you have it. And I always pray for 
you.” 

2A 
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They sat for a long while in the dark, but they did not speak 
again that night. 

Domini did not. sleep, and very early in the nrorning, just as 
dawn was beginning, she stole out of the tent, shutting down the 
canvas flap behind her. 

It was cold outside—cold almost as in a nortliern winter. 
The wind of the morning, that blew to her across the wavelike 
dunes and the white plains, seemed impregnated with ice. The 
sky was a pallid grey. I’he camp was sleeping. What had been 
a fire, all red and gold and leaping beauty, was now’ a circle of 
ashes, grey as the sky. She stood on the edge of the hill and 
looked towards the tower. 

As she did so, from the house behind it came a string of 
mules, picking their way among the stones over the hard earth. 
De Trevignac and his men were already departing from Mogar. 

They came towards her slowly. They had to pass her to 
reach the track by which they were going on to the north and 
civilisation. She stood to sec them pass. 

When they were quite near De Trevignac, who was riding, 
with his head bent down on his chest, nnilTled in a heavy cloak, 
looked up and saw' her. She nodded to him. He sat up and 
saluted. For a moment she thought that he was going on with¬ 
out stopping to speak to her. She saw that he hesitated what to 
do. Then he pulled up his mule and prepared to get off. 

“ No, don’t, Monsieur,” she said. 

She held out her hand. 

" Good-bye,” she added. 

He took her hand, then signed to his men to ride on. When 
they h.ad passed, saluting her, he let her hand go. He had not 
spoken a word. His face, burned scarlet by the sun, had a look 
of exhaustion on it, but also another look—of horror, she 
thought, as if in his soul he was recoiling from her. His inflamed 
blue eyes watched her, as if in a search that was intense. She 
stood beside the mule in amazement. She could hardly believe 
that this was the man who had thanked her, with tears in his 
eyes, for her hospitality the night before. “Good-bye," he 
said, speaking at last, coldly. She saw him glance at the tent 
from which she had come. The horror in his face surely 
deepened. “Good-bye, Madame,” he repeated. “Thank you 
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for your hospitality.” He pulled up the rein to ride on. The 
mule moved a step or two. Then suddenly he checked it and 
turned in the saddle. “ Madame! ” he said. “ Madame! ” 

She came up to him. It seemed to her that he was going to 
say something of tremendous importance to her. His lips, 
blistered by the sun, opened to speak. But he only looked again 
towards the tent in which Androvsky was still sleeping, then at 
her. 

A long moment passed. 

Then De Trevignac, as if moved by an irresistible impulse, 
leaned from the saddle and made over Dotuini the sign of the 
cross. His hand dropped down against the mule’s side, and 
without another word, or look, he rode away to the north, 
following his men. 


XXI 

That same day, to the surprise of Balouch, they left Mogar. 
To both Domini and Androvsky it seemed a tragic place, a place 
whe.'-e the desert showed them a countenance that was menacing. 

They moved on towards the south, wandering aimlessly 
through the w'arm regions of the sun. Then, as the spring drew 
into summer, and the heat became daily more intense, they 
turned again northwards, and on an evening in May pitched 
their camp on the outskirts of the Sahara city of Amara. 

This city, although situated in the northern part of the 
desert, was called by the Arabs “The belly of the Sahara,” and 
also “ The City of Scorpions. It lay in the midst of a vast region 
of soft and shifting sand that suggested a white sea, in which the 
oasis of date palms, at the edge of which the city stood, was a 
green island. From the south, whence the wanderers came, the 
desert sloped gently upwards for a long distance, perhaps half a 
day’s march, and many kilometres before the city was reached 
the minarets of its mosques were visible, pointing to the brilliant 
blue sky that arched the whiteness of the sands. Round about 
the city, on every side, great sand-hills rose like ramparts erected 
by Nature to guard it from the assaults of enemies. These hills 
were black with the tents of desert tribes, which, from far off, 
looked like multitudes of flies that had settled on the sands. 
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The palms of the oasis, which stretched northwards from the 
city, could not be seen from the south till the city was reached, 
and in late spring this region was a strange and barbarous pageant 
of blue and white and gold; crude in its intensity, fierce in its 
crudity, almost terrible in its blazing splendour that was like the 
splendour about the portals of the sun. 

Domini and Androvsky rode towards Amara at a foot’s pace, 
looking towards its distant towers. A quivering silence lay 
around them, yet already they seemed to hear the cries of the 
voices of a great multitude, to be aware of the movement of 
thronging crowds of men. This was the first .Sahara city they 
had drawn near to, and their minds W'ere full of memories of the 
stories of Batouch, told to them by the camp fire at night in the 
uninhabitated places which, till now, had been their home: stories 
of the wealthy date merchants who trafficked here and dwelt in 
Oriental palaces, poor in aspect as seen from the dark and narrow 
streets, or zgags, in which they were situated, but within full of 
the splendours of Eastern luxury; of the Jew money-lenders who 
lived apart in their own quarter, rapacious as wolves, hoarding 
their gains, and practising the rites of their ancient and— 
according to the Arabs—detestable religion; of the marabouts, 
or sacred men, revered by the Mohammedans, who rode on 
white horses through the public ways, followed by adoring 
fanatics who sought to touch their garments and amulets, and 
demanded importunately miraculous blessings at their hands—^the 
hedgehog’s foot to protect their women in the peril of childbirth ; 
the scroll, covered with verses of the Koran and enclosed in a sheaf 
of leather, that banishes ill dreams at night and stays the uncertain 
feet of the sleep-walker; the camel’s skull that brings fruit to the 
palm trees; the red coral that stops the flow of blood from a knife- 
wound—of the dancing-girls glittering in an armour of golden 
pieces, their heads tyred with purple and red and yellow handker¬ 
chiefs of silk, crowned with great bars of solid gold and tufted 
with ostrich feathers; of the dwarfs and jugglers who by night 
perform in the market-place, contending for custom with the 
sorceresses who tell the fates from shells gathered by mirage 
seas ; of the snake-charmers who are immune from the poison 
of serpents and the acrobats who come from far-off Persia 
and Arabia to spread their carpets in the shadow of the Agha’s 



THE JOURNEY 


373 


dwelling and delight the eyes of negro and Kabyle, of Soudanese 
and Touareg with their feats of strength; of the hashish smokers 
who, assembled by night in an underground house whose ceiling 
and walls were black as ebony, gave themselves up to day-dreams 
of shifting glory, in which the things of earth and the joys and 
passions of men reappeared, but transformed by the magic 
influence of the drug, made monstrous or fairylike, intensified or 
turned to voluptuous languors, through which the Ouled-Nail 
floated like a syren, promising ecstasies unknown even in 
Baghdad, where the pale Circassian lifts her lustrous eyes, in 
which the palms were heavy with dates of solid gold, and the 
streams were gliding silver. 

Often they had smiled over Batouch’s opulent descriptions of 
the marvels of Amara, which they suspected to be very far 
away from the reality, yet, nevertheless, when they saw the 
minarets soaring above the sands to the brassy heaven, it 
seemed to them both as if, perhaps, they might be true. 
The place looked intensely barbaric. The api)roach to it was 
grandiose. 

Wide as the sands had been, they seemed to widen out into a 
greater immensity of arid pallor before the city gates as yet un¬ 
seen. The stretch of blue above looked vaster here, the horizons 
more remote, the radiance of the sun more vivid, more inexorable. 
Nature surely expanded as if in an effort to hold her own against 
seme tremendous spectacle set in her bosom by the activity of 
men, who were strong and ardent as the giants of old, who had 
powers and a passion for employing them persistently not known 
in any other region of the earth. The immensity of Mogar 
brought sadness to the mind. The immensity of Amara 
brought excitement. Even at this distance from it, when its 
minarets were still like shadowy fingers of an uplifted hand, 
Androvsky and Domini were conscious of influences streaming 
forth from its battlements over the sloping sands like a procession 
that welcomed them to a new phase of desert life. 

“ And people talk of the monotony of the Sahara 1 ” Domini 
said, speaking out of their mutual thought. “ Everything is here. 
Boris, you’ve never drawn near to London. Long before you 
reach the first suburbs you feel London like a great influence 
brooding over the fields and the woods. Here you feel Amara 
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in the same way brooding over the sands. It’s as if the sands 
were full of voices. Doesn’t it excite you?” 

“ Ves,” he said. “But ”—and he turned in his saddle and 
looked back—“ I feel as if the solitudes were safer.” 

“ We can return to them.” 

“ Yes.” 

“We are splendidly free. There’s nothing to prevent us 
leaving Amara to-morrow.” 

“ Isn’t there ? ” he answered, fixing his eyes upon the minarets. 

“What can there be?” 

“ Who knows? ” 

“What do you mean, Boris? Are you superstitious? But 
you reject the influence of place. Don’t you remember—at 
Mogar ? ” 

At the mention of the name his face clouded and she was 
sorry she had spoken it. Since they had left the hill above the 
mirage sea they had scarcely ever alluded to their night there. 
They had never once talked of the dinner in camp with De 
Trevignac and his men, or renewed their conversation in the tent 
on the subject of religion. But since that day, since her words 
about Androv.sky’s lack of perfect hapi)iness even with her far out 
in the freedom of the desert, Domini had been conscious that, 
despite their great love for each other, their mutual passion for 
the solitude in which it grew each day more deep and more en¬ 
grossing, wrapping their lives in fire and leading them on to the 
inner abodes of sacred understanding, there was at moments a 
barrier between them. 

At first she had striven not to recognise its existence. She 
had striven to be blind. But she was essentially a brave woman 
and an almost fanatical lover of truth for its own sake, thinking 
that what is called an ugly truth is less ugly than the loveliest lie. 
'I’o deny truth is to play the coward. She could not long do that. 
And so she (juickly learned to face this truth with steady eyes and 
an unflinching heart. 

At moments Androvsky retreated from her, his mind became 
remote—more, his heart was far from her, and, in its distant 
place, was suffering. Of that she was assured. 

But she was assured, too, that she stood to him for perfection 
in human companionship. A woman’s love is, perhaps, the only 
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true divining rod. Domini knew instinctively where lay the 
troubled waters, what troubled them in their subterranean 
dwelling. She was certain that Androvsky was at peace with her 
but not with himself. She had said to him in the tent that she 
thought he sometimes felt far away from God. The conviction 
grew in her that even the satisfaction of his great human love was 
not enough for his nature. He demanded, sometimes imperiously, 
not only the peace that can be understood gloriously, but also 
that other peace which passeth understanding. And because he 
had it not he suffered. 

In the Garden of Allah he felt a loneliness even though she 
was with him, and he could not speak with her of this loneliness. 
That was the barrier between them she thought. 

She prayed for him ; in the tent by night, in the desert under 
the burning sky by day. When the Mueddin cried from tlie 
minaret of some tiny mosque lost in the desolation of the wastes, 
turning to the north, south, east and west, and the Mussulmans 
bowed their shaven heads, facing towards Mecca, she prayed to 
the Catholics’ God, whom she felt to be the God, too, of all the 
devout of all the religions of the world, and to the Mother of 
God looking towards Africa. She prayed that this man whom 
she loved, and who she believed was seeking, might find. And 
she felt that there was a strength, a passion in her prayers, which 
could not be rejected. She felt that some day Allah would show 
himself in his garden to the wanderer there. She dared to feel 
that because she dared to believe in the endless mercy of God. 
And when that moment came she felt, too, that their love—hers 
and his—for each other would be crowned. Beautiful and in¬ 
tense as it was it still lacked something. It needed to be en¬ 
circled by the protecting love of a God in whom they both 
believed in the same way, and to whom they both were equally 
near. While she felt close to this love and he far from it they 
were not quite together. 

There were moments in which she was troubled, even sad, but 
they passed. For she had a great courage, a great confidence. 
The hope that dwells like a flame in the purity of prayer <oni- 
forted her. 

“ I love the solitudes,” he said. “ I love to have you to 
myself.” 
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“ If we lived always in the greatest city of the world it wouk 
make no difference,” she said quietly. “ You know that, Boris.’ 

He bent over from his saddle and clasped her hand in his, 
and they rode thus up the great slope of the sands, with their 
horses close together. 

The minarets of the city grew more distinct. They dominated 
the waste as the thought of Allah dominates the Mohammedan 
world. Presently, far away on the left, Domini and Androvsky 
saw hills of sand, clearly defined like small mountains delicately 
shaped. On the summits of these hills were Arab villages of the 
hue of bronze gleaming in the sun. No trees stood near them. 
But beyond them, much farther off, was the long green line of the 
palms of a large oasis. Between them and the riders moved 
slowly towards the minarets dark things that looked like .serpents 
writhing through the sands. These were caravans coming into 
the city from long journeys. Here and there, dotted about in the 
immensity, were solitary horsemen, camels in twos and threes, 
small troops of donkeys. And all the things that moved went 
towards the minarets as if irresistibly drawn onwards by some 
strong influence that sucked them in from the solitudes to the 
whirlpool of human life. 

Again Domini thought of the approach to London, and of the 
dominion of great cities, those octopus monsters created by men, 
whose tentacles are strong to seize and stronger still to keep. 
She wa.s infected by Androvsky’s dread of a changed life, and 
through her excitement, that pulsed with interest and curiosity, 
she felt a faint thrill of something that was like fear. 

“ Boris,” she said, “ I feel as if your thoughts were being con¬ 
veyed to me by your touch. Perhaps the solitudes are best.” 

By a simultaneous impulse they pulled in their horses and 
listened. Sounds came to them over the sands, thin and remote. 
They could not tell what they were, but they knew that they 
heard something which suggested the distant presence of life. 

“Wl\at is it?” said Domini. 

“ I don’t know, but I hear something. It travels to us from 
the minarets.” 

They both leaned forward on their horses’ necks, holding each 
other’s hand. 

“ I feel the tumult of men,” Androvsky said presently. 
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“ And I. But it seems as if no men could have elected to 
build a ciiy here.” 

“Here in ‘the belly of the desert,”’ he said, quoting the 
Arab’s name for Amara. 

“ Boris ”—she spoke in a more eager voice, clasping his hand 
strongly—“you remember the fumoir in Count Anteoni’s garden. 
The place where it stood was the very heart of the garden." 

“ Yes.’ 

“ We understood each other there.” 

He pressed her hand without speaking. 

“ Amara seems to me the heart of the Garden of Allah. 
Perhaps—perhaps we shall—” 

She paused. Her eyes were fixed on his face. 

“ What, Domini,” he asked. 

He looked expectant, but anxious, and watched her, but with 
eyes that seemed ready to look away from her at a word. 

“ Perhaps we shall understand each other even better theie." 

He looked down at the white sand. 

“ Better! ” he repeated. “ Could we do that ? ’’ 

She did not answer. The far-off villages gleamed mys¬ 
teriously on their little mountains, like unreal things that might 
fade away as castles fade in. the fire. The sky above the minarets 
was changing in colour slowly. Its blue was being invaded by a 
green that was a sister colour. A curious light, that seemed to 
rise from below rather than to descend from above, was trans¬ 
muting the whiteness of the sands. A lemon yellow crept 
through them, but they still looked cold and strange, and 
immeasurably vast. Domini fancied that the silence of the 
desert deepened so that, in it, they might hear the voices of 
Amara more distinctly. 

“You know," she said, “when one looks out over the desert 
from a height, as we did from the tower of Beni-Mora, it seems to 
call one. There’s a voice in the blue distance that seems to.say, 

‘ Come to me ! I am here—hidden in my retreat, beyond the 
blue, and beyond the mirage, and beyond the farthest verge! 

“ Yes, I know.” 

“ I have always felt, when we travelled in the desert, that the 
calling thing, the soul of the desert, retreated as I advanced, and 
still summoned me onward but always from an infinite distance." 
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“And I too, Domini.” 

“ Now I don’t feel that. I feel as if now we were coming near 
to the voice, as if we should reach it at Ainara, as if there it 
would tell us its secret.” 

“ Imagination ! ” he said. 

But he spoke seriously, almost mystically. His voice was at 
odds with the word it said. She noticed that and was sure that 
he was secretly sharing her sensation. She even suspected that 
he had perhaps felt it first. 

“ Let us ride on,” he said. “ Do you see the change in the 
lighl ? Do you see the green in the sky? It is cooler, too. 
This is the wind of evening.” 

Their hands fell aiiart and they rode slowly on, up the long 
slope of the sands. 

Presently they saw that they had come out of the trackless 
waste and that though still a long way from the city they were riding 
on a desert road which had been trodden by multitudes of feet. 
There were many footprints here. On either side were low banks 
of sand, beaten into a rough symmetry by implements of 
men, and shallow trenches through which no water ran. In 
front of them they saw the numerous caravans, now 
more distinct, converging from left and right slowly to this 
great aisle of the desert which stretched in a straight line to 
the minarets. 

“We are on a highway,” Domini sard. 

Androvsky sighed. 

“1 feel already as if we were in the midst of a crowd,” he 
answered. 

“ Our love for peace oughtn’t to make us hate our fellowmen ! ” 
she said. “ Come, Boris, let us chase away our selfish mood 1 ” 

She spoke in a more cheerful voice and drew her rein a little 
tighter. Her horse quickened its pace. 

“ And think how our stay at Amara will make us love the 
solitudes when we return to them again. Contrast is the salt of 
life.” 

“ You speak as if you didn’t believe what you are say'^'g ” 
She laughed. 

“ If I were ever inclined to tell you a lie,” she said. “ I 
should not dare to. Your mind penetrates mine too deeply.” 
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" You could not tell me a lie.” 

“Do you hear the dogs barking?” .she said, after a moment. 
“ They are among those tents that are like flies on the sands 
around the city. That is the tribe of the Ouled-Nails, 1 
suppose. Batouch says they camp here. What multitudes of 
tents ! Those are the suburbs of Amara. I would rather live in 
them than in the suburbs of London. Oh, how far away we are, 
as if we were at the end of the world! ” 

Either her last words, or her previous change of manner to a 
lighter cheerfulness, almost a briskness, seemed to rouse 
Andiovsky to a greater confidence, even to anticipation of 
possible pleasure. 

“Yes. After all it is only the desert men who are here. 
Amara is their metropolis, and in it we shall only see their life.” 

His horse plunged. He had touched it sharply with his heel. 

“I believe you hate the thought of civilisation,” she 
exclaimed. 

“And you ? ” 

“ I never think of it. I feel almost as if I had never known 
it, and could never know it.” 

“ Why should you? You love the wilds.” 

“They make my whole nature leap. Even when I was 
a child it was so. I remember once reading Maud. In it I 
came upon a passage—I can’t remember it well, but it was about 
the red man—” 

She thought for a moment, looking towards the city. 

“ I don’t know how it is quite,” she murmured. “ ‘ When the 
red man laughs by his cedar tree, and the red man’s babe leaps 
beyond the sea’—something like that. But I know that it made 
my heart beat, and that I felt as if I had wings and were spreading 
them to fly away to the most remote places of the earth. And 
now 1 have spread my wings, and—it’s glorious. Come, Boris! ” 

They put their horses to a canter, and soon drew near to the 
caravans. They had sent Batouch and Ali, who generally ac¬ 
companied them, on with the rest of the camp. Both had many 
friends in Amara, and were eager to be there. It was obvious 
that they and all the attendants, servants and camel-men, 
thought of it as the provincial Frenchman thinks of Paris, as a 
place of all worldly wonders and delights. Batouch was to meet 
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them at the entrance to the city, and when they had seen the 
marvels of its market-place was to conduct them to the tents 
which would be pitched on the sand-hills outside. 

Their horses pulled as if they, too, longed for a spell of city 
life after the life of the wastes, and Domini's excitement grew. 
She felt vivid animal spirits boiling up within her, the sane and 
healthy sense that welcomes a big manifestation of the ceaseless 
enterprise and keen activity of a brotherhood of men. The 
loaded camels, the half-naked running drivers, the dogs sensi¬ 
tively sniffing, as if enticing smells from the city already reached 
their nostrils, the chattering desert merchants discussing coming 
gains, the wealthy and richly-dressed Arabs, mounted on fine 
horses, and staring with eyes that glittered up the broad track in 
search of welcoming friends, were sympathetic to her mood. 
Amara wa.s sucking them all in together from the solitary places 
as quiet waters are sucked into the turmoil of a mill-race. 
Although still out in the sands they were already in the midst of 
a noise of life flowing to meet the roar of life that rose up at the 
feet of the minarets, which now looked tall and majestic in the 
growing beauty of the sunset. 

They passed the caravans one by one, and came on to the 
crest of the long sand slope just as the sky above the city was- 
flushing with a bright geranium red. The track from here was 
level to the city wall, and was no longer soft with sand. A broad, 
hard road rang beneath their horses’ hoofs, startling them with a 
music that was like a voice of civilised life. Before them, under 
the red sky, they saw a dark blur of distant houses, towers, and 
great round cupolas glittering like gold. Forests of palm trees 
lay behind, the giant date palms for which Amara was famous. 
I'o the left stretched the sands dotted with gleaming Arab 
villages, to the right again the sands covered with hundreds of 
tents among which quantities of figures moved swiftly like ants, 
black on the yellow, arched by the sky that was alive with lurid 
colour, red fading into gold, gold into primrose, primrose into 
green, green into the blue that still told of the fading day. And 
to this multi-coloured sky, from the barbaric city and the immense 
sands in which it was set, rose a great chorus of life; voices of 
men and beasts, cries of naked children playing Cora on the sand¬ 
hills, of mothers to straying infants, shrill laughter of unveiled 
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gir/s wantonly gay, the calis of men, the barking of multitudes of 
dogs—the guard-dogs of the nomads that are never silent night or 
day—the roaring of hundreds of camels now being unloaded for 
the night, the gibbering of the mad beggars who roam perpetually 
on the outskirts of the encampments like wolves seeking what 
they may devour, the braying of donkeys, the whinnying of 
horses. And beneath these voices of living things, foundation 
of their uprising vitality, pulsed barbarous music, the throbbing 
tom-toms that are for ever heard in the lands of the sun, fetish 
music that suggests fatalism, and the grand monotony of the 
enormous spaces, and the crude passion that repeats itself, and 
the untiring, sultry loves and the untired, sultry languors of the 
children of the sun. 

The silence of the sands, which Domini and Androvsky had 
known and loved, was merged in the tumult of the sands. The 
one had been mystical, laying the soul to rest. The other was 
provocative, calling the soul to wake. At this moment the 
sands themselves seemed to stir with life and to cry aloud with 
voices. 

“The very«eky is barbarous to-night!” Domini exclaimed. 
“Did you ever see such colour, Boris?” 

“ Over the minarets it is like a great wound,” he answered. 

“ No wonder men are careless of human life in such a land as 
this. All the wildness of the world seems to be concentrated 
here. Amara is like the desert city of some tremendous dream. 
It looks wicked and unearthly, but how superb! ” 

“ Look at those cupolas! ” he said. “ Are there really Oriental 
palaces here ? Has Batouch told us the truth for once ? ” 

“ Or less than the truth ? I could believe anything of Amara 
at this moment. What hundreds of camels ! They remind me 
of Arba, our first halting-place.” 

She looked at him and he at her. 

“ How long ago that seems ! ” she said. 

“A thousand years ago.” 

They both had a memory of a great silence, in the midst of 
this growing tumult in which the sky seemed now to takes its 
part, calling with the voices of its fierce colours, with the voices 
of the fires that burdened it in the west. 

“ Silence joined us, Domini,” Androvsky said. 



382 THE GARDEN OF ALI.AH 

“Yes. Perliaps silence is the most beautiful voice in the 
world.” 

Far off, along the great white road, they saw two horsemen 
galloping to meet them from the city, one dressed in brilliant 
saffron yellow, the other in the palest blue, both crowned with 
large and snowy turbans. 

“Who can they be?” said Domini, as they drew near. 
“They look like two princes of the Sahara.” 

Then she broke into a merry laugh. 

“Batouch ! and Ali! ” she exclaimed. 

The servants galloped up then, without slackening speed, 
deftly wheeled their horses in a narrow circle, and were beside 
them, going with them, one on the right hand the other on the 
left. 

“ Bravo! ” Domini cried, delighted at this feat of horseman¬ 
ship. “ But what have you been doing ? You are transformed! ” 

“ Madame, we have been to the Bain Maure," replied Batouch, 
calmly, swelling out his broad chest under his yellow jacket laced 
with gold. “We have had our heads sliaved till they are smooth 
and beautiful as polished ivory. We have been to the perfumer ”— 
he leaned confidentially towards her, exhaling a pungent odour 
of amber—“ to the tailor, to the baboosh bazaar ”—he kicked out 
a foot cased in a slipper that was bright almost as a gold piece— 
“to him who sells the cherchia." He shook his head till the 
spangled muslin that flowed about it trembled. “Is it not right 
that your servants should do you honour in the city ? ” 

“Perfectly right,” she answered with a careful seriousness. 
“I am yuoud of you both.” 

“ And Monsieur? ” asked Ali, speaking in his turn. 

Androvsky withdrew his eyes from the city, which was now 
near at hand. 

“Splendid!” he said, but as if attending to the Arabs with 
difTiculty. “You are sjtlendid.” 

As they came towards the old w'all which partially surrounds 
Amara, and which rises from a deep natural moat of sand, they 
saw that the ground immediately before the city which, from a 
distance, had looked almost flat was in reality broken up into a 
series of wavelike dunes, some small with depressions like deep 
crevices between them, others large with summits like plateaux. 
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These dunes were of a sharp lemon yellow in the evening light, 
a yellow that was cold in its clearness, almost setting the teeth on 
edge. They went away into great rolling slopes of sand on which 
the camps of the nomads and the Ouled Nails were pitched, 
some near to, some distant from, the city, hut they them.selves 
were solitary. No tents were pitched close to the city, under the 
shadow of its wall. As Androvsky spoke, Domini exclaimed,— 

" Boris—look ! That is the most extraordinary thing I have 
ever seen! ” 

She put her hand on his arm. He obeyed her eyes and 
looked to his right, to the small lemon-yellow dunes that were 
close to them. At perhaps a hundred yards from the road was a 
dune that ran parallel with it. The fire of the sinking sun caught 
its smooth crest, and above this crest, moving languidly towards, 
the city, were visible the heads and busts of three women, the 
lower halves of whose bodie.s were concealed by the sand of the 
farther side of the dune. They were dancing girls. On their 
heads, piled high with gorgeous handkerchiefs, were golden 
crowns which glittered in the sun-rays, and tufts of scarlet feathers. 
Their oval faces, covered with paint, were partially concealed by 
long strings of gold coins, which flowed from their crowns down 
over their large breasts and disappeared towards their waists, 
which were hidden by the sand. Their dresses were of scarlet, 
apple-green and purple silks, partially covered by floating .shawls 
of spangled muslin. Beneath their crowns and handkerchiefs 
burgeoned forth plaits of false hair decorated with coral and silver 
ornaments. Their hands, which they held high, gesticulating 
above the crest of the dune, were painted blood red. 

These busts and heads glided slowly along in the setting sun, 
and presently sank down and vanished into some depression of 
the dunes. For an instant one blood-red hand was visible alone, 
waving a signal above the sand to someone unseen. Its fingers 
fluttered like the wings of a startled bird. Then it, too, vanished, 
and the sharply-cold lemon yellow of the dunes stretched in 
vivid loneliness beneath the evening sky. 

To both of them this brief vision of women in the sand 
brought home the solitude of the desert and the barbarity of the 
life it held, the ascetism of this supreme manifestation of Nature 
and the animal passion which fructifies in its heart. 



384 THE GARDEN OF ALLAH 

“Do you know what that made me think of, Boris?” Domini 
said, as the red hand with its swiftly-moving fingers disappeared. 
“ You’ll smile, perhaps, and I scarcely know why. It made me 
think of the Devil in a monastery.” 

Androvsky did not smile. Nor did he answer. She felt sure 
that he, too, had been strongly affected by that glimpse of Sahara 
life. His silence gave Batouch an opportunity of pouring forth 
upon them a flood of poetical description of the dancing-girls of 
Amara, all of whom he seemed to know as intimate friends. 
Before he ceased they came into the city. 

The road was still majestically broad. They looked with 
interest at the first houses, one on each side of the way. And 
here again they were met by the sharp contrast which was evi¬ 
dently to be the keynote of Amara. The house on the left was 
European, built of white stone, clean, attractive, but uninteresting, 
with stout white pillars of plaster supporting an arcade that 
afforded shade from the sun, windows w'ith green blinds, and an 
open doorway showing a little hall, on the floor of which lay a 
.smart rug glowing with gay colours; that on the right, before 
which the sand lay deep as if drifted there by some recent wind 
of the waste, was African and barbarous, an immense and 
rambling building of brown earth, brushwood and palm, window¬ 
less, with a flat-terraced roof, upon which were piled many strange- 
looking objects like things collapsed, red and dark green, with 
fringes and rosettes, and tall sticks of palm pointing vaguely to 
the sky. 

“ Why, those are like our palanquin ! ” Domini said. 

“They are the palanquins of the dancing-girls, Madame,” 
said Batouch. “ That is the C 17 // of the dancers, and that ”—he 
pointed to the neat house opposite—“ is the house of Monsieur 
the Aumonier of Amara.” 

“ Aumonicr,” Stiid Androv.sky, sharply. “ Here 1 ” 

He paused, then added more quietly,— 

“ What should he do here ? ” 

“ But, Monsieur, he is for the French officers.” 

“ There are French officers ? ” 

“ Yes, Monsieur, four or five, and the commandant. They 
live in the palace with the cupolas.” 

“ I forgot,” Androvsky said to Domini. “ We are not out of 
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the sphere of French influence. This place looks so remote 
and so barbarous that I imagined it given over entirely to the 
desert men.” 

“We need not see the French,” she said. “We shall be 
encamped outside in the sand.” 

“ And we need not stay here long,” he said quickly. 

“Boris,” she asked him, half in jest, half in earnest, “shall we 
buy a desert island to live in ? ” 

“ Let us buy an oasis,” he said. “ That would be the perf— 
the safest life for us.” 

“ The safest ? ” 

“ The safest for our happiness. Domini, I have a horror of 
the world! ” He said the last words with a strong, almost fierce, 
emphasis. 

“Had you it always, or only since we have been married?” 

“ I—perhaps it was born in me, perhaps it is part of me. Who 
knows ?” 

He had relapsed into a gravity that was heavy with gloom, and 
looked about him with eyes that seemed to wish to reject all that 
offered itself to their sight. 

“ I want the desert and you in it,” he said. “ The lonely 
desert, with you.” 

“ And nothing else ? ” 

“I want that. I cannot have that taken from me.” 

He looked about him quickly from side to side as they rode 
up the street, as if he were a scout sent in advance of an army 
and suspected ambushes. His manner reminded her of the way 
he had looked towards the tower as they rode into Mogar. And 
he had connected that tower with the French. She remembered 
his saying to her that it must have been built for French soldiers. 
As they rode into Mogar he had dreaded something in Mogar. 
The strange incident with De Trevignac had followed. She had 
put it from her mind as a matter of small, or no, importance, had 
resolutely forgotten it, had been able to forget it in their dream 
of desert life and desert passion. But the entry into a city for 
the moment destroyed the dreamlike atmosphere woven by the 
desert, recalled her town sense, that quick-wittedness, that sharp¬ 
ness of apprehension and swiftness of observation which are bred 
in those who have long been accustomed to a life in the midst of 
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crowds and movement, and changing scenes and passing fashions. 
Suddenly she seemed to herself to be reading Androvsky with an 
almost merciless penetration, which yet she could not check. He 
had dreaded something in Mogar. He dreaded something here 
in Araara. An unusual incident—for the coming of a stranger 
into their lives out of the desolation of the sand was unusual— 
had followed close upon the first dread. Would another such 
incident follow upon this second dread ? And of what was this 
dread born ? 

Batouch drew her attention to the fact that they were coming 
to the market-place, and to the curious crowds of people who 
were swarming out of the tortuous, narrow streets into the main 
thoroughfare to watch them pass, or to accompany them, running 
beside their horses. She divined at once, by the passionate 
curiosity their entry aroused, that he had misspent his leisure in 
spreading through the city lying reports of their immense import¬ 
ance and fabulous riches. 

“ Batouch,” she said, “ you have been talking about us.” 

“ No, Madame, I merely said that Madame is a great lady in 
her own land, and that Monsieur—” 

“ I forbid you ever to speak about me, Batouch,” said Androv¬ 
sky, brusquely. 

He seemed worried by the clamour of the increasing mob 
that surrounded them. Children in long robes like night-gowns 
skipped before them, calling out in shrill voices. Old beggars, 
with diseased eyes and deformed limbs, laid filthy hands upon 
their bridles and demanded alms. Impudent boys, like bronze 
statuettes suddenly endowed with a fury of life, progressed back¬ 
wards to keep them full in view, shouting information at them and 
proclaiming their own transcendent virtues as guides. Lithe 
desert men, almost naked, but with carefully-covered heads, strode 
beside them, keeping pace with the horses, saying nothing, but 
watching them with a bright intentness that seemed to hint at 
unutterable designs. And towards them, through the air that 
seemed heavy and almost suffocating now that they were among 
buildings, and through clouds of buzzing flies, came the noise of 
the larger tumult of the market-place. 

Looking over the heads of the throng Domini saw the wide 
road opening out into a great space, with the first palms of the 
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oasis thronging on the left, and a cluster of buildings, many with 
small cupolas, like down-turned white cups, on the right. On the 
farther side of this space, which was black with people clad for 
the most part in dingy garments, was an arcade jutting out from a 
number of hovel-like houses, and to the right of them, where the 
market-place, making a wide sweep, continued up hill and was 
hidden from her view, was the end of the great building whose 
gilded cupolas they had seen as they rode in from the desert, 
rising above the city with the minarets of its mosques. 

The flies buzzed furiously about the horses’ heads and flanks, 
and the people buzzed more furiously, like larger flies, about the 
riders. It seemed to Domini as if the whole city was intent upon 
her and Androvsky, was observing them, considering them, 
wondering about them, was full of a thousand intentions ail 
connected with them. 

When they gained the market-place the noise and the watchful 
curiosity made a violent crescendo. It happened to be market 
day and, although the sun was setting, buying and selling were 
not yet over. On the hot earth over which, whenever there is any 
wind from the desert, the white sand grains sift and settle, were 
laid innumerable rugs of gaudy colours on which were disposed 
all sorts of goods for sale; heavy ornaments for women, piles of 
burnouses, haiks, gandouras, gaiters of bright red leather, slippers, 
weapons—many jewelled and gilt, or rich with patterns in silver— 
pyramids of the cords of camels’ hair that bind the turbans of the 
desert men, handkerchiefs and cottons of all the colours of the 
rainbow, cheap perfumes in azure flasks powdered with golden 
and silver flowers and leaves, incense twigs, panniers of henna to 
dye the finger-nails of the faithful, innumerable comestibles, vege¬ 
tables, corn, red butcher’s meat thickly covered with moving 
insects, pale yellow cakes crisp and shining, morsels of liver 
spitted on skewers—which, cooked with dust of keef, produce a 
dreamy drunkenness more overwhelming even than that produced 
by hashish—musical instruments, derboukas, guitars, long pipes, 
and strange fiddles with two strings, tom-toms, skins of animals with 
heads and claws, live birds, tortoise backs, and plaits of false hair. 

The sellers squatted on the ground, their brown and hairy 
legs crossed, calmly gazing before them, or, with frenzied voices 
and gestures, driving bargains with the buyers, who moved to and 



388 THE GARDEN OF ALLAH 

fro, treading carelessly among the merchandise. The tellers of 
fates glided through the press, fingering the amulets that hung 
upon their hearts. Conjurers proclaimed the merits of their 
miracles, bawling in the faces of the curious. Dwarfs went to and 
fro, dressed in bright colours with green and yellow turbans on 
their enormous heads, tapping with long staves, and relating their 
deformities. Water-sellers sounded their gongs. Before pyramids 
of oranges and dates, neatly arranged in patterns, sat boys crying 
in shrill voices the luscious virtues of their fruits. Idiots, with 
blear eyes and protruding under-lips, gibbered and whined. 
Dogs barked. Bakers hurried along with trays of loaves upon 
their heads. l''rom the low and smoky arcades to right and left 
came the reiterated grunt of negroes pounding coffee. A fanatic 
was roaring out his prayers. Arabs in scarlet and blue cloaks 
passed by to the Bain Maure, under whose white and blue 
archway lounged the Kabyle masseurs with folded, muscular 
arms. A marabout, black as a coal, rode on a white horse 
towards the great mosque, followed by his servant on foot. 
Native soldiers went by to the Kasba on the height, or strolled 
down towards the Caf6s Maures smoking cigarettes. Circles of 
grave men bent over card games, dominoes and draughts—called 
by the Arabs the Ladies’ Game. Khodjas made their way with 
dignity towards the Bureau Arabe. Veiled women, fat and 
lethargic, jingling with ornaments, waddled through the arches 
of the arcades, carrying in their painted and perspiring hands 
blocks of sweetmeats which drew the flies. Children played in 
the dust by little heaps of refuse, which they stirred up into 
clouds with their dancing, naked feet. In front, as if from the 
first palms of the oasis, rose the roar of beaten drums from the 
negroes’ quarter, and from the hill-top at the feet of the minarets 
came the fierce and piteous noise that is the leit-motif of the 
desert, the multitudinous complaining of camels dominating all 
other sounds. 

As Domini and Androvsky rode into this whirlpool of 
humanity, above which the sky was red like a great wound, it 
flowed and eddied round them, making them its centre. The 
arrival of a stranger-woman was a rare, if not an unparalleled, 
event in Amara, and Batouch had been very busy in spreading 
the fame of his mistress. 
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“Madame should dismount,” said Batouch. “Ali will take 
the horses, and I will escort Madame and Monsieur up the 
hill to the place of the fountain. Shabah will be there to 
greet Madame.” 

“ What an uproar! ” Domini exclaimed, half laughing, half 
confused. “ Who on earth is Shabah ? ” 

“ Shabah is the Cai'd of Amara,” replied Batouch with dignity. 
“The greatest man of the city. He awaits Madame by the 
fountain.” Domini cast a glance at Androvsky. 

“Well?"she said. 

He shrugged his shoulders like a man who thinks strife useless 
and the moment come for giving in to Fate. 

“ The monster has opened his jaws for us,” he said, forcing 
a laugh. “We had better walk in, I suppose. But—O ' 

Domini!—the silence of the wastes! ” 

“ We shall know it again. This is only for the moment. We 
shall have all its joy again.” 

“ Who knows ? ” he said, as he had said when they were riding 
up the sand slope. “ Who knows ? ” 

Then they got off their horses and were taken by the crowd. 


XXII 

The tumult of Amara waked up in Domini the town-sense that 
had been slumbering. All that seemed to confuse, to daze, to 
repel Androvsky, even to inspire him with fear, the noise of the 
teeming crowds, their perpetual movement, their contact, startled 
her into a vividness of life, and apprehension of its various 
meanings, that sent a thrill through her. And the thrill was 
musical with happiness. To the sad a great vision of human life 
brings sadness because they read into the hearts of others their 
own misery. But to the happy such a vision brings exultation, 
for everywhere they find dancing reflections of their own joy. 
Domini had lived much in crowds, but always she had been 
actively unhappy, or coldly dreary in them. Now, for the 
first time, she was surrounded by masses of fellow-beings in 
her splendid contentment. And the effect of this return, as it 
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were, to something like the former material conditions of her life, 
with the mental and affectional conditions of it transformed by 
joy, was striking even to herself. Suddenly she realised to the 
full her own humanity, and the living warmth of sympathy that is 
fanned into flame in a human heart by the presence of human 
life with its hopes, desires, fears, passions, joys, that leap to the 
eye. Instead of hating this fierce change from solitude with the 
man she loved to a crowd with the man she loved she rejoiced in 
it. Androvsky was the cause of both her joys, joy in the waste 
and joy in Amara, but while he shared the one he did not share 
the other. 

This did not surprise her because of the conditions in which 
he had lived. He was country-bred and had always dwelt far 
from towns. She was returning to an old experience—old, for 
the London crowd and the crowd of Amara were both crowds of 
men, however different—with a mind transformed by happiness. 
To him the experience was new. Something within her told her 
that it was necessary, that it had been ordained because he 
needed it. The recalled town-sense, with its sharpness of 
observation, persisted. As she rode in to Amara she had seemed 
to herself to be reading Androvsky with an almost merciless 
penetration which yet she could not check. Now she did not 
wish to check it, for the penetration that is founded on perfect 
love can only yield good fruit. It seemed to her that she was 
allowed to see clearly for Androvsky what he could not see him¬ 
self, almost as the mother sees for the child. This contact with 
the crowds of Amara was, she thought, one of the gifts the desert 
made to him. He did not like it. He wished to reject it. But 
he was mistaken. For the moment his vision was clouded, as 
our vision for ourselves so often is. She realised this, and, for 
the first time since the marriage service at Beni-Mora, perhaps, 
seemed to be selfish. She opposed his wish. Hitherto there 
had never been any sort of contest between them. Their desires, 
like their hearts, had been in accord. Now there was not a 
contest, for Androvsky yielded to Domini’s preference, when she 
expressed it, with a quickness that set his passion before her in a 
new and beautiful light. But she knew that, for the moment, 
they were not in accord. He hated and dreaded what she 
encountered with a vivid sensation of sympathy and joy. 
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She felt that there was something morbid in his horror of 
the crowd, and the sane strength of her nature said to her, 
“Uproot it!” 

Their camp was pitched on the sand-hills, to the north of the 
city near the French and Arab cemeteries. They reached it only 
when darkness was falling, going out of the city on foot by the 
great wall of dressed stone which enclosed the Kasba of the 
native soldiers, and ascending and descending various slopes of 
deep sand, over which the airs of night blew with a peculiar thin 
freshness that renewed Domini’s sense of being at the end of the 
world. Everything here whispered the same message, said, “ We 
are the denizens of far-away.” 

In their walk to the camp they were accompanied by a little 
procession. Shabah, the Cai'd of Amara, a shortish man whose 
immense dignity made him .seem almost gigantic, insisted upon at¬ 
tending them to the tents, with his young brother, a pretty, libertine 
boy of sixteen, the brother’s tutor, an Arab black as a negro but 
without the negro’s look of having been freshly oiled, and two 
attendants. To them joined himself the Caid of the Nomads, a 
swarthy potentate who not only looked, but actually was, immense, 
his four servants, and his uncle, a venerable person like a 
shepherd king. These worthies surrounded Domini and 
Androvsky, and behind streamed the curious, the envious, the 
greedy and the desultory Arabs, who follow in the trail of every 
stranger, hopeful of the crumbs that are said to fall from the rich 
man’s table. Shabah spoke French and led the conversation, 
which was devoted chiefly to his condition of health. Some 
years before an attempt had been made upon his life by poison, 
and since that time, as he himself expressed it, his stomach had 
been “ perturbed as a guard dog in the night when robbers are 
approaching.” All efforts to console or to inspire him with hope 
of future cure were met with a stern hopelessness, a brusque 
certainty of perpetual suffering. The idea that his stomach might 
again know peace evidently shocked and distressed him, and as 
they all waded together through the sand, pioneered by the 
glorified Batouch, Domini was obliged to yield to his emphatic 
despair, and to join with him in his appreciation of the perpetual 
indigestion which set him apart from the rest of the world like 
some God within a shrine. The skittish boy, his brother, who 
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wore kid gloves, cast at her sly glances of admiration which asked 
for a return. I’he black tutor grinned. And the Cai'd of the 
Nomads punctuated their progress with loud grunts of heavy 
satisfaction, occasionally making use of Batouch as interpreter to 
express his hopes that they would visit his palace in the town, and 
devour a cous-cous on his carpet. 

When they came to the tents it was necessary to entertain 
these personages with coffee, and they finally departed promising 
a s[)eedy return, and full of invitations, which were cordially 
accepted by Batouch on his employer’s behalf before either 
Domini or Androvsky had time to say a word. 

As the cortige disappeared over the sands towards the city 
Domini burst into a little laugh, and drew Androvsky out to the 
tent door to see them go. 

“ Society in the sands! ” she exclaimed gaily. “ Boris, this is 
a new experience. Look at our guests making their way to their 
palaces! ” 

Slowly the potentates progressed across the white dunes 
towards the city. Shabah wore a long red cloak. His brother 
was in pink and gold, with white billowing trousers. The Caid 
of the Nomads was in green. They all moved with a large and 
conscious majesty, surrounded by their obsequious attendants. 
Above them the purple sky showed a bright evening star. Near 
it was visible the delicate silhouette of the young moon. Scattered 
over the waste rose many koubbahs, grey in the white, with 
cupolas of gypse. Hundreds of dogs were barking in the dis¬ 
tance. To the left, on the vast, rolling slopes of sand, glared the 
innumerable fires kindled before the tents of the Ouled-Nails. 
Before the sleeping tent rose the minarets and the gilded cupolas 
of the city which it dominated from its mountain of sand. Behind 
it was the blanched immensity of the plain, of the lonely desert 
from which Domini and Androvsky had come to face this barbaric 
stir of life. And the city was full of music, of tom-toms throbbing, 
of bugles blowing in the Kasba, of pipes shrieking from hidden 
dwellings, and of the faint but multitudinous voices of men, carried 
to them on their desolate and treeless height by the frail wind of 
evening that seemed a white wind, twin-brother of the sands. 

“ Let us go a step or two towards the city, Boris,” Domini said, 
as their guests sank magnificently down into a fold of the dunes. 
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“Towards the city!” he answered. “Why not—?” He 
glanced behind him to the vacant, noiseless sands. 

She set her impulse against his for the first time. 

“No, this is our town life, our Sahara season. Let us give 
ourselves to it. The loneliness will be its antidote some day.” 

“ Very well, Domini,” he answered. 

They went a little way towards the city, and stood still in the 
sand at the edge of their height. 

“ Listen, Boris 1 Isn’t it strange in the night all this barbaric 
music ? It excites me.” 

“ You are glad to be here.” 

She heard the note of disappointment in his voice, but did 
not respond to it. 

" And look at all those fires, hundreds of them in the sand I ” 

“Yes,” he said, “it is wonderful, but the solitudes are best. 
This is not the heart of the desert, this is what the Arabs call it, 
‘the belly of the desert.’ In the heart of the desert there is 
silence.” 

She thought of the falling of the w'ind when the Sahara took 
them, and knew that her love of the silence was intense. Never¬ 
theless, to-night the other part of her was in the ascendant. She 
wanted him to share it. He did not. Could she provoke him 
to share it ? 

“ Yet, as we rode in, I had a feeling that the heart of the 
desert was here,” she said. “ You know I said so." 

“ Do you say so still ? ” 

“The heart, Boris, is the centre of life, isn’t it?” 

He was silent She felt his inner feeling fighting hers. 

“To-night,” she said, putting her arm through his, and look¬ 
ing towards the city, “ I feel a tremendous sympathy with human 
life such as I never felt before. Boris, it comes to me from you. 
Yes, it does. It is born of my love for you, and seems to link me, 
and you with me, to all these strangers, to all men and women, 
to everything that lives. It is as if 1 was not quite human before, 
and my love for you had made me completely human, had done 
something to me that even—even my love for God had not been 
able to do.” 

She lowered her voice at the last words. After a moment she 
added,— 
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“ Perhaps in isolation, even with you, I could not come to 
completeness. Perhaps you could not in isolation even with me. 
Boris, I think it’s good for us to be in the midst of life for a time.” 

"You wish to remain here, Domini?" 

“ Yes, for a time.” 

The fatalistic feeling that had sometimes come upon her in 
this land entered into her at this moment. She felt, “It is 
written that we are to remain here.” 

“ Let us remain here, Domini,” he said quietly. 

The note of disappointment had gone out of his voice, 
deliberately banished from it by his love for her, but she seemed 
to hear it, nevertheless, echoing far down in his soul. At that 
moment she loved him like the woman he had made a lover, but 
also like a woman he had made a mother by becoming a child. 

“Thank you, Boris,” she answered very quietly. “You are 
good to me.” 

“You are good to me,” he said, remembering the last words 
of Father Roubier. “ How can I be anything else? ” 

Directly he had spoken the words his body trembled violently. 

“ Boris, what is it ? ” she exclaimed, startled. 

He took his arm away from hers. 

“ These—these noises of the city in the night coming across 
the sand-hills are extraordinary. I have become so used to silence 
that perhaps they get upon my nerves. I shall grow accustomed 
to them presently.” 

He turned towards the tents, and she went with him. It 
seemed to her that he had evaded her question, that he had not 
wished to answer it, and the sense sharply awakened in her by a 
return to life near a city made her probe for the reason of this. 
She did not find it, but in her mental search she found herself 
presently at Mogar. It seemed to her that the same sort of 
uneasiness which had beset her husband at Mogar beset him 
now more fiercely at Amara, that, as he had just said, his nerves 
were being tortured by something. But it could not be the 
noises from the city. 

After dinner Batouch came to the tent to suggest that they 
should go down with him into the city. Domini, feeling certain 
that Androvsky would not wish to go, at once refused, alleging 
that she was tired. Batouch then asked Androvsky to go with 
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him, and, to Domini’s astonishment, he said that if she did not 
mind his leaving her for a short time he would like a stroll. 

“ Perhaps,” he said to her, as Batouch and he were starting, 
“ perhaps it will make me more completely human; perhaps there 
is something still to be done that even you, Domini, have not 
accomplished.” 

She knew he was alluding to her words before dinner. He 
stood looking at her with a slight smile that did not suggest 
happiness, then added,— 

“ That link you spoke of between us and these strangers ”— 
he made a gesture towards the city—“ I ought perhaps to feel it 
more strongly than I do. I—I will try to feel it.” 

Then he turned away, and went with Batouch across the sand¬ 
hills, walking heavily. 

As Domini watched them going she felt chilled, because there 
was something in his manner, in his smile, that seemed for the 
moment to set them apart from each other, something she did 
not understand. 

Soon Androvsky disappeared in a fold of the sands as he had 
disappeared in a fold of the sands at Mogar, not long before De 
Trevignac came. She thought of Mogar once more, steadily, 
reviewing mentally—with the renewed sharpness of intellect that 
had returned to her, brought by contact with the city—all that 
had passed there, as she had never reviewed it before. 

It had been a strange episode. 

She began to walk slowly up and down on the sand before 
the tent. Ouardi came to walk with her, but she sent him away. 
Before doing so, however, something moved her to ask him,— 

“That African liqueur, Ouardi—you remember that you 
brought to the tent at Mogar—have we any more of it ? ” 

“ The monk’s liqueur, Madame ? ” 

“ What do you mean—monk’s liqueur ? ” 

“ It was invented by a monk, Madame, and is sold by the 
monks of El-Largani.” 

“ Oh ! Have we any more of it ? ” 

“ There is another bottle, Madame, but I should not dare to 
bring it if—” 

He paused. 

" If what, Ouardi ? ” 
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“ If Monsieur were there." 

Domini was on the point of asking him why, but she checked 
herself and told him to leave her. Then she walked up and down 
once more on the sand. She was thinking now of the broken 
glass on the ground at Androvsky’s feet when she found him 
alone in the tent after De Trevignac had gone. Guardi’s words 
made her wonder whether this liqueur, brought to celebrate De 
Trevignac’s presence in the camp, had turned the conversation 
upon the subject of the religious orders; whether Androvsky had 
perhaps said something against them which had offended De 
Trevignac, a staunch Catholic; whether there had been a quarrel 
between the two men on the subject of religion. It was possible. 
She remembered De Trevignac’s strange, almost mystical, gesture 
in the dawn, following his look of horror towards the tent where 
her husband lay sleeping. 

To-night her mind—her whole nature—felt terribly alive. 

She tried to think no more of Mogar, but her thoughts centred 
round it, linked it with this great city, whose lights shone in the 
distance below her, whose music came to her from afar over the 
silence of the sands. 

Mogar and Amara ; what had they to do with one another ? 
Leagues of desert divided them. One was a desolation, the 
other was crowded with men. What linked them together in her 
mind ? 

Androvsky’s fear of both—that was the link. She continued 
to think of the glance he had cast at the watch-tower, to which 
Trevignac had been even then approaching, although they knew 
it not. De Trevignac ! She walked faster on the sand, to and 
fro before the tent. Why had he looked at the tent in which 
Androvsky slept with horror ? Was it because Androvsky had 
denounced the religion that he reverenced and loved? Could 
it have been that ? But then—did Androvsky actively hate 
religion ? Perhaps he hated it, and concealed his hatred from 
her because he knew it would cause her pain. Yet she had some¬ 
times felt as if he were seeking, perhaps with fear, perhaps with 
ignorance, perhaps with uncertainty, but still seeking to draw near 
to God. That was why she had been able to hope for him, why 
she had not been more troubled by his loss of the faith in which 
he had been brought up, and to which she belonged heart and 
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soul. Could she have been wrong in her feeling—deceived? 
There were men in the world, she knew, who denied the existence 
of a God, and bitterly ridiculed all faith. She remembered the 
blasphemies of her father. Had she married a man who, like 
him, was lost, who, as he had, furiously denied God i 

A cold thrill of fear came into her heart. Suddenly she felt 
as if, perhaps, even in their love Androvsky had been a stranger 
to her. 

She stood upon the sand. It chanced that she looked 
towards the camp of the Ouled-Nails, whose fires blazed upon the 
dunes. While she looked she was presently aware of a light that 
detached itself from the blaze of the fires, and moved from them, 
coming towards the place where she was standing, slowly. The - 
young moon only gave a faint ray to the night. This light travelled 
onward through the dimness like an earth-bound star. She 
watched it with intentness, as people watch any moving thing 
when their minds are eagerly at work, staring, yet scarcely con¬ 
scious that they see. 

The little light moved steadily on over the sands, now 
descending the side of a dune, now mounting to a crest, and 
always coming towards the place where Domini was standing. 
And presently this determined movement towards her caught 
hold of her mind, drew it away from other thoughts, fixed it on 
the light. She became interested in it, intent upon it. 

Who was bearing it? No doubt some desert man, some 
Arab. She imagined him tall, brown, lithe, half-naked, holding 
the lamp in his muscular fingers, treading on bare feet silently 
over the deep sand. Why had he left the camp ? What was his 
purpose ? 

The light drew near. It was now moving over the flats and 
seemed, she thought, to travel more quickly. And always it 
came straight towards where she was standing. A conviction 
dawned in her that it was travelling with an intention of reaching 
her, that it was carried by someone who was thinking of her. 
But how could that be? She thought of the light as a thing 
with a mind and a purpose, borne by someone who backed up 
its purpose, helping it to do what it wanted. And it wanted to 
come to her. 

In Mogar! Androvsky had dreaded something in Mogar. 
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De Trevignac had come. He dreaded something in Amara, 
This light came. For an instant she fancied that the light was 
a lamp carried by De Trevignac. Then she saw that it gleamed 
upon a long black robe, the soutane of a priest. 

As she and Androvsky rode in to Amara she had asked her¬ 
self whether his second dread would be followed, as his first 
dread had been, by an unusual incident. When she saw the 
soutane of a priest, black in the lamplight, moving towards her 
over the whiteness of the sand, she said to herself that it was to 
be so followed. This priest stood in the place of De Trevignac. 

Why did he come to her? 


XXIII 

When the priest drew close to the tent Domini saw that it was 
not he who carried the lantern but a native soldier, one of the 
Tirailleurs, formerly called Turcos, who walked beside him. 
The soldier saluted her, and the priest took off his broad, fluffy 
black hat. 

"Good evening, Madame," he said, speaking French with the 
accent of Marseille. “ 1 am the Aumonier of Amara, and have 
just heard of your arrival here, and as I was visiting my friends 
on the sand-hills yonder, I thought I would venture to call and 
ask whether I could be of any service to you. The hour is in¬ 
formal, I know, but to tell the truth, Madame, after five years in 
Amara one does not know how to be formal any longer.” 

His eyes, which had a slightly impudent look, rare in a priest 
but not unpleasing, twinkled cheerfully in the lamplight as he 
spoke, and his whole expression betokened a highly social dis¬ 
position and the most genuine pleasure at meeting with a 
stranger. While she looked at him, and heard him speak, 
Domini laughed at herself for the imaginations she had just been 
cherishing. He had a broad figure, long arms, large feet encased 
in stout, comfortable boots. His face was burnt brown by the 
sun and partially concealed by a heavy black beard, whiskers 
and moustache. His features were blunt and looked boyish, 
though his age must have been about forty. The nose was snub, 
and accorded with the expression in his eyes, which were black 
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like his hair and full of twinkling lights. As he smiled genially 
on Domini he showed two rows of small, square white teeth. 
His Marseille accent exactly suited his appearance, which was 
rough but honest, Domini welcomed him gladly. Indeed, her 
reception of him was more than cordial, almost eager. For she 
had been vaguely expecting some tragic figure, some personality 
suggestive of mystery or sorrow, as she thought of the incidents 
at Mogar, and associated the moving light with the approach of 
further strange events.^ This homely figure of her religion, 
beaming satisfaction and comfortable anticipation of friendly 
intercourse, laid to rest fears which only now, when she was con¬ 
scious of relief, she knew she had been entertaining. She begged 
the priest to come into the dining-tent, and, taking up the little 
bell which was on the table, went out into the sand and rang it 
for Ouardi. 

He came at once, like a shadow gliding over the waste. 

“ Bring us coffee for two, Ouardi, biscuits ”—she glanced at 
her visitor—“ bon-bons, yes, the bon-bons in the white box, and 
the cigars. And take the soldier with you and entertain him 
well. Give him whatever he likes.” 

Ouardi went away with the soldier, talking frantically, and 
Domini returned to the tent, where she found the priest gleaming 
with joyous anticipation. They sat down in the comfortable 
basket chairs before the tent door, through which they could see 
the shining of the city's lights and hear the distant sound of its 
throbbing and wailing music. 

“ My husband has gone to see the city,” Domini said after 
she had told the priest her name and been informed that his was 
Max Beret. 

“ We only arrived this evening.” 

“I know, Madame.” 

He beamed on her, and stroked his thick beard with his 
broad, sunburnt hand. “ Everyone in Amara knows, and every¬ 
one in the tents. We know, too, how many tents you have, how 
many servants, how many camels, horses, dogs.” 

He broke into a hearty laugh. 

“ We know what you’ve just had for dinner 1 ” 

Domini laughed too. 

“ Not really ! ” 
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“Well, I heard in the camp that it was soup and stewed 
mutton. But never mind! You must forgive us. We are 
barbarians ! We are sand-rascals I We are ruffians of the sun ! ” 

His laugh was infectious. He leaned back in his chair and 
shook with the mirth his own remarks had roused. 

“ We are ruffians of the sun 1 ” he repeated with gusto. “ And 
we must be forgiven everything." 

Although clad in a soutane he looked, at that moment, like a 
type of the most joyous tolerance, and Domini could not help 
mentally comparing him with the priest of Beni-Mora. Whal 
would Father Roubier think of Father Beret? 

“ It is easy to forgive in the sun,” Domini said. 

The priest laid his hands on his knees, setting his feet well 
apart. She noticed that his hands were not scrupulously clean. 

“ Madame,” he said, “ it is impossible to be anything but 
lenient in the sun. That is my experience. Excuse me, but are 
you a Catholic ? " 

“ Yes.” 

“So much the better. You must let me show you the 
chapel. It is in the building with the cupolas. The congrega¬ 
tion consists of five on a full Sunday.’’ His laugh broke out 
again. “I hope you and your husband will make it seven. 
But, as I was saying, the sun teaches one a lesson of charity. 
When I first came to live in Africa in the midst of the 
sand-rascals—eh, Madame !—I suppose as a priest I ought 
to have been shocked by their goings-on. And indeed I tried 
to be, I conscientiously did my best. But it was no good. I 
couldn’t be shocked. The sunshine drove it all out of me. I 
could only say, ‘ It is not for me to question /<? bon Dieu, and 
k bon Dieu has created these people and set them here in the 
sand to behave as they do. What is my business? I can’t 
convert them. I can’t change their morals—I must just be a 
friend to them, cheer them up in their sorrows, give them a bit 
if they’re starving, doctor them a little—I’m a first-rate hand at 
making an Arab take a pill or a powder!—when they are ill, and 
make them at home with the white marabout.’ That’s what the 
sun has taught me, and every sand-rascal and sand-rascal’s child 
in Amara is a friend of mine.” 

He stretched out his legs as if he wished to elongate his 
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satisfaction, and stared Domini full in the face with eyes that 
confidently, naively, asked for her approval of his doctrine of the 
sun. She could not help liking him, though she felt more as if 
she were sitting with a jolly, big, and rather rowdy boy than 
with a priest. 

“ You are fond of the Arabs, then ? ” she said. 

" Of course I am, Madame. I can speak their language, and 
I’m as much at home in their tents, and more, than I should ever 
beat the Vatican—with all respect to the Holy Father.” 

He got up, went out into the sand, expectorated noisily, 
then returned to the tent, wiping his bearded mouth with a large 
red cotton pocket-handkerchief. 

“ Are you staying here long, Madame ? ” 

He sat down again in his chair, making it creak with his ■ 
substantial weight. 

“ I don’t know. If my husband is happy here. But he 
prefers the solitudes, I think.” 

“ Does he ? And yet he’s gone into the city. Plenty of 
bustle there at night, I can tell you. Well, now, I don’t agree 
with your husband. I know it’s been said that solitude is good 
for man, but I think just the contrary. Ah! ” 

The last sonorously joyous exclamation jumped out of 
Father Beret at the sight of Ouardi, who at this moment entered 
with a large tray, covered with a coffee-pot, cups, biscuits, bon¬ 
bons, cigars, and a bulging flask of some liqueur flanked by little 
glasses. > 

“You fare generously in the desert I see, Madame,” he 
exclaimed. “And so much the better. What’s your servant’s 
name ? ” 

Domini told him. 

“ Ouardi! that means born in the time of the roses.” He 
addressed Ouardi in Arabic and sent him off into the darkness 
chuckling gaily. “ These Arab names all have their meanings— 
Onlagareb, mother of scorpions; Omteoni, mother of eagles, and 
so on. So much the better! Comforts are rare here, but you 
carry them with you. Sugar, if you please.” 

Domini put two lumps into his cup. 

“ If you allow me! ” 

He added two more. 
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“I never refuse a good cigar. These harmless joys are 
excellent for man. They help his Christianity. They keep him 
from bitterness, harsh judgments. But harshness is for 
northern climes—rainy England, eh? Forgive me, Madame. 
I speak in joke. You come from England, perhaps. It didn’t 
occur to me that—" 

They both laughed. His garrulity was irresistible and made 
Domini feel as if she were sitting with a child. Perhaps he 
caught her feeling, for he added,— 

" The desert has made me an enfant terrible, I fear. What 
have you there ? ” 

His eyes had been attracted by the flask of liqueur, to which 
Domini was stretching out her hand with the intention of giving 
him some. 

“I don’t know.” 

She leaned forward to read the name on the flask. 

“ L o u a r i n e,” she said. 

“ Pst! ” exclaimed the priest, with a start. 

“Will you have some? I don’t know whether it’s good. 
I’ve never tasted it, or seen it before. Will you have some ? ” 

She fell so absolutely certain that he would say “ Yes ” that 
she lifted the flask to pour the liqueur into one of the little 
glasses, but, looking at him, she saw that he hesitated. 

“ After all—why not ? ” he ejaculated. “ Why not ? ” 

She was holding the flask over the glass. He saw that bis 
remark surprised her. 

“Yes, Madame, thanks.” 

She poured out the liqueur and handed it to him. He set 
it down by his coffee-cup. 

“The fact is, Madame—but you know nothing about this 
liqueur ? ” 

“No, nothing. What is it?” 

Her curiosity was roused by his hesitation, his words, but still 
more by a certain gravity which had come into his face. 

“Well, this liqueur comes from the Trappist monastery of 
El-Largani.” 

“ The monk's liqueur! ” she exclaimed. 

And instantly she thought of Mogar. 

“You do know, then? ” 
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'Ouardi told me we had with us a liqueur made by some 
monks.” 

“This is it, and very excellent it is. I have tasted it in 
Tunis.” 

“But then why did you hesitate to take it here?” 

He lifted his glass up to the lamp. I’he light shone on its 
contents, showing that the liquid was pale green. 

“Madame,” he said, “the Trappists of El-I,argani have a 
fine property. They grow every sort of thing, but their vine¬ 
yards are specially famous, and their wines bring in a splendid 
revenue. This is their only liqueur, this Louarine. It, too, has 
brought in a lot of money to the community, but when what they 
have in stock at the monastery now is exhausted they will never 
make another franc by Louarine.” 

“ But why not ? ” 

“The secret of its manufacture belonged to one monk only. 
At his death he was to confide it to another whom he had 
chosen.” 

“ And he died suddenly without—” 

“ Madame, he didn’t die.” 

The gravity had returned to the priest’s face and deepened 
there, transforming it. He put the glass down without touching 
it with his lips. 

“ Then—I don’t understand.” 

He disappeared from the monastery.” 

“ Do you mean he left it—a Trappist ? ” 

“Yes.” 

“ After taking the final vows ? ” 

“Oh, he had been a monk at El-Largani for over twenty 
years.” 

“ How horrible ! ” Domini said. She looked at the pale-green 
liquid. “ How horrible! ” she repeated. 

“Yes. The monks would have kept the matter a secret, 
but a servant of the Mtellerie —who had taken no vow of eternal 
silence—spoke, and—well, I know it here in ‘ the belly of the 
desert.’” 

“ Horrible! ” 

She said the word again, and as if she felt its meaning more 
acutely each time she spoke it. 
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“After twenty years to go!” she added after a moment. 
“And was there no reason, no—no excuse—no, I don’t mean 
excuse! But had nothing exceptional happened ? ” 

“ What exceptional thing can happen in a Trappist monas¬ 
tery ? ” said the priest. “ One day is exactly like another there, 
and one year exactly like another.” 

“ Was it long ago ? ” 

“No, not very long. Only some months. Oh, perhaps it 
may be a year by now, but not more. Poor fellow! I suppose 
he was a man who didn’t know himself, Madame, and the devil 
tempted him.” 

“ But after twenty years ! ’’ said Domini. 

The thing seemed to her almost incredible. 

“That man must be in hell now,” she added. “In the hell 
a man can make for himself by his own act. Oh, here is my 
husband.” 

Androvsky stood in the tent door, looking in upon them with 
startled, scrutinising eyes. He had come over the deep sand 
without noise. Neither Domini nor the priest had heard a foot¬ 
step. The priest got up from his chair and bowed genially. 

“Good evening, Monsieur,” he said, not waiting for any 
introduction. “ I am the Aumonier of Amaia, and—” 

He paused in the full flow of his talk. Androvsky’s eyes had 
wandered from his face to the table, upon which stood the coffee, 
the liqueur, and the other things brought by Ouardi. It was 
evident even to the self-centred priest that his host was not 
listening to him. There was a moment’s awkward pause. Then 
Domini said,— 

“ Boris, Monsieur 1’Aumonier! ” 

She did not speak loudly, but with an intention that recalled 
the mind of her husband. He stepped slowly into the tent and 
held out his hand in silence to the priest. As he did so the 
lamplight fell full upon him. 

“ Boris, are you ill ? ” Domini exclaimed. 

The priest had taken Androvsky’s hand, but with a doubtful 
air. His cheerful and confident manner had died away, and his 
eyes, fixed upon his host, shone with an astonishment which was 
mingled with a sort of boyish glumness. It was evident that he 
felt that his presence was unwelcome. 
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"I have a headache,” Androvsky said. “I—that is why I 
returned.” 

He dropped the priest’s hand. He was again looking towards 
the table. 

“The sun was unusually fierce to-day,” Domini said. “Do 
you think—” 

“Yes, yes,” he interrupted. “That’s it. I must have had a 
touch of the sun.” 

He put his hand to his head. 

“Excuse me, Monsieur,” he said, speaking to the priest but 
not looking at him. “ I am really feeling unwell. Another day—” 
He went out of the tent and disappeared silently into the 
darkness. Domini and the priest looked after him. Then the 
priest, with an air of embarrassment, took up his hat from the 
table. His cigar had gone out, but he pulled at it as if he thought 
it was still alight, then took it out of his mouth and, glancing with 
a naive regret at the good things upon the table, his half-finislicd 
coffee, the biscuits, the white box of bon-bons—said,— 

“ Madame, I must be off. I’ve a good way to go, and it’s 
getting late. If you will allow me—” 

He went to the tent door and called, in a powerful voice,— 

“ Belgassem! Belgassem! ” 

He paused, then called again,— 

“ Belgassem ! ” 

A light travelled over the sand from the tents of the servants. 
Then the priest turned round to Domini and shook her by the 
hand. 

“ Good-night, Madame.” 

“ I’m very sorry,” she said, not trying to detain him. “ You 
must come again. My husband is evidently ill, and—” 

“You must go to him. Of course. Of course. This sun is 
a blessing. Still, it brings fever sometimes, especially to strangers. 
We sand-rascals—eh, Madame! ”—he laughed, but the laugh had 
lost it sonorous ring—“ we can stand it. It’s our friend. But 
for travellers sometimes it’s a little bit too much. But now, 
mind, I’m a bit of a doctor, and if to-morrow your husband is no 
better I might—anyhow ”—he looked again longingly at the bon¬ 
bons and the cigars—“ if you’ll allow me I’ll call to know how 
be is.” 
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“Thank you, Monsieur.” 

“ Not at all, Madame, not at all! I can set him right in a 
minute, if it’s anything to do with the sun, in a minute. Ah, here’s 
liclgassem! ” 

The soldier stood like a statue without, bearing the lantern. 
The priest hesitated. He was holding the burnt-out cigar in his 
hand, and now he glanced at it and then at the cigar-box. A 
plaintive expression overspread his bronzed and bearded face. 
It became almost piteous. Quickly Domini went to the table, 
took two cigars from the box and came back. 

“ You must have a cigar to smoke on the way." 

“ Really, Madame, you are too good, but—well, I never refuse 
a fine cigar, and these—upon my word—are—” 

He struck a match on his broad-toed boot. His demeanour 
was becoming cheerful again. Domini gave the other cigar to 
the soldier, 

“ Good-night, Madame. A deniain then, k demain! I trust 
your husband may be able to rest. A demain! A demain! ” 

The light moved away over the dunes and dropped down 
towards the city. Then Domini hurried across the sand to the 
sleeping-tent. As she went she was acutely aware of the many 
distant noises that rose up in the night to the pale crescent of the 
young moon, the pulsing of the tom-toms in the city, the faint 
screaming of the pipes that sounded almost like human beings in 
distress, the passionate barking of the guard-dogs tied up to the 
tents on the sand-slopes where the multitudes of fires gleamed. 
The sensation of being far away, and close to the heart of the 
desert, deepened in her, but she felt now that it was a savage 
heart, that there was something terrible in the remoteness. In the 
faint moonlight the tents cast black shadows upon the wintry 
whiteness of the sands, that rose and fell like waves of a smooth 
but foam-covered sea. And the shadow of the sleeping-tent 
looked the blackest of them all. For she began to feel as if there 
was another darkness about it than the darkness that it cast upon 
the sand. Her husband’s face that night as he came in from the 
dunes had been dark with a shadow cast surely by his soul. And 
she did not know what it was in his soul that sent forth the 
shadow. 

“ Boris! ” 
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She was at the door of the sleeping-tent. He did not answer. 

“ Boris!” 

He came in from the farther tent that he used as a dressing- 
room, carrying a lit candle in his hand. She went up to him 
with a movement of swift, ardent sincerity. 

“ You felt ill in the city ? Did Batouch let you come back 
alone ? ” 

“ I preferred to be alone." 

He set down the candle on the table, and moved so that the 
light of it did not fall upon his face. She took his hands in hers 
gently. There was no response in his hands. They remained in 
hers nervelessly. They felt almost like dead things in her hands. 
They were not cold, but burning hot. 

“ You have fever I ” she said. 

She let one of his hands go and put one of hers to his fore¬ 
head. 

“ Your forehead is burning, and your pulses—how they are 
beating ! Like hammers I I must —’’ 

“ Don’t give me anything, Domini! It would be useless.” 

She was silent. There was a sound of hopelessness in his 
voice that frightened her. It was like the voice of a man reject¬ 
ing remedies because he knew that he was stricken with a mortal 
disease. 

“ Why did that priest come here to-night ? ” he said. 

They were both standing up, but now he sat down in a chair 
heavily, taking his hand from hers. 

“ Merely to pay a visit of courtesy.” 

“At night?” 

He spoke suspiciously. Again she thought of Mogar, and of 
how, on his return from the dunes, he had said to her, “There is 
a light in the tower." A painful sensation of being surrounded 
with mystery came upon her. It was hateful to her strong and 
frank nature. It was like a miasma that suffocated her soul. 

“ Oh, Boris,” she exclaimed bluntly, “ why should he not come 
at night?” 

“Is such a thing usual?” 

“ But he was visiting the tents over there—of the nomads, 
and he had heard of our arrival. He knew it was informal, but, 
as he said, in the desert one forgets formalities” 
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“ And—and did he ask for anything ? ” 

"Ask ?" 

“ I saw—on the table—coffee and—and there was liqueur.” 
“Naturally I offered him something.” 

“He didn’t ask?” 

“ But, Boris, how could he ? ” 

After a moment of silence he said,— 

“No, of course not.” 

He shifted in his chair, crossed one leg over the other, put 
his hands on the arms of it, and continued,— 

“ What did he talk about?” 

“ A little about Amara.” 

“ That was all ? ” 

“ He hadn’t been here long when you came —” 

“Oh! ” 

“ But he told me one thing that was horrible,” she added, 
obedient to her instinct always to tell the complete truth to him, 
even about trifles which had nothing to do with their lives or their 
relation to each other. 

“ Horrible ! ” Androvsky said, uncrossing his legs and leaning 
forward in his chair. 

She sat down by him. They both had their backs to the 
light and were in shadow. 

“Yes.” 

“ What was it about—some crime here ? ” 

“Oh, no ! It was about that liqueur you saw on the table.” 
Androvsky was sitting upon a basket chair. As she spoke it 
creaked under a violent movement that he made. 

“ How could—what could there be that was horrible connected 
with that ? ” he asked, speaking slowly. 

“ It was made by a monk, a Trappist—” 

He got up from his chair and went to the opening of the tent. 
“What—” she began, thinking he was perhaps feeling the 
pain in his head more severely. 

“ I only want to be in the air. It’s rather hot there. Stay 
where you are, Domini, and—well, what else ? ” 

He stepped out into the sand, and stood just outside the tent 
in its shadow. 

“Jt was invented by a Trappist monk of the monastery of 
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Et-Largani, who disappeared from the monastery. He had 
taken the final vows. He had been there for over twenty 
years." 

“ He—he disappeared—did the priest say ? ” 

“Yes.” 

"Where?” 

“ 1 don’t think—I am sure he doesn’t know. But what does 
it matter ? The awful thing is that he should leave the monastery 
after taking the eternal vows—vows made to God.’’ 

After a moment, during which neither of them spoke and 
Androvsky stood quite still in the sand, she added,— 

" Poor man ! ’’ 

Androvsky came a step towards her, then paused. 

" Why do you say that, Domini ? ’’ 

“ I was thinking of the agony he must be enduring if he is 
still alive.’’ 

"Agony? ” 

"Of mind, of heart. You—I know, Boris, you can’t feel with 
me on certain subjects—yet—” 

“ Yet! ” he said. 

" Boris ’’—she got up and came to the tent door, but 
not out upon the sand—“I dare to hope that some day 
perhaps—” 

She was silent, looking towards him with her brave, steady 
eyes. 

“ Agony of heart ? ’’ Androvsky said, recurring to her words. 
“ You think—what—you pity that man then ? ’’ 

“ And don’t you ? ’’ 

" I—what has he to do with—us ? Why should we—? ’’ 

" I know. But one does sometimes pity men one never has 
seen, never will see, if one hears something frightful about them. 
Perhaps—don’t smile, Boris—perhaps it was seeing that liqueur, 
which he had actually made in the monastery when he was at 
peace with God, perhaps it was seeing that, that has made me 
realise—such trifles stir the imagination, set it working—at any- 
rate—’’ 

She broke off. After a minute, during which he said nothing, 
she continued,— 

“ I believe the priest felt something of the same sort. He 
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could not drink the liqueur that man had made although he 
intended to.” 

“ But—that might have been for a different reason,” Androvsky 
said in a harsh voice; “priests have strange ideas. They often 
judge things cruelly, very cruelly.” 

“ Perhaps they do. Yes; I can imagine that Father Roubier 
of Beni-Mora might, though he is a good man and leads a saintly 
life.” 

“Those are sometimes the most cruel. They do not under¬ 
stand.” 

“ Perhaps not. It may be so. But this priest—he’s not like 
that.” 

She thought of his genial, bearded face, his expression when 
he said, “ We are ruffians of the sun,” including himself with the 
desert men, his boisterous laugh. 

“His fault might be the other way.” 

“ Which way ? ” 

“Too great a tolerance.” 

“ Can a man be too tolerant towards his fellow-man ? ” said 
Androvsky. 

There was a strange sound of emotion in his deep voice which 
moved her. It seemed to her—why, she did not know—to steal 
out of the depth of something their mutual love had created. 

“The greatest of all tolerance is God’s,” she said. “I am 
sure—quite sure—of that." 

Androvsky came in out of the shadow of the tent, took her in 
his arms with passion, laid his lips on hers with passion, hot, 
burning force and fire, and a hard tenderness that was hard 
because it was intense. 

“God will bless you,” he said. “God will bless you. What¬ 
ever life brings you, at the end you must—you must be blessed 
by Him.” 

“ But He has blessed me,” she whispered, through tears that 
rushed from her eyes, stirred from their well-springs by his sudden 
outburst of love for her. “He has blessed me. He has given 
me you, your love, your truth.” 

Androvsky released her as abruptly as he had taken her in his 
arms, turned, and went out into the desert. 
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XXIV 

True to his promise, on the following day the priest called to 
inquire after Androvsky’s health. He happened to come just 
before dijeuner was ready, and met Androvsky on the sand before 
the tent door. 

“ It’s not fever then. Monsieur,” he said, after they had shaken 
hands. 

“No, no,” Androvsky replied. “I am quite well this 
morning.” 

The priest looked at him closely with an unembarrassed 
scrutiny. 

“Have you been long in the desert. Monsieur?” he asked. 

“ Some weeks.” 

“ The heat has tired you. I know the look—” 

“ I assure you. Monsieur, that 1 am accustomed to heat. I 
have lived in North Africa all my life.” 

“Indeed. And yet by your appearance I should certainly 
suppose that you needed a change from the desert. The air of 
the Sahara is magnificent but there are people—” 

“ I am not one of them,” Androvsky said abruptly. “ I have 
never felt so strong physically as since I have lived in the sand.” 

The priest still looked at him closely, but said nothing further 
on the subject of health. Indeed, almost immediately his atten¬ 
tion was distracted by the apparition of Ouardi bearing dishes 
from the cook’s tent. 

“ I am afraid I have called at a very unorthodox time,” he 
remarked, looking at his watch; “but the fact is that here in 
Amara we—” 

“ I hope you will stay to dejeuner," Androvsky said. 

“ It is very good of you. If you are certain that I shall not 
put you out.” 

“ Please stay.” 

“ I will, then, with pleasure.” 

He moved his lips expectantly, as if only a sense of politeness 
prevented him from smacking them. Androvsky went towards 
the sleeping-tent, where Domini, who had been into the city, w'as 
washing her hands. 
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“The priest has called," he said. “I have asked him to 
dijeuner." 

She looked at him with frank astonishment in her dark eyes. 

“ You—Boris! ” 

“Yes, I. Why not?” 

“ I don’t know. But generally you hate people.” 

“ He seems a good sort of man.” 

She still looked at him with some surprise, even with curiosity. 

“ Have you taken a fancy to a priest ? ” she asked, smiling. 

“ Why not? This man is very different from Father Roubier, 
more human.” 

“ Father Beret is very human, 1 think," she answered. 

She was still smiling. It had just occurred to her that the 
priest had timed his visit with some forethought. 

“ I am coming,” she added. 

A sudden cheerfulness had taken possession of her. All the 
morning she had been feeling grave, even almost apprehensive, 
after a bad night. When her husband had abruptly left her and 
gone away into the darkness she had been overtaken by a sudden 
wave of acute depression. She had felt, more painfully than ever 
before, the mental separation which existed between them despite 
their deep love, and a passionate but almost hopeless longing had 
filled her heart that in all things they might be one, not only in love 
of each other, but in love of God. When Androvsky had taken his 
arms from her she had seemed to feel herself released by a great 
despair, and this certainty—for as he vanished into the darkness 
she was no more in doubt that his love for her left room within 
his heart for such an agony—had for a moment brought her soul 
to the dust. She had been overwhelmed by a sensation that 
instead of being close together they were far apart, almost 
strangers, and a great bitterness had entered into her. It was 
accompanied by a desire for action. She longed to follow 
Androvsky, to lay her hand on his arm, to stop him in the sand 
and force him to confide in her. For the first time the idea that 
he was keeping something from her, a sorrow, almost maddened 
her, even made her feel jealous. The fact that she divined what 
that sorrow was, or believed she divined it, did not help her just 
then. She waited a long while, but Androvsky did not return, 
and at last she prayed and went to bed. But her prayers were 
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feeble, disjointed, and sleep did not come to her, for her mind 
was travelling with this man who loved her and who yet was out 
there alone in the night, who was deliberately separating himself 
from her. Towards dawn, when he stole into the tent, she was 
still awake, but she did not speak or give any sign of conscious¬ 
ness, although she was hot with the fierce desire to spring up, to 
throw her arms round him, to draw his head down upon her 
heart, and say, “ I have given myself, body, heart and soul, to you. 
Give yourself to me; give me the thing you are keeping back— 
your sorrow. Till I have that I have not all of you, and till I 
have all of you I am in Hell.” 

It was a mad impulse. She resisted it and lay quite still. 
And when he lay down and was quiet she slept at length. 

Now, as she heard him speak in the sunshine and knew that he , 
had offered hospitality to the comfortable priest, her heart 
suddenly felt lighter, she scarcely knew why. It seemed to her 
that she had been a little morbid, and that the cloud which had 
settled about her was lifted, revealing the blue. 

At dejeuner she was even more reassured. Her husband 
seemed to get on with the priest better than she had ever seen 
him get on with anybody. He began by making an effort to be 
agreeable that was obvious to her; but presently he was agreeable 
without effort. The simple geniality and lack of self-consciousness 
in Father Beret evidently set him at his ease. Once or twice she 
saw him look at his guest with an earnest scrutiny that puzzled 
her, but he talked far more than usual and with greater animation, 
discussing the Arabs and listening to the priest’s account of the 
curiosities of life in Amara. When at length Father Beret rose 
to go Androvsky said he would accompany him a little way, and 
they went off together, evidently on the best of terms. 

She was delighted and surprised. She had been right, then. 
It was time that Androvsky was subjected to another influence 
than that of the unpeopled wastes. It was time that he came 
into contact with men whose minds were more akin to his than 
the minds of the Arabs who had been their only companions. 
She began to imagine him with her in civilised places, to be able 
to imagine him. And she was glad they had come to Amara and 
confirmed in her resolve to stay on there. She even began to 
wish that the French officers quartered there—few in number, 
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some five or six—would find them in the sand, and that Androvsky 
would offer them hospitality. It occurred to her that it was not 
quite wholesome for a man to live in isolation from his fellow- 
men, even with the woman he loved, and she determined that 
she would not be selfish in her love, that she would think for 
Androvsky, act for him, even against her own inclination. 
Perhaps his idea of life in an oasis apart from Europeans was one 
she ought to combat though it fascinated her. Perhaps it 
would be stronger, more sane, to face a more ordinary, less 
dreamy, life, in which they would meet with people, in which they 
would inevitably find themselves confronted with duties. She 
felt powerful enough in that moment to do anything that would 
make for Androvsky’s welfare of soul. His body was strong and 
at ease. She thought of him going away with the priest in 
friendly conversation. How splendid it would be if she could 
feel some day that the health of his soul accorded completely 
with that of his body! 

“ Batouch ! ” she called almost gaily. 

Batouch appeared, languidly smoking a cigarette, and with a 
large flower tied to a twig protruding from behind his ear. 

“Saddle the horses. Monsieur has gone with the Pere Beret. 

I shall take a ride, just a short ride round the camp over there— 
in at the city gale, through the market-place, and home. You 
will come with me.” 

Batouch threw away his cigarette with energy. Poet though 
he was, all the Arab blood in him responded to the thought of a 
gallop over the sands. Within a few minutes they were off. 
When she was in the saddle it was at all times difficult for Domini 
to be sad or even pensive. She had a native passion for a good 
horse, and riding was one of the joys, and almost the keenest, of 
her life. She felt powerful when she had a spirited, fiery animal 
under her, and the wide spaces of the desert summoned speed as 
they summoned dreams. She and Batouch went away at a rapid 
pace, circled round the Arab cemetery, made a detour towards 
the south, and then cantered into the midst of the camp of the 
Ouled-Nafls. It was the hour of the siesta. Only a few people 
were stirring, coming and going over the dunes to and from the 
city on languid errands for the women of the tents, who reclined 
in the shade of their brushwood arbours upon filthy cushions and 



THE JOURNEY 


415 


heaps of multi-coloured rags, smoking cigarettes, playing cards 
with Arab and negro admirers, or staring into vacancy beneath 
their heavy eyebrows as they listened to the sound of music 
played upon long pipes of reed. No dogs barked in their camp. 
The only guardians were old women, whose sandy faces were 
scored with innumerable wrinkles, and whose withered hands 
drooped under their loads of barbaric rings and bracelets. 
Batouch would evidently have liked to dismount here. Like all 
Arabs he was fascinated by the sight of these idols of the waste, 
whose painted faces called to the surface the fluid poetry within 
him, but Domini rode on, descending towards the city gate by 
which she had first entered Amara. The priest’s house was there 
and Androvsky was with the priest. She hoped he had perhaps 
gone in to return the visit paid to them. As she rode into the 
city she glanced at the house. The door was open and she saw 
the gay rugs in the little hall. She had a strong inclination to 
stop and ask if her husband were there. He might mount 
Batouch’s horse and accompany her home. 

“Batouch,” she said, “will you ask if Monsieur Androvsky 
is with Pere Beret. I think —” 

She stopped speaking. She had just seen her husband’s face 
pass across the window-space of the room on the right-hand side 
of the hall door. She could not see it very well. The arcade 
built out beyond the house cast a deep shade within, and in this 
shade the face had flitted like a shadow. Batouch had sprung 
from his horse. But the sight of the shadowy face had changed 
her mind. She resolved not to interrupt the two men. Long 
ago at Beni-Mora she had asked Androvsky to call upon a priest. 
She remembered the sequel to that visit. This time Androvsky 
had gone of his own will. If he liked this priest, if they became 
friends, perhaps—she remembered her vision in the dancing- 
house, her feeling that when she drew near to Amara she was draw¬ 
ing near to the heart of the desert. If she should see Androvsky 
praying here! Yet Father Beret hardly seemed a man likely to 
influence her husband, or indeed anyone with a strong and 
serious personality. He was surely too fond of the things of this 
world, too obviously a lover and cherisher of the body. Never¬ 
theless, there was something attractive in him, a kindness, a 
geniality. In trouble he would be sympathetic. Certainly her 
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husband must hare taken a liking to him, and the chances of life 
and the influences of destiny were strange and not to be foreseen. 

“No, Batouch,” she said. “ We won’t stop.” 

“But, Madame,”he cried, “Monsieur is in there. I saw his 
face at the window.” 

“Never mind. We won’t disturb them. I daresay they have 
something to talk about.” 

They cantered on towards the market-place. It was not 
market-day, and the town, like the camp of the Ouled-Nails, was 
almost deserted. As she rode up the hill towards the place of 
the fountain, however, she saw two handsomely-dressed Arabs, 
followed by a servant, slowly strolling towards her from the door¬ 
way of the Bureau Arabe. One, who was very tall, was dressed in 
green, and carried a long staff, from which hung green ribbons. 
The other wore a more ordinary costume of white, with a white 
burnous and a turban spangled with gold. 

“ Madame! ” said Batouch. 

“Yes.” 

“ Do you see the Arab dressed in green ? ” 

He spoke in an almost awestruck voice. 

“Yes. Who is he?" 

“The great marabout who lives at Beni-Hassan.” 

The name struck upon Domini’s ear with a strange familiarity. 

“ But that’s where Count Anteoni went when he rode away 
from Beni-Mora that morning.” 

“Yes, Madame.” 

“ Is it far from Amara ? ” 

“Two hours’ ride across the desert.” 

“ But then Count Anteoni may be near us. After he left he 
wrote to me and gave me his address at the marabout’s house.” 

“ If he is still with the marabout, Madame.” 

They were close to the fountain now', and the marabout and 
his companion were coming straight towards them. 

“ If Madame will allow me I will salute the marabout,” said 
Batouch. 

“ Certainly.” 

He sprang off his horse immediately, tied it up to the railing of 
the fountain, and went respectfully towards the approaching 
potentate to kiss his hand. Domini saw the marabout stop and 
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Batouch bend down, then lift himself up and suddenly move back 
as if in surprise. The Arab who was with the marabout seemed 
also surprised. He held out his hand to Batouch, who took it, 
kissed it, then kissed his own hand, and turning, pointed towards 
Domini. The Arab spoke a word to the marabout, then left him, 
and came rapidly forward to the fountain. As he drew close to 
her she saw a face browned by the sun, a very small, pointed beard, 
a pair of intensely bright eyes surrounded by wrinkles. 'I'hese 
eyes held her. It seemed to her that she knew them, that she had 
often looked into them and .seen their changing expressions. 
Suddenly she exclaimed,— 

“ Count Anteoni! ” 

“ Yes, it is I! ” 

He held out his hand and clasped hers. 

“ So you have started upon your desert journey,” he added 
looking closely at her, as he had often looked in the garden. 

“ Yes.” 

“And as I ventured to advise—that last time, do you re 
member ? ” 

She recollected his words. 

“No,” she replied, and there was a warmth of joy, almost of 
pride, in her voice. “ I am not alone.” 

Count Anteoni was standing with one hand on her horse’s 
neck. As she spoke his hand dropped down. 

“ I have been away from Beni-Hassan,” he said slowly. “ The 
marabout and I have been travelling in the south and only re¬ 
turned yesterday. I have heard no news for a long time from 
Beni-Mora, but I know. You are Madame Androvsky.” 

“Yes,” she answered; “lam Madame Androvsky.” 

There was a silence between them. In it she heard the drip¬ 
ping water in the fountain. At last Count Anteoni spoke again. 

“ It was written,” he said quietly. “ It was written in the sand.” 

She thought of the sand-diviner and was silent. An oppres¬ 
sion of spirit had suddenly come upon her. It seemed to her 
connected with something physical, something obscure, unusual, 
such as she had never felt before. It was, she thought, as if her 
body at that moment became more alive than it had ever been, and 
as if that increase of life within her gave to her a peculiar uneasiness. 
She was startled. She even felt alarmed, as at the faint approach 
2 I) 
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of somclhing strange, of something that was going to alter her life. 
She did not know at all what it was. For the moment a sense of 
confusion and of pain beset her, and she was scarcely aware with 
whom she was, or where. The sensation passed and she re¬ 
covered herself and met Count Anteoni’s eyes quietly. 

“ Ye.s,” she answered ; “all that has happened to me here in 
Africa was written in the sand and in fire.” 

“ You are thinking of the sun.” 

“ Yes.” 

“ I—where are you living ? ” 

“ Close by on the sand-liill beyond the city wall.” 

“ Where you can see the fires lit at night and hear the sound 
of the music of Africa.” 

“Yes.” 

“ As he said.” 

“ Yes, as he said.” 

Again the overwhelming sense of some strange and formidable 
approach came over her, but this time .she fought it resolutely. 

“ Will you come and see me ? ” she said. 

She. had meant to say “ us,” but did not say it. 

“ If you will allow me.” 

“When?” 

“ J—” she heard the odd, upward grating in his voice which 
she remembered so well. “ May I come now if you are riding to 
the tents? ” 

“ Please do.” 

“ I will explain to the marabout and follow you.” 

“ But the way ? Shall Batouch— ? ” 

“No, it is not necessary.” 

She rode away. When she reached the camp she found that 
Androvsky had not yet returned, and she was glad. She wanted to 
talk to Count .'Vnteoni alone. Within a few minutes she saw him 
coming towards the tent. His beard and his Arab dress so altered 
him that at a short distance she could not recognise him, could 
only guess that it was he. But directly he was near, and she saw 
his eyes, she forgot that he was altered, and felt that she was with 
her kind and whimsical host of the garden. 

“ My husband is in the city,” she said. 

“ Yes." 
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“ With the priest.” 

She saw an expression of surprise flit over Count Antconi’s 
face. It went away instantly. 

“Pere Beret,” he said. “ He is a cheerful creature and very 
good to the Arabs.” 

They sat down just inside the shadow of the tent before the 
door, and he looked out quietly towards the city. 

“Yes, this is the place,” he said. 

She knew that he was alluding to the vision of the sand- 
diviner, and said so. 

“Did you believe at the time that what he said would come 
true ? ” she asked. 

“ How could I ? Am I a child ? ” 

He spoke with gentle irony, but she felt he was playing with 

her. 

“Cannot a man believe such things?” 

He did not answer her, but said,— 

“ My fate has come to pass. Do you not care to know what 
it is? ” 

“Yes, do tell me.” 

She spoke earnestly. She felt a change in him, a great 
change which as yet she did not understand fully. It was as if 
he had been a man in doubt and was now a man no longer in 
doubt, as if he had arrived at some goal and was more at peace 
with himself than he had been. 

“ I have become a Mohammedan,” he said simply. 

“ A Mohammedan! ” 

She repeated the words as a person repeats words in surprise, 
but her voice did not sound surprised. 

“ You wonder ? ” he asked. 

After a moment she answered,— 

“No. I never thought of such a thing, but I am not 
surprised. Now you have told me it seems to explain you, much 
that I noticed in you, wondered about in you.” 

She looked at him steadily, but without curiosity. 

“I feel that you are happy now.” 

“ Yes, I am happy. The world I used to know, my world and 
yours, would laugh at me, would say that I was crazy, that it was 
a whim, that I wished for a new sensation. Simply it bad to be. 
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For years 1 have been tending towards it—who knows why? 
Who knows what obscure influences have been at work in me, 
whctlier there is not, perhaps far back, some faint strain of Arab 
blood mingled with the Sicilian blood in my veins ? I cannot 
understand why. What I can understand is that at last I have 
fulfilled my destiny! After years of unrest I am suddenly and 
completely at peace. It is a magical sensation. I have been 
wandering all my life and have come upon the open door of my 
home.” 

He spioke very quietly, but she heard the joy in his voice. 

“ I remember your saying, ‘ I like to see men praying in the 
desert.’ ” 

“ Yes. When I looked at them 1 was longing to be one of 
them. For years from my garden wall 1 w’atched them with a 
passion of envy, with bitterness, almost with hatred sometimes. 
They had something I had not, something that set them above 
me, something that made their lives plain through any comjilica- 
tion, and that g.avc to death a meaning like the meaning at the 
close of a great story that is going to have a sequel. They had 
faith. And it was difficult not to hate them. But now I am one 
of them. 1 can jiray in the desert.” 

“That was why you left Beni-Mora.” 

“ Yes. 1 had long been wishing to become a Mohammedan. 
I came here to be with the marabout, to enter more fully into 
certain questions, to sec if 1 had any lingering doubts.” 

“ And you have none? ” 

“None.” 

She looked at his bright eyes and sighed, thinking of her 
husband. 

“You will go back to Beni-.Mora ? ” she asked. 

“I don’t think so. I am inclined to go farther into the 
desert, farther among the people of my own faith. I don’t w'ant 
to be surrounded by French. Some day perhaps I may return. 
But at present everything draws me onward. Tell me”—he 
dropped the earnest tone in which he had been spe.aking, and she 
heard once more the easy, half-ironical man of the world—“do 
you think me a half-crazy eccentric ? ” 

“No.” 

“ You look at me very gravely, even sadly.” 
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" I was thinking of the men who cannot pray,” she said, 
“ even in the desert.” 

“ They should not come into the Garden of Allah. Don’t 
you remember that day by the garden wall, when—” 

He suddenly checked himself. 

“Forgive me,” he said simply. “And now tell me about 
yourself. You never wrote that you were going to be married.” 

“I knew you would know it in time—when we met again.” 

“And you knew we should meet again?” 

“ Did not you ? ” 

He nodded. 

“ In the heart of the desert. And you—where are you going ? 
You are not returning to civilisation?” 

“ I don’t know. I have no plans. I want to do what my 
husband wishes.” 

“And he?” 

“ He loves the desert. He has suggested our buying an 
oasis and setting up as date merchants. What do you think of 
the idea?” 

She spoke with a smile, but her eyes were serious, even sad. 

“ I cannot judge for others,” he answered. 

When he got up to go he held her hand fast for a moment. 

“ May I speak what is in my heart ? ” he asked. 

“Yes—do.” 

“ I feel as if what I have told you to-day about myself, about 
my having come to the open door of a home I had long been 
wearily seeking, had made you sad. Is it so ? ” 

“ Yes,” she answered frankly. 

“ Can you tell me why ? ” 

“It has made me realise more sharply than perhaps I did 
before what must be the misery of those who are still homeless.” 

There was in her voice a sound as if she suppressed a sob. 

“ Hope for them, remembering my many years of wandering.” 

“ Yes, yes.” 

“ Good-bye.” 

“ Will you come again ? ” 

“You are here for long?” 

“Some days, I think.” 

“ Whenever you ask me I will come.” 
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“ I want you and my husband to meet again. I want that 
very much.” She spoke with a pressure of eagerness. 

“Send for me and I will come at any hour.” 

“I will send—soon.” 

When he was gone Domini sat in the shadow of the tent. 
From where she was she could sec the Arab cemetery at a little 
distance, a quantity of stones half drowned in the sand. An old 
Arab was wandering there alone, praying for the dead in a loud, 
persistent voice. Sometimes he paused by a grave, bowed him¬ 
self in prayer, then rose and walked on again. His voice was 
never silent. The sound of it was plaintive and monotonous. 
Domini listened to it, and thought of homeless men, of those 
who had lived and died without ever coming to that open door 
through which Count Anteoni had entered. His words and the 
changed look in his face had made a deep impression upon her. 
She realised that in the garden, when they were together, his 
eyes, even when they twinkled with the slightly ironical humour 
peculiar to him, had always held a shadow. Now that shadow 
was lifted out of them. How deep was the shadow in her 
husband’s eyes. How deep had it been in the eyes of her 
father. He had died with that terrible darkness in his eyes and 
in his soul. If her husband were to die thus! A terror came 
upon her. She looked out at the stones in the sand and 
imagined herself there—as the old Arab was—praying for 
Androvsky buried there, hidden from her on earth for ever. 
.And suddenly she felt, “I cannot wait, 1 must act.” 

Her faith was deep and strong. Nothing could shake it. 
Hut might it not shake the doubt from another’s soul, as a great, 
pure wind shakes leaves that are dead from a tree that will 
blossom with the spring? Hitherto a sense of intense delicacy 
had prevented her from ever trying to draw near definitely to her 
husb.and’s sadness. But her interview with Count Anteoni, and 
the sound of this voice praying, praying for the dead men in the 
sand, stirred her to an almost fierce resolution. She had given 
herself to Androvsky. He had given himself to her. They were 
one. She had a right to draw near to his pain, if by so doing 
there were a chance that she might bring balm to it. She had a 
right to look closer into his eyes if hers, full of faith, could lift 
the shadow from them. 
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She leaned back in the darkness of the tent. The old Arab 
had wandered further on among the graves. His voice was faint 
in the sand, faint and surely piteous, as if, even while he prayed, 
he felt that his prayers were useless, that the fate of the dead was 
pronounced beyond recall. Domini listened to him no more. 
She was praying for the living as she had never prayed before, 
and her prayer was the prelude not to patience but to action. It 
was as if her conversation with Count Anteoni had set a torch to 
something in her soul, something that gave out a great flame, a 
flame that could surely burn up the sorrow, the fear, the secret 
torture in her husband’s soul. All the strength of her character 
had been roused by the sight of the peace she desired for the 
man she loved enthroned in the heart of this other man who was 
only her friend. 

I'he voice of the old Arab died away in the distance, but 
before it died away Domini had ceased from hearing it. 

She heard only a voice within her, which said to her, “ If you 
really love be fearless. Attack this sorrow which stands like a 
figure of death between you and your husband. Drive it away. 
You have a weapon—faith. Use it.” 

It seemed to her then that through all their intercourse she 
had been a coward in her love, and she resolved that she would 
be a coward no longer. 


XXV 

Domini had said to herself that she would speak to her husband 
that night. She was resolved not to hesitate, not to be influenced 
from her purpose by anything. Yet she knew that a great diffi¬ 
culty would stand in her way—the difficulty of Androvsky’s intense, 
almost passionate, reserve. This reserve was the dominant 
characteristic in his nature. She thought of it sometimes as a 
wall of fire that he had set round about the secret places of his 
soul to protect them even from her eyes. Perhaps it was strange 
that she, a woman of a singularly frank temperament, should be 
attracted by reserve in another, yet she knew that she was so 
attracted by the reserve of her husband. Its existence hinted to 
her depths in him which, perhaps, some day she might sound, 
she alone, strength which was hidden for her some day to prove. 
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Now, alone with her purpose, she thought of this reserve. 
Would she be able to break it down with her love? For an 
instant she felt as if she were about to enter upon a contest with 
her husband, but she did not coldly tell over her armoury and 
select weapons. There was a heat of purpose within her that 
beckoned her to the unthinking, to the reckless way, that told her 
to be self-reliant and to trust to the moment for the method. 

When Androvsky returned to the camp it was towards even¬ 
ing. A lemon light was falling over the great white spaces of 
the sand. Upon their little round hills the Arab villages glowed 
mysteriously. Many horsemen were riding forth from the city to 
take the cool of the approaching night. From the desert the 
caravans were coming in. The Nomads’ children played, half- 
naked, at Cora before the tents, calling shrilly to each other 
through the light silence that floated airily away into the vast 
distances that breathed out the spirit of a pate eternity. Despite 
the heat there was an almost wintry romance in this strange 
land of white sands and yellow radiance, an ethereal melancholy 
that stole with the twilight noiselessly towards the tents. 

As Androvsky approached Domini saw that he had lost the 
energy which had delighted her at dejeuner. He walked to¬ 
wards her slowly with his head bent down. His face was grave, 
even sad, though when he saw her waiting for him he smiled. 

“ You have been all this time with the priest ? ” she said. 

" Nearly all. I walked for a little while in the city. And 
you ? ” 

“ I rode out and met a friend.” 

“ A friend ? ” he said, as if startled. 

“Yes, from Beni-Mora—Count Anteoni. He has been here 
to pay me a visit.” 

She pulled forward a basket-chair for him. He sank into^it 
heavily. 

“Count Anteoni here!” he said slowly. “What is he doin^^ 
here ? ” 

“ He is with the marabout at Beni-Hassan. And, Boris, he 
has become a Mohammedan.” 

He lifted his head with a jerk and stared at her in silence. 

“You are surprised? ” 

“ A Mohammedan—Count Anteoni ?" 
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“ Yes. Do you know, when he told me I felt almost as if I 
had been expecting it.” 

“ But—is he changed, then ? Is he—” 

He stopped. His voice had sounded to her bitter, almost 
fierce. 

“Yes, Boris, he is changed. Have you ever seen anyone 
who was lost, and the same person walking along the road home ? 
Well, that is Count Anteoni.” 

They said no more for some minutes. Androvsky was the 
first to speak again. 

“You told him ?” he asked. 

“ About ourselves ? ” 

“Yes.” 

“ I told him.” 

“ What did he say ? ” 

“ He had expected it. When we ask him he is coming here 
again to see us both together.” 

Androvsky got up from his chair. His face was troubled. 
Standing before Domini he said,— 

“Count Anteoni is happy then now that he—now that he 
has joined this religion ? ” 

“ Very happy.” 

“ And you—a Catholic—what do you think ? ” 

“ I think that, since that is his honest belief, it is a blessed 
thing for him.” 

He said no more, but went towards the sleeping-tent. 

In the evening, when they were dining, he said to her,— 
“Domini, to-night 1 am going to leave you again for a short 
time.” 

He saw a look of keen regret come into her face, and added 
quickly,— 

“ At nine I have promised to go to see the priest. He—he is 
•rather lonely here. He wants me to come. Do you mind ? ” 

“ No, no. I am glad—very glad. Have you finished 
“Quite.” 

“ Let us take a rug and go out a little way in the sand—that 
way towards the cemetery. It is quiet there at night.” 

“Yes. I will get a rug.” 

He went to fetch it, threw it over his arm, and they set out 
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together. She had meant the Arab cemetery, but when they 
reached it they found two or three nomads wandering there. 

“ Let us go on,” she said. 

They went on, and came to the French cemetery, which was 
surrounded by a rough hedge of brushwood, in which there were 
gaps here and there. Through one of these gaps they entered 
It, spread out the rug, and Jay down on the sand. The night 
was still and silence brooded here. Faintly they saw the graves 
of the exiles who had died here and been given to the sand, 
where in summer the vipers glided to and fro, and the pariah 
dogs wandered stealthily, seeking food to still the desire in their 
starving bodies. They were generally very simple, but close to 
Domini and Androvsky was one of white marble, in the form of 
a broken column, hung with wreaths of everlasting flowers, and 
engraved with these words :— 

ICI REPOSE 

JEAN BAPTLSTE FABRIANI 
Pr/i’s pour hd. 

When they lay down they both looked at this grave, as if 
moved by a simultaneous impulse, and read the words. 

“Priez pour lui! ” Domini said in a low voice. 

She put out her hand and took hold of her husband’s, and 
pressed it down on the sand. 

“Do you remember that first night, Boris,” she said, “at 
Arba, when you took my hand in yours and laid it against the 
desert as against a heart ? ” 

“Yes, Domini, 1 remember.” 

“That night we were one, weren't we?” 

“Yes, Domini.” 

“Were we”—she was almost whispering in the night— 

“ were we truly one ? ” 

“VVhy do you—truly one, you say?” 

“Yes—one in soul? That is the great union, greater than 
the union of our bodies. Were we one in soul? Are we 
now ? ” 

“Domini, why do you ask me such questions? Do you 
doubt my love ? ” 
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“ No. But I do ask you. Won’t you answer me ?" 

He was silent. His hand lay in hers but did not press it. 

“ Boris ”—she spoke the cruel words very quietly,—“ we arc 
not truly one in soul. We never have been. I know that.” 

He said nothing. 

“Shall we ever be ? Think—if one of us were to die, and the 
other—the one who was left—were left with the knowledge that 
in our love, even ours, there had always been separation—could 
you bear that? Could I bear it?" 

“ Domini—” 

“ Yes." 

“ Why do you speak like this ? We are one. You have all 
my love. You are everything to me.” 

“And yet you are sad, and you try to hide your sadness, your 
misery, from me. Can you not give it me ? I want it—more 
than I want anything on earth. I want it, I must have it, and I 
dare to ask for it because I know how deeply you love me and 
that you could never love another.” 

“ I never have loved another,” he said. 

“ I was the very first.” 

“ The very first. When we married, although I was a man I 
was as you were.” 

She bent down her head and laid her lips on his hand that 
was in hers. 

“Then make our union perfect, as no other union on earth 
has ever been. Give me your sorrow, Boris. I know what it is.” 

“ How can—you cannot know,” he said in a broken voice. 

“Yes. Love is a diviner, the only true diviner. I told you 
once what it was, but I want you to tell me. Nothing that we 
take is beautiful to us, only what we are given.” 

“ I cannot,” he said. 

He tried to take his hand from hers, but she held it fast. 
And she felt as if she were holding the wall of fire with which he 
surrounded the secret places of his soul. 

“To-day, Boris, when I talked to Count Anteoni, I felt that I 
had been a coward with you. I had seen you suffer and I had 
not dared to draw near to your suffering. I have been afraid of 
you. Think of that.” 

“No.” 
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“ Yes, I have been afraid of you, of your reserve. When you 
withdrew from me I never followed you. If I had perhaps I 
could have done something for you.” 

“ Domini, do not speak like this. Our love is happy. Leave 
it as it is.” 

“I can’t. I will not. Boris, Count Anteoni has found a 
home. But you are wandering. I can’t bear that, I can’t bear 
it. It is as if I were sitting in the house, warm, safe, and you 
were out in the storm. It tortures me. It almost makes me 
hate my own safety.” 

Androvsky .shivered. He took his hand forcibly from Domini’s. 

“I have almost hated it too,” he said passionately. “I have 
hated it. I'm a—I’m—” 

His voice failed. He bent forward and took Domini’s face 
between his hands. 

“ And yet there are times when I can bless what I have hated. 
I do bless it now. I—1 love your safety. You—at least you are 
safe.' 

“You I ....St s.iare it. I will make you share it.” 

“ You cannot.” 

“ I can. I shall. I feel that we shall be together in soul, 
and It- ;rhaps to-nigl I, perluips even to night.” 

Ana ,sk' jokccl profoundly agitated. His hands dropped 
dow 

1 must go,” he said. “ I must go to the priest.” 

tie got up from the sand. 

“Come to the tent, Domini." 

She rose to her feet. 

“ When you come back,” she said, “ I shall be waiting for 
you, Boris.” 

He looked at her. There was in his eyes a piercing wistful¬ 
ness. He opened his lips. At that moment Domini felt that he 
was on the point of telling her all that she longed to know. But 
the look faded. The lips closed. He took her in his arms and 
kissed her almost desperately. 

“ No, no,” he said. “ I’ll keep your love—I’ll keep it.” 

“ You could never lose it.” 

“I might.” 

“ Never.” 
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“ If I believed that.” 

“Boris!” 

Suddenly burning tears rushed from her eyes. 

“ Don’t ever say a thing like that to me again I ” she said with 
passion. 

She pointed to the grave close to them. 

“ If you were there,” she said, “ and I was living, and you 
had died before—before you had told me—I believe—God for¬ 
give me, but I do believe that if, when I died, I were taken to 
heaven I should find my hell there.” 

She looked through her tears at the words: “ Priez pour 
lui.” 

“To pray for the dead,” she whispered, as if to herself. 
“To pray for my dead—I could not do it, I could not. Boris, 
if you love me you must trust me, you must give me your 
sorrow.” 

The night drew on. Androvsky iiad gone 10 the priest. 
Domini was alone, sitting before the ttn: \v.iiiing for bis loturn. 
She had told Batouch and Ouardt that she wanted nothing more, 
that no one was to come to the tent .again that night The 
young moon was rising over the city, Init its light a;: yet ’ as faint. 
It fell upon the cupolas of the Bureau x\ial>p, the ‘jwers of Tie 
mosques and the white sands, whose whiter'.es's it .cemed to 
emphasise, making them pale as the face of one- tenor-stricken. 
The city wall cast a dee[) shadow over the moat of sann ir which, 
wrapped in filthy rags, lay nomads sleeping. Upon the sand hills 
the camps were alive with movement. Fires blazed and smoke 
ascended before the tents that made patches of blackness upon 
the waste. Round the fires were seated groups of men devouring 
cous-cous and the red soup beloved of the nomad. Behind 
them circled the dogs with quivering nostrils. Squadrons of 
camels lay crouched in the sand, resting after their journeys. 
And everywhere, from the city and from the waste, rose distant 
sounds of music, thin, aerial flutings like voices of the night winds, 
acrid cries from the pipes, and the far-off rolling of the African 
drums that arc the foundation of every desert symphony. 

Although she was now accustomed to the music of Africa, 
Domini could never hear it without feeling the barbarity of the 
land from which it rose, the wildness of the people who made and 
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who loved it. Always it suggested to her an infinite remoteness, 
as if it were music sounding at the end of the world, full of half- 
defined meanings, melancholy yet fierce passion, longings that, 
momentarily satisfied, continually renewed themselves, griefs that 
were hidden behind thin veils like the women of the East, but 
that peered out with expressive eyes, hinting their story and 
desiring assuagement. And to-night the meaning of the music 
seemed deeper than it had been before. She tiiought of it as an 
outside echo of the voices murmuring in her mind and heart, and 
the voices murmuring in the mind and heart of Androvsky, broken 
voices some of them, but some strong, fierce, tense and alive with 
meaning. And as she sat there alone she thought this unity 
of music drew her closer to the desert than she had ever been 
before, and drew Androvsky with her, despite his great reserve. 
In the heart of the desert he would surely let her see at last fully 
into his heart. When he came back in the night from the priest 
he would speak. She was waiting for that. 

The moon was mounting. Its light grew stronger. She 
looked across the sands and saw fires in the city, and suddenly 
she said to herself, “This is the vision of the sand-diviner 
realised in my life. He saw me as I am now, in this place.” 
And she remembered the scene in the garden, the crouching 
figure, the extended arms, the thin fingers tracing swift patterns 
in the sand, the murmuring voice. 

To-night she felt deeply expectant but almost sad, encom¬ 
passed by the mystery that hangs in clouds about human life 
and human relations. What could be that great joy of which 
the Diviner had spoken ? A woman’s great joy that starred the 
desert with flowers and made the dry places run with sweet 
waters—what could it be ? 

Suddenly she felt again the oppression of spirit she had been 
momentarily conscious of in the afternoon. It was like a load 
descending upon her, and, almost instantly, communicated itself 
to her body. She was conscious of a sensation of unusual weari¬ 
ness, uneasiness, even dread, then again of an intensity of life 
that startled her. This intensity remained, grew in her. It was 
as if the principle of life, like a fluid, were being poured into her 
out of the vials of God, as if the little cup that was all she had 
were too small to contain the precious liquid. That seemed to 
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her to be the cause of the pain of which she w'as conscious. She 
was being given more than she felt herself capable of possessing. 
She got up from her chair, unable to remain still. The move¬ 
ment, slight though it was, seemed to remove a veil of darkness 
that had hung over her and to let in upon her a flood of light. 
She caught hold of the canvas of the tent. For a moment she 
felt weak as a child, then strong as an Amazon. And the sense 
of strength remained, grew. She walked out upon the sand to¬ 
wards the way by which Androvsky would return. The fires in 
the city and the camps were to her as illuminations for a festival. 
The music was the music of a great rejoicing. The vast expanse 
of the desert, wintry white under the moon, dotted with the fires 
of the nomads, blossomed as the rose. After a few moments she 
stopped. She was on the crest of a sand bank, and could see 
below her the faint track in the sand which wound to the city 
gate. By this track Androvsky would surely return. From a 
long distance she would be able to see him, a moving darkness 
upon the white. She was near to the city now, and could hear 
voices coming to her from behind its rugged walls, voices of men 
singing, and calling one to another, the twang of plucked instru¬ 
ments, the click of negroes’ castanets. The city was full of joy 
as the desert was full of joy. The glory of life rushed upon her 
like a flood of gold, that gold of the sun in which thousands of tiny 
things are dancing. And she was given the power of giving life, 
of adding to the sum of the glory. She looked out over the 
sands and saw a moving blot upon them coming slowly towards 
^her, very slowly. It was impossible at this distance to see who 
it was, but she felt that it was her husband. For a moment she 
thought of going down to meet him, but she did not move. The 
new knowledge that had come to her made her, just then, feel 
shy even of him, as if he must come to her, as if she could make 
no advance towards him. 

As the blackness upon the sand drew nearer she saw that it 
>was a man walking heavily. The man had her husband’s gait. 
When she saw that she turned. She had resolved to meet him 
at the tent door, to tell him what she had to tell him at the 
threshold of their wandering home. Her sense of shyness died 
when she was at the tent door. She only felt now her oneness 
with her husband, and that to-night their unity was to be made 
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more perfect. If it could be made quite perfect! If he would 
speak too! Then nothing more would be wanting. At last 
every veil would have dropped from between them, and as they 
had long been one in flesh they would be one in spirit. 

She waited in the tent door. 

After what seemed a long time she saw Androvsky coming 
across the moonlit sand. He was walking very slowly, as if 
wearied out, with his head drooping. He did not appear to see 
her till he was quite close to the tent. Then he stopped and 
gazed at her. I'he moon—she thought it must be the moon— 
made his face look strange, like a dying man’s face. In this 
white face the eyes glittered feverishly. 

“ Boris ! ” she said. 

“ Domini! ” 

“Come here, close to me. I have something to tel! you— 
something wonderful.” 

He came quite up to her. 

“ Domini,” he said, as if he had not heard her. “ Domini, I 
—I’ve been to the priest to-night. I meant to confess to him.” 

“To confess 1 ” she said. 

“This afternoon I asked him to hear my confession, but to¬ 
night I could not make it. I can only make it to you, Domirii— 
only to you. Do you hear, Domini ? Do you hear ? ” 

Something in his face and in his voice terrified her heart. Now 
she felt as if she would stop him from speaking if she dared, but 
that she did not dare. His spirit was beyond domination. He 
would do what he meant to do regardless of her—of anyone. 

“ What is it, Boris?” she whispered. “Tell me. Perhaps I 
can understand best because I love best.” 

He put his arms round her and kissed her, as a man kisses the 
woman he loves when he knows it may be for the last time, long 
and hard, with a desperation of love that feels frustrated by the 
very lips it is touching. At last he took his lips from hers. 

“ Domini,” he said, and his voice was steady and clear, almost 
hard, “you want to know what it is that makes me unhappy 
even in our love—desperately unhappy. It is this. I believe in 
God, I love God, and I have insulted Him. I have tried to 
forget God, to deny Him, to put human love higher than love for 
Him. But always I am haunted by the thought of God, and that' 
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thought makes my despair. Once, when I was young, I gave 
myself to God solemnly. I have broken the vows I made. I 
have—I have—” 

The hardness went out of his voice. He broke dow'n for a 
moment and was silent. 

“ You gave yourself to God,” she said. " How ? ” 

He tried to meet her questioning eyes, but could not. 

“1—I gave myself to God as a monk,” he answered after a 
pause. 

As he spoke Domini saw before her in the moonlight De 
Trevignac. He cast a glance of horror at the tent, bent over her, 
made the sign of the Cross, and vanished. In his place stood 
Father Roubier, his eyes shining, his hand upraised, warning her 
against Androvsky. Then he, too, vanished, and she seemed to 
see Count Anteoni dressed as an Arab and muttering words of 
the Koran. 

“ Domini! ” 

“Domini, did you hear me? Domini! Domini! ” 

She felt his hands on her wrists. 

“You are the Trappist! ” she s.iid quietly, “of whom the 
priest told me. You are the monk from the Monastery of El- 
Largani who disappeared after twenty years.” 

“ Yes,” he said, “ I am he.” 

“What made you tell me? What made you tell me? ” 

There was agony now in her voice. 

“You asked me to speak, but it was not that. Do you 
remember last night when I said that God must bless you ? 
You answered, ‘ He has blessed me. He has given me you, jmur 
love, your truth.’ It is that which makes me speak. You have 
had my love, not my truth. Now take my truth. I’ve kept it 
from you. Now I’ll give it you. It’s black, but I’ll give it you. 
Domini! Domini! Hate me to-night, but in your hatred believe 
that I never loved you as I love you now,” 

“ Give me your truth ! ” she said. 
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THE REVELATION 
XXVI 

T hey remained standing at the tent door, with the moon¬ 
light about them. The camp was hushed in sleep, but 
sounds of music still came to them from the city below them, 
and fainter music from the tents of the Ouled-Nails on the sand¬ 
hill to the south. After Domini had spoken Androvsky moved a 
step towards her, looked at her, then moved back and dropped 
his eyes. If he liad gone on looking at her he knew he could 
not have begun to speak. 

“ Domini,” he said, “ I’m not going to try and excuse myself 
for what I have done. I’m not going to say to you what I daren’t 
say to God—‘ Forgive me.’ How can such a thing be forgiven ? 
That’s pari of the torture I’ve been enduring, the knowledge 
of the unforgivable nature of my act. It can never be wiped 
out. It’s black on my judgment-book for ever. But I wonder if 
you can understand—oh, 1 want you to understand, Domini, 
what has made me the thing I am, a renegade, a breaker of oaths, a 
liar to God and you. It was the passion of life that burst up in 
me after years of tranquillity. It was the waking of my nature 
after years of sleep. And you—you do understand the passion 
of life that’s in some of us like a monster that must rule, must 
have its way. Even you in your purity and goodness—you have it, 
that desperate wish to live really and fully, as we have lived, 
Domini, together. For we have lived out in the desert. We 
lived that night at Arba when we sat and watched the fire and 1 
held your hand against the earth. We lived then. Even now, 
when I think of that night, I can hardly be sorry for what I’ve 
done, for what I am.” 

He looked up at her now and saw that her eyes were fixed on 
him. She stood motionless, with her hands joined in front of 
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her. Her attitude was calm and her face was untortured. He 
could not read any thought of hers, any feeling that was in her 
heart. 

“You must understand,” he said almost violently. “You 
must understand or I— My father, I told you, was a Russian. 
He was brought up in the Greek Church, but became a Free¬ 
thinker when he was still a young man. My mother was an 
Englishwoman and an ardent Catholic. She and my father were 
devoted to eacJi other in spite of the difference in their views. 
Perhaps the chief effect my father’s lack of belief had upon my 
mother was to make her own belief more steadfast, more ardent. 
I think disbelief acts often as a fan to the faith of women, makes 
the flame burn more brightly than it did before. My mother tried 
to believe for herself and for my father too, and I could almost 
think that she succeeded. He died long before she did, and he 
died without changing his views. On his death-bed he told my 
mother that he was sure there was no other life, that he was going 
to the dust. That made the agony of his farewell. The certainty 
on his part that he and my mother were parting for ever. I was a 
little boy at the time, but I remember that, when he was dead, my 
mother said to me, ‘ Boris, pray for your father every day. He is 
still alive.’ She said nothing more, but I ran upstairs crying, fell 
upon my knees and prayed—trying to think where my father was 
and what he could be looking like. And in that prayer for my 
father, which was also an act of obedience to my mother, I think 
I took the first step towards the monastic life. For I remember 
that then, for the first time, I was conscious of a great sense of 
responsibility. My mother’s command made me say to myself, 
‘Then perhaps my prayer can do something in heaven. Perhaps 
a prayer from me can make God wish to do something He had 
not wished to do before.’ That was a tremendous thought! It 
excited me terribly. I remember my cheeks burned as I prayed, 
and that I was hot all over as if I had been running in the sun. 
From that day my mother and I seemed to be much nearer 
together than we had ever been before. I had a twin brother to 
whom I was devoted, and who was devoted to me. But he took 
after my father. Religious things, ceremonies, church music, 
processions—even the outside attractions of the Catholic Church, 
which please and stimulate emotional people who have little faith 
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—never meant much to him. All his attention was firmly fixed 
upon the life of the present. He was good to my mother and 
loved her devotedly, as he loved me, but he never pretended to 
be what he was not. And he was never a Catholic. He was 
never anything. 

“ My father had originally come to Africa for his health, 
which needed a warm climate. He had some money and bought 
large tracts of land suitable for vineyards. Indeed^ he sunk nearly 
his whole fortune in land. I told you, Domini, that the vines 
were devoured by the phylloxera. Most of the money was lost. 
When my father died we were left very poor. We lived quietly 
in a little village—I told you its name, 1 told you that part of my 
life, all I dared tell, Domini—but now—why did I enter the 
monastery? I was very young when I became a novice, just 
seventeen. You are thinking, Domini, I know, that I was too 
young to know what I was doing, that I had no vocation, that I 
was unfitted for the monastic life. It seems so. The whole 
world would think so. And yet—how am I to tell you? Even 
now I feel that then I had the vocation, that I was fitted to enter 
the monastery, that I ought to have made a faithful and devoted 
monk. My mother wished the life for me, but it was not only 
that. 1 wished it for myself then. With my whole heart I wished 
it. I knew nothing of the world. My youth had been one of 
absolute purity. And I did not feel longings after the unknown. 
My mother’s influence upon me was strong; but she did not force 
me into anything. Perhaps my love for her led me more than I 
knew, brought me to the monastery door. The passion of her 
life, the human passion, had been my father. After he was dead 
the passion of her life was prayer for him. My love for her made 
me share that passion, and the sharing of that passion eventually 
led me to become a monk. I became as a child, a devotee of 
prayer. Oh! Domini—think—I loved prayer—I loved it —" 

His voice broke. When he stopped speaking Domini was 
again conscious of the music in the city. She remembered that 
earlier in the night she had thought of it as the music of a great 
festival. 

“ I resolved to enter the life of prayer, the most perfect life of 
prayer. I resolved to become a ‘religious.’ It seemed to me 
that by so doing I should be proving in the finest way my love 
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for my mother. I should be, in the strongest way, helping her. 
Her life was prayer for my dead father and love for her children. 
By devoting myself to the life of prayer I should show to her that 
I was as she was, as she had made me, true son of her womb. 
Can you understand? I had a passion for my mother, Domini— 
I had a passion. My brother tried to dissuade me from the 
monastic life. He himself was going into business in Tunis. 
He wanted to join him. But I was firm. I felt driven 
towards the cloister then as other men often feel driven towards 
the vicious life. The inclination w'as irresistible. 1 yielded to it. 
I had to bid good bye to my mother. I told you—she was the 
passion of my life. And yet 1 hardly felt sad at parting from her. 
Perhaps that will show you how I was then. It seemed to me 
that we should be even closer together when I wore the monk’s 
habit. I was in haste to put it on. I went to the monastery of 
El-Largani and entered it as a novice of the Trappistine order. I 
thought in the great silence of the 'I'rappists there would be more 
room for prayer. When I left my home and went to El-I^rgani 
I took with me one treasure only. Domini, it was the little 
wooden cross you pinned upon the tent at Arba. My mother 
gave it to me, and 1 was allowed to keep it. Everything else in 
the way of earthly possessions I, of course, had to give up. 

“You have never seen El-Largani, my home for nineteen 
years, my prison for one. It is lonely, but not in the least 
desolate. It stands on a high upland, and, from a distance, looks 
upon the sea. Far off there are mountains. The land was a 
desert. The monks have turned it, if not into an Eden, at least 
into a rich garden. There are vineyards, cornfields, orchards, 
almost every fruit-tree flourishes there. The springs of sweet 
waters are abundant. At a short way from the monastery is a 
large village for the Spanish workmen whom the monks supervise 
in the labours of the fields. For the Trappist life is not only a 
life of prayer, but a life of diligent labour. When I became a 
novice I had not realised that. I had imagined myself continu¬ 
ally upon my knees. I found instead that I was perpetually in 
the fields, in sun, and wind and rain—that was in the winter 
time—working like the labourers, and that often when we went 
into the long, plain chapel to pray I was so tired—being only a 
boy—that my eyes closed as I stood in my stall, and 1 could 
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scarcely hear the words of Mass or Benediction. But I had 
expected to be happy at El-I..argani, and I was happy. Labour 
is good for the body and better for the soul. And the silence 
was not hard to bear. The Trappists have a book of gestures, 
and are often allowed to converse by signs. We novices were 
generally in little bands, and often, as we walked in tbe garden 
of the monastery, we talked together gaily with our hands. Then 
the silence is not perpetual. In the fields we of^n had to give 
directions to the labourers. In the school, where we studied 
Theology, Latin, Greek, there was heard the voice of the teacher. 
It is true that I have seen men in the monastery day by day for 
twenty years with whom I have never exchanged a word, but I 
have had permission to speak with monks. The head of the 
monastery, the Reverend P^re, has the power to loose the bonds 
of silence when he chooses, and to allow monks to walk and 
speak with each other beyond the white walls that hem in the 
garden of the monastery. Now and then we spoke, but I tbink 
most of us were not unhappy in our silence. It became a habit. 
And then we were always occupied. AVe had no time allowed us 
for sitting and being sad. Domini, I don’t want to tell you about 
the Trappists, their life—only about myself, why I was as I was, 
how I came to change. For years I was not unhappy at 
El-Largani. When my time of novitiate was over I took the 
eternal vows without hesitation. Many novices go out again into 
the world. It never occurred to me to do so. I scarcely ever 
felt a stirring of worldly desire. I scarcely ever had one of those 
agonising struggles which many people probably attribute to monks. 

I was contented nearly always. Now and then the flesh spoke, 
but not strongly. Remember, our life was a life of hard and 
exhausting labour in the fields. The labour kept the flesh in sub¬ 
jection, as the prayer lifted up the spirit. And then, during all 
ray earlier years at the monastery, we had an Abb6 who was 
quick to understand the characters and dispositions of men— 
Dom Andr^ Herceline. He knew me far better than I knew 
myself. He knew, what I did not suspect, that I was full of 
sleeping violence, that in my purity and devotion—or beneath it 
rather—there was a strong strain of barbarism. The Russian 
was sleeping in the monk, but sleeping soundly. That can be. 
Half a man’s nature, if all that would call to it is carefully kept 
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from it, may sleep, I believe, through all his life. He might die 
and never have known, or been, what all the time he was. For 
years it was so with me. I knew only part of myself, a real vivid 
part—but only a part. I thought it was the whole. And while 
I thought it was the whole I was happy. If Dorn Andrd Her- 
celine had not died, to-day I should be a monk at El Largani, 
ignorant of what I know, contented. 

“ He never allowed me to come into any sort of contact with 
the many strangers who visited the monastery. Different monks 
have different duties. Certain duties bring monks into connec¬ 
tion with the travellers whom curiosity sends to El-Largani. The 
monk whose business it is to look after the cemetery on the hill, 
where the dead Trappists are laid to rest, shows visitors round 
the little chapel, and may talk with them freely so long as they 
remain in the cemetery. The monk in charge of the distillery 
also receives visitors and converses with them. So does the 
monk in charge of the parlour at the great door of the monastery. 
He sells the souvenirs of the Trappists, photographs of the 
church and buildings, statues of saints, bottles of perfumes made 
by the monks. He takes the orders for the wines made at the 
monastery, and for—for the—what I made, Domini, when I was 
there.” 

She thought of De Trevignac and the fragments of glass lying 
upon the ground in the tent at Mogar. 

“Had De Trevignac—” she said in a low, inward voice. 

“ He had seen me, spoken with me at the monastery. When 
Ouardi brought in the liqueur he remembered who I was.” 

She understood De 'I'revignac’s glance towards the tent where 
Androvsky lay sleeping, and a slight shiver ran through her. 
Androvsky saw it and looked down. 

“ But the—the—” 

He cleared his throat, turned, looked out across the white 
sand as if he longed to travel away into it and be lost for ever, 
then went on, speaking quickly,— 

“ But the monk who has most to do with travellers is the 
monk who is in charge of the hdteUerie of the monastery. He 
is the host to all visitors, to those who come over for the day 
and have dejeuner, and to any who remain for the night, or for a 
longer time. For when I was at El-Largani it was permitted for 
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people to stay in the hSielkrie, on payment of a small weekly 
sum, for as long as they pleased. The monk of the hdielkrie is 
[)erpctually brought into contact with the outside world. He 
talks with all sorts and conditions of men—women, of course, are 
not admitted. The other monks, many of them, probably envy 
him. I never did. I had no wish to see strangers. When, by 
chance, I met them in the yard, the out-buildings or the grounds 
of the monastery, I seldom even raised my eyes to look at them. 
They were not, would never be, in my life. Why should I look 
at them? W'hat were they to me? Years went on—quickly 
they passed—not slowly. I did not feel their monotony. I 
never shrank from anything in the life. My health was splendid. 
I never knew what it was to be ill for a day. My muscles were 
hard as iron. The pallet on which I lay in my cubicle, the 
heavy robe I wore day and night, the scanty vegetables I ate, the 
bell that called me from my sleep in the darkness to go to the 
chapel, the fastings, the watchings, the perpetual sameness of all 
I saw, all I did, neither saddened nor fatigued me. I never 
sighed for change. Can you believe that, Domini ? It is true. 
So long as Dorn AndrtJ Herceline lived and ruled my life I was 
calm, happy, as few people in the world, or none, can ever be. 
Kut Dom Andrd” died, and then—” 

His face was contorted by a spasm. 

“ My mother was dead. My brother lived on in Tunis, and 
was successful in business. He remained unmarried. So far as 
I was concerned, although the monastery was but two hours’ drive 
from the town, he might almost have been dead too. I scarcely 
ever saw him, and then only by a special permission from the 
Reverend Ptre, and for a few moments. Once I visited him at 
Tunis, when he was ill. When my mother died I seemed to sink 
down a little deeper into the mon.astic life. That was all. It was 
as if I drew my robe more closely round me and pulled my hood 
further forward over my face. There was more reason for my 
prayers, and I prayed more passionately. I lived in prayer like 
a sea-plant in the depths of the ocean. Prayer was about me like 
a fluid. But Dom Andrd Herceline died, and a new Abb^ was 
appointed, he who, I suppose, rules now at El-Largani. He was 
a good man, but, I think, apt to misunderstand men. The Abb^ 
of a Trappist monastery has complete power over his community. 
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He can order what he will. Soon after he came to El-Largani— 
for some reason that I cannot divine—he removed the Pere 
Michel, who had been for years in charge of the cemetery, from 
his duties there, and informed me that I was to undertake them. 
I obeyed, of course, without a word. 

“ The cemetery of El-Largani is on a low hill, the highest 
part of the monastery grounds. It is surrounded by a white wall 
and by a hedge of cypress trees. The road to it is an avenue of 
cypresses, among which are interspersed niches containing carv¬ 
ings of the fourteen stations of the Cross. At the entrance to 
this avenue, on the left, there is a high yellow pedestal, sur¬ 
mounted by a black cross, on which hangs a silver Christ. 
Underneath is written— 

KAC'JUS OHKDIKNS 
USQUK 
A]> MOKTi'M 
CRUCIS. 

“ I remember, on the first day when I became the guardian of 
the cemetery, stopping on my way to it before the Christ and 
praying. My prayer—my prayer was, Domini, that I might die, 
as I had lived, in innocence. I prayed for that, but with a sort 
of—yes, now I think so—insolent certainty that my prayer would 
of course be granted. Then I went on to the cemetery. 

“ My work there was easy. I had only to tend the land about 
the graves, and sweep out the little chapel where was buried the 
founder of La Trappe of El-Largani. This done I could wander 
about the cemetery, or sit on a bench in the sun. The Pfere 
Michel, who was my predecessor, had some doves, and had left 
them behind in a little house by my bench. I took care of and 
fed them. They were tame, and used to flutter to my shoulders 
and perch on my hands. To birds and animals I was always a 
friend. At El-Largani there are all sorts of beasts, and, at one 
time or another, it had been my duty to look after most of them. 
I loved all living things. Sitting in the cemetery 1 could see a 
great stretch of country, the blue of the lakes of Tunis with the 
white villages at their edge, the boats gliding upon them towards 
the white city, the distant mountains. Having little to do, I sat 
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day after day for hours meditating, and looking out upon this distant 
world. I remember specially one evening, at sunset, just before 
I had to go to the chapel, that a sort of awe came upon me as I 
looked across the lakes. The sky was golden, the waters were 
dyed with gold, out of which rose the white sails of boats. The 
mountains were shadowy purple. The little minarets of the 
mosques rose into the gold like sticks of ivory. As I watched my 
eyes filled with tears, and I felt a sort of aching in my heart, and 
as if—Domini, it was as if at that moment a hand was laid on 
mine, but very gently, and pulled at my hand. It was as if at 
that moment someone was beside me in the cemetery wishing to 
lead me out to those far-off waters, those mosque towers, those 
purple mountains. Never before had I had such a sensation. It 
frightened me. I felt as if the devil had come into the cemetery, 
as if his hand were laid on mine, as if his voice were whispering 
in my ear, ‘ Come out with me into that world, that beautiful 
world, which God made for men. Why do you reject it ?' 

“That evening, Domini, was the beginning of this—this end. 
Day after day I sat in the cemetery and looked out over the 
world, and wondered what it was like : what were the lives of the 
men who sailed in the white-winged boats, who crowded on the 
steamers whose smoke I could see sometimes faintly trailing 
away into the track of the sun; who kept the sheep upon the 
mountains; who—who—Domini, can you imagine—no, you can¬ 
not—what, in a man of my age, of my blood, were these first, 
very first, stirrings of the longing for life ? Sometimes I think 
they were like the first birth-pangs of a woman who is going to 
be a mother.” 

Domini’s hands moved apart, then joined themselves again. 

“There was something physical in them. I felt as if my 
limbs had minds, and that their minds, which had been asleep, 
were waking. My arms twitched with a desire to stretch them¬ 
selves towards the distant blue of the lakes on which I should 
never sail. My—I was physically stirred. And again and again 
I felt that hand laid closely upon mine, as if to draw me away into 
something I had never known, could never know. Do not think 
that I did not strive against these first stirrings of the nature that 
had slept so long! For days I refused to let myself look out from 
the cemetery. I kept my eyes upon the ground, upon the plain 
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crosses that marked the graves. I played with the red-eyed 
doves. I worked. But my eyes at last rebelled. I said to 
myself, ‘ It is not forbidden to look.’ And again the sails, the seas, 
the towers, the mountains, were as voices whispering to me, 
‘ Why will you never know us, draw near to us ? Why will you 
never understand our meaning ? Why will you be ignorant for 
ever of all that has been created for man to know ?' Then the 
pain within me became almost unbearable. At night 1 could not 
sleep. In the chapel it was difficult to pray. I looked at the 
monks around me, to most of whom I had never addressed a 
word, and I thought, ‘ Do they, too, hold such longings within 
them ? Are they, too, shaken with a desire of knowledge ? ’ It 
seemed to me that, instead of a place of peace, the monastery was, 
must be, a place of tumult, of the silent tumult that has its home 
in the souls of men. But then I remembered for how long I had 
been at peace. Perhaps all the silent men by whom I was 
surrounded were still at peace, as I had been, as I might be again. 

“ A young monk died in the monastery and was buried in the 
cemetery. I made his grave against the outer wall, beneath a 
cypress tree. Some days afterwards, when I was sitting on the 
bench by the house of the doves, I heard a sound, which came 
from beyond the wall. It was like sobbing. I listened, and 
heard it more distinctly, and knew that it was someone crying 
and sobbing desperately, and near at hand. But now it seemed 
to me to come from the wall itself. I got up and listened. 
Someone was crying bitterly behind, or above, the wall, just 
where the young monk had been buried. Who could it be ? I 
stood listening, wondering, hesitating what to do. There was 
something in this sound of lamentation that moved me to the 
depths. For years I had not looked on a woman, or heard a 
woman’s voice—but I knew that this was a woman mourning. 
Why was she there ? What could she want? I glanced up. All 
round the cemetery, as I have said, grew cypress trees. As I 
glanced up I saw one shake just above where the new grave was, 
and a woman’s voice said, ‘ I cannot see it, I cannot see it! ’ 

“ I do not know why, but I felt that someone was there who 
wished to see the young monk’s grave. For a moment I stood 
still. Then I went to the house where I kept my tools for my 
work in the cemeterj', and got a shears which I used for lopping 
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the cypress trees. I took a ladder quickly, set it against the wall, 
mounted it, and from the cypress I had seen moving I lopped 
some of the boughs. The sobbing ceased. As the boughs fell 
down from the tree I saw a woman’s face, tear-stained, staring at 
me. It seemed to me a lovely face. 

“ ‘ Which is his grave ? ’ she said. I pointed to the grave of 
the young monk, which could now be seen through the gap I had 
made, descended the ladder, and went away to the farthest corner 
of the cemetery. And I did not look again in the direction of the 
woman’s face. 

“ Who she was I do not know. When she went away I did not 
see. She loved the monk who had died, and knowing that women 
cannot enter the precincts of the monastery, she had come to the 
outside wall to cast, if she might, a despairing glance at his grave. 

“ Domini, I wonder—I wonder if you can understand how that 
incident affected me. To an ordinary man it would seem nothing, 

1 suppose. But to a Trappist monk it seemed tremendous. I had 
seen a woman. I had done something for a woman. 1 thought 
of her, of what I had done for her, perpetually. The gap in the 
cypress tree reminded me of her every time I looked towards it. 
When I was in the cemetery I could hardly turn my eyes from it. 
But the woman never came again. I said nothing to the 
Reverend Pbre of what I had done. I ought to have spoken, 
but I did not. I kept it back when I confessed. From that 
moment I had a secret and it was a secret connected with 
a woman. 

“ Does it seem strange to you that this secret seemed to me 
to set me apart from all the other monks—nearer the world? 
It was so. I felt sometimes as if I had been out into the world 
for a moment, had known the meaning that women have for men 
I wondered who the woman was. I wondered how she had 
loved the young monk who was dead. He used to sit beside me 
in the chapel. He had a pure and beautiful face, such a face, I 
supposed, as a woman might well love. Had this woman loved 
him, and had he rejected her love for the life of the monastery ? 

I remember one day thinking of this and wondering how it had 
been possible for him to do so, and then suddenly realising the 
meaning of ray thought and turning hot with shame. I had put 
the love of woman above the love of God, woman’s service above 
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God’s service. That day I was terrified of myself. I went back 
to the monastery from the cemetery quickly, asked to see the 
Reverend Pere, and begged him to remove me from the cemetery, 
to give me some other work. He did not ask my reason for 
wishing to change, but three days afterwards he sent for me, and 
told me that I was to be placed in charge of the Mtellerie of the 
monastery, and that my duties there were to begin upon the 
morrow. 

“Domini, I wonder if I can make you realise what that 
change meant to a man who had lived as I had for so many 
years. The Mtellerie of El-Largani is a long, low, one-storeyed 
building standing in a garden full of palms and geraniums. It 
contains a kitchen, a number of little rooms like cells for visitors, 
and two large parlours in which guests are entertained at meals. 
In one they sit to eat the fruit, eggs and vegetables provided by 
the monastery, with wine. If after the meal they wish to take 
coffee they pass into the second parlour. Visitors who stay in the 
monastery are free to do much as they please, but they must 
conform to certain rules. They rise at a certain hour, feed at 
fixed times, and are obliged to go to their bedrooms at half-past 
seven in the evening in winter, and at eight in summer. The 
monk in charge of the Mtellerie has to see to their comfort. 
He looks after the kitchen, is always in the parlour at some 
moment or another during meals. He visits the bedrooms and 
takes care that the one servant keeps everything spotlessly clean. 
He shows people round the garden. His duties, you see, are 
light and social. He cannot go into the world, but he can mix 
with the world that comes to him. It is his task, if not his 
pleasure, to be cheerful, talkative, sympathetic, a good host, with 
a genial welcome for all who come to La Trappe. After my years 
of labour, solitude, silence and prayer I was abruptly put into this 
new life. 

“ Domini, to me it was like rushing out into the world. I was 
almost dazed by the change. At first I was nervous, timid, 
awkward and, especially, tongue-tied. The habit of silence had 
taken such a hold upon me that I could not throw it off. I 
dreaded the coming of visitors. I did not know how to receive 
them, what to say to them. Fortunately, as I thought, the tourist 
season was over, the summer was approaching. Very few people 
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came, and those only to eat a meal. I tried to be polite and 
pleasant to them, and gradually I began to fall into the way of 
talking without the difficulty I had experienced at first. In the 
beginning I could not open my lips without feeling as if I were 
almost committing a crime. But presently I was more natural, 
less taciturn. I even, now and then, took some pleasure in 
speaking to a pleasant visitor. I grew to love the garden with its 
flowers, its orange trees, its groves of eucalyptus, its vineyard 
which sloped towards the cemetery. Often I wandered in it 
alone, or sat under the arcade that divided it from the large 
entrance court of the monastery, meditating, listening to the bees 
humming, and watching the cats basking in the sunshine. 

“ Sometimes, when I was there, I thought of the woman’s face 
above the cemetery wall. Sometimes I seemed to feel the hand 
tugging at mine. But I was more at peace than I had been in 
the cemetery. For from the garden I could not see the distant 
world, and of the chance visitors none had as yet set a match to 
the torch that, unknown to me, was ready—at the coming of the 
smallest spark—to burst into a flame. 

“ One day, it was in the morning towards half-past ten, when 
I was sitting reading my Greek testament on a bench just inside 
the doorway of the hdielkrie, I heard the great door of the 
monastery being opened, and then the rolling of carriage wheels 
in the courtyard. Some visitor had arrived from Tunis, perhaps 
some visitors—three or four. It was a radiant morning of late 
May. The garden was brilliant with flowers, golden with sun¬ 
shine, tender with shade, and quiet—quiet and peaceful, Domini! 
There was a wonderful peace in the garden that day, a peace that 
seemed full of safety, of enduring cheerfulness. Tire flowers 
looked as if they had hearts to understand it, and love it, the 
roses along the yellow wall of the house that clambered to the 
brown red tiles, the geraniums that grew in masses under the 
shining leaves of the orange trees, the—I felt as if that day I were 
in the Garden of Eden, and I remember that when I heard the 
carriage wheels I had a moment of selfish sadness. I thought— 
‘ Why does anyone come to disturb my blessed peace, my blessed 
solitude ? ’ Then I realised the egoism of my thought and that 
I was there with my duty. I got up, went into the kitchen and 
said to Francois, the servant, that someone had come and no 
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doubt would stay to dejeuner. And, as I spoke, already I was 
thinking of the moment when I should hear the roll of wheels 
once more, the clang of the shutting gate, and know that the 
intruders upon the peace of the Trappists had gone back to the 
world, and that I could once more be alone in the little Eden I 
loved. 

“ Strangely, Domini, strangely, that day, of all the days of my life, 

I was most in love—it was like that, like being in love—with my 
monk’s existence. The terrible feeling that had begun to ravage 
me had completely died away. I adored the peace in which my 
days were passed. I looked at the flowers and compared my happi¬ 
ness with theirs. They blossomed, bloomed, faded, died in the 
garden. So would I wish to blossom, bloom, fade—when my 
time came—die in the garden—always in peace, always in safety, 
always isolated from the terrors of life, always under the tender 
watchful eye of—of—Domini, that day I was happy, as perhaps 
they are—perhaps—the saints in Paradise. I was happy because 
I felt no inclination to evil. I felt as if my joy lay entirely in 
being innocent. Oh, what an ecstasy such a feeling is ! ‘ My 

will is in accord with Thy design—I love to live as Thou intendest 
me to live ! Any other way of life would be to me a terror, would 
bring to me despair.’ 

“And I felt that—intensely I felt it at that moment in heart 
and soul. It was as if I had God’s arms round me, caressing me 
as a father caresses his child.” 

He moved away a step or two in the sand, came back, and 
went on with an effort. 

“Within a few minutes the porter of the monastery came 
through the archway of the arcade followed by a young man. As 
I looked up at him I was uncertain of his nationality. But I 
scarcely thought about it—except in the first moment. For some¬ 
thing else seized my attention—the intense, active misery in the 
stranger’s face. He looked ravaged, eaten by grief. I said he 
was young—^perhaps twenty-six or twenty-seven. His face was 
rather dark-complexioned, with small, good features. He had 
thick brown hair, and his eyes shone with intelligence, with an 
intelligence that was almost painful—somehow. His eyes always 
looked to me as if they were seeing too much, had always seen 
too much. There was a restlessness in the swiftness of their 
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observation. One could not conceive of them closed in sleep. 
An activity that must surely be eternal blazed in them. 

“ The porter left the stranger in the archway. It was now 
my duty to attend to him. I welcomed him in French. He 
took off his hat. When he did that I felt sure he was an 
Englishman—by the look of him bareheaded—and I told him 
that I sjioke English as well as French. He answered that he 
was at home in French, but that he was English. We talked 
English. His entrance into the garden had entirely destroyed 
my sense of its peace—even my own peace was disturbed at once 
by his appearance. 

“ 1 felt th.at I was in the presence of a misery that was like a 
devouring clement. Before we had time for more than a very 
(cw halting words the hell was rung by Frangois. 

“‘What’s that for, Father?’ the stranger said, with a start, 
which showed that his nerves were shattered. 

‘“It is time for your meal,’ I answered. 

“ ‘ One must eat! ’ he said. Then, as if conscious that he 
was behaving oddly, he added politely,— 

“ ‘ I know you entertain us too well here, and have sometimes 
been rewarded with coarse ingratitude. Where do I go ? ’ 

“ I showed him into the parlour. There was no one there 
that day. He sat at the long table. 

“‘lam to eat alone ? ’ he asked. 

“‘Yes ; I will serve you.’ 

“ Frangois always waited on the guests, but that day—mind¬ 
ful of the selfishness of my thoughts in the garden—I resolved to 
add to my duties. I therefore brought the soup, the lentils, the 
omelette, the oranges, poured out the wine, and urged the young 
man cordially to cat. When I did so he looked up at me. His 
eyes were e.\traordinarily expressive. It was as if I heard them 
say to me, ‘Why, I like you ! ’ and as if, just for a moment, his 
grief were lessened. 

“ In the empty parlour, long, clean, bare, with a crucifix on 
the wall and the name ‘ Saint Bernard ’ above the door, it was 
very quiet, very shady. The outer blinds of green wood were 
drawn over the window-spaces, shutting out the gold of the 
garden. But its murmuring tranquillity seemed to filter in, as if 
the fiowers, the insects, the birds were aware of our presence and 
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were trying to say to us, ‘ Are you happy as we are ? Be happy 
as we are.’ 

“ The stranger looked at the shady room, the open windows. 
He sighed. 

“ ‘ How quiet it is here! ’ he said, almost as if to himself. 
‘ How quiet it is ! ’ 

“‘Yes,’ I answered. ‘Summer is beginning. For months 
now scarcely anyone will come to us here.’ 

“ ‘ Us ? ’ he said, glancing at me with a sudden smile. 

“ ‘ I meant to us who are monks, who live always here.’ 

“ ‘ May I—is it indiscreet to ask if you have been here long ? ’ 

“ I told him. 

“ ‘ More than nineteen years ! ’ he said. 

“‘Yes.’ 

“ ‘ And always in this silence ? ’ 

“ He sat as if listening, resting his head on bis hand. 

“‘How extraordinary!’ he said at last. ‘How wonderful : 
Is it happiness ?’ 

“ I did not answer. The question seemed to me to ■ >• 
addressed to himself, not to me. I could leave him to seek or 
the answer. After a moment he went on eating and di;nking 
silence. When he had finished 1 asked him whether he would 
take coflee. He said he would, and I made him pass into ihe St 
Joseph salle. There I brought him coffee and—and that liqueur. 
I told him that it was rny invention. He seemed to be interest^.'.!. 
At anyrate, he took a glass and praised it strongly. I was 
pleased. I think I showed it. From that moment I felt as if 
we were almost friends. Never before had I experienced 
such a feeling for anyone who had come to the monastery, 
or for any monk or novice in the monastery. Although I 
had been vexed, irritated, at the approach of a stranger I now 
felt regret at the idea of his going away. Presently the time 
came to show him round the garden. We went out of the 
shadowy parlour into the sunshine. No one was in the garden. 
Only the bees were humming, the birds were passing, the cats 
were basking on the broad path that stretched from the arcade 
along the front of the hStellerie. As we came out a bell chimed, 
breaking for an instant the silence, and making it seem the 
sweeter when it returned. We strolled for a little while. We did 
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not talk much. The stranger’s eyes, I noticed, were everywhere, 
taking in every detail of the scene around us. Presently we 
came to the vineyard, to the left of which was the road that 
led to the cemetery, passed up the road and arrived at the 
cemetery gate. 

“ ‘ Here I must leave you,’ I said. 

“ ‘ Why ? ’ he asked quickly. 

“‘Thereis another Father who will show you the chapel. I 
shall wait for you here.’ 

“ I sat down and waited. When the stranger returned it seemed 
to me that his face was calmer, that there was a quieter expression 
in his eyes. When we were once more before the hdtellerie 1 said,— 

“ ‘ You have seen all my small domain now.’ 

“ He glanced at the house. 

“ ‘ But there seem to be several other rooms,’ he said. 

“ ‘ Only the bedrooms.’ 

“ ‘ Bedrooms ? Do people stay the night here ? ’ 

“ ‘ Sometimes. If they please they can stay for longer than a 
night.’ 

“ ‘ How much longer ? ’ 

“‘For any time they please, if they conform to one or two 
simple rules and pay a small fixed sum to the monastery.’ 

“ ‘ Do you mean that you could take anyone in for the 
summer ? ’ he said abruptly. 

“ ‘ Why not ? The consent of the Reverend Pere has to be 
obtained. That is all.’ 

“ ‘ I should like to see the bedrooms.’ 

“ I took him in and showed him one. 

“ ‘ All the others are the same,’ I said. 

“ He glanced round at the white walls, the rough bed, the 
crucifix above it, the iron basin, the paved floor, then went to 
the window and looked out. 

“‘Well,’ he said, drawing back into the room, ‘I will go 
now to see the Pere Abb6, if it is permitted.’ 

“On the garden path I bade him good-bye. He shook my 
hand. There was an odd smile on his face. Half-an-hour later 
I saw him coming again through the arcade. 

"‘Father,’ he said, ‘I am not going away. I have asked 
the Pire Abba’s permission to stay here. He has given it to me. 
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To-morrow such luggage as I need will be sent over from Tunis. 
Are you—are you very vexed to have a stranger to trouble your 
peace ?’ 

“ His intensely observant eyes were fixed upon me while he 
spoke. I answered,— 

“ ‘ I do not think you will trouble my peace.' 

“ And my thought was,— 

“ ‘ I will help you to find the peace which you have lost.’ 

“Was it a presumptuous thought, Domini? Was it insolent? 
At the time it seemed to me absolutely sincere, one of the best 
thoughts I had ever had—a thought put into my heart by God. 

I didn’t know then—I didn’t know.” 

He stopped speaking, and stood for a time quite still, looking 
down at the sand, which was silver white under the moon. At 
last he lifted his head and said, speaking slowly,— 

“ It was the coming of this man that put the spark to that 
torch. It was he who woke up in me the half of myself which, 
unsuspected by me, had been slumbering through all my life, 
slumbering and gathering strength in slumber— as the body does 
—^gathering a strength that was tremendous, that was to over¬ 
master the whole of me, that was to make of me one mad impulse. 
He woke up in me the body and the body was to take possession 
of the soul. I wonder—can I make you feel why this man was 
able to affect me thus ? Can I make you know this man ? 

“ He was a man full of secret violence, violence of the mind 
and violence of the body, a volcanic man. He was English—he 
said so—but there must have been blood that was not English 
in his veins. When I was with him 1 felt as if I was with fire. 
There was the restlessness of fire in him. There was the intensity 
of fire. He could be reserved. He could appear to be cold. 
But always I was conscious that if there was stone without there 
was scorching heat within. He was watchful of himself and of 
everyone with whom he came into the slightest contact. He 
Was very clever. He had an immense amount of personal charm, 

I think, at anyrate for me. He was very human, passionately 
interested in humanity. He was—and this was specially part of 
him, a dominant trait—he was savagely, yes, savagely, eager to be 
happy, and when he came to live in the MteUerie he was 
savagely unhappy. An egoist he was, a thinker, a man who 
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longed to lay hold of something beyond this world, but who had 
not been able to do so. Even his desire to find rest in a religion 
seemed to me to have greed in it, to have something in it that 
was akin to avarice. He was a human storm, Domini, as well as 
a human fire. Think! what a man to be cast by the world— 
which he knew as they know it only who are voracious for life 
and free—into my quiet existence. 

“ Very soon he began to show himself to me as he was, with a 
sort of fearlessness that was almost impudent. The conditions 
of our two lives in the monastery threw us perpetually together 
in a curious isolation. And the Reverend Pere, Domini, the 
Reverend Pere, set my feet in the path of my own destruction. 
On the day after the stranger had arrived the Reverend Pere sent 
for me to his private room, and said to me, ‘ Our new guest is in 
a very unhappy state. He has been attracted by our peace. If 
we can bring peace to him it will be an action acceptable to God. 
You will be much with him. Try to do him good. He is not a 
Catholic, but no matter. He wishes to attend the services in 
the chapel. He may be influenced. God may have guided his 
feet to us, we cannot tell. But we can act—we can pray for him. 
1 do not know how long he will stay. It may be for only a few 
days or for the whole summer. It does not matter. Use each 
day well for him. Each day may be his last with us.’ I went 
out from the Reverend Pere full of enthusiasm, feeling that a 
great, a splendid interest had come into my life, an interest such 
as it had never held before. 

“ Day by day I was with this man. Of course there were 
many hours when we were apart, the hours when 1 was at prayer 
in the chapel or occupied with study. But each day we passed 
much time together, generally in the garden. _ Scarcely any 
visitors came, and none to stay, except, from time to time, a 
passing prie.st, and once two young men from Tunis, one of 
whom had an inclination to become a novice. And this man, as 
I have said, began to show himself to me with a tremendous 
frankness. 

“ Domini, he was suffering under what I suppose would be 
called an obsession, an immense domination such as one human 
being sometimes obtains over another. At that time 1 had never 
realised that there were such dominations. Now I know that 
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there are, and, Domini, that they can be both terrible and 
splendid. He was dominated by a woman, by a woman who 
had come into his life, seized it, made it a thing of glory, 
broken it. He described to me the dominion of this woman. 
He told me how she had transformed him. Till he met her he 
had been passionate but free, his own master through many 
experiences, many intrigues. He was very frank, Domini. He 
did not attempt to hide from me that his life had been evil. It 
had been a life devoted to the acquiring of experience, of all 
possible experience, mental and bodily. I gathered that he had 
shrunk from nothing, avoided nothing. His nature had prompted 
him to rush upon everything, to gra.sp at everything. At first I 
was horrified at what he told me. 1 showed it. I remember tlie 
second evening after his arrival we were sitting together in a 
little arbour at the foot of the vineyard that sloped up to the 
cemetery. It was half an hour before the last service in the 
chapel. The air was cool with breath from the distant sea. An 
intense calm, a heavenly calm, I think, filled the garden, floated 
away to the cypresses beside the graves, along the avenue where 
stood the P'ourteen Stations of the Cross. And he told me, 
began to tell me something of his life. 

“ ‘ You thought to find happiness in such an existence 1 ’ I 
exclaimed, almost with incredulity I believe. 

“He looked at me with his shining eyes. 

“ ‘ Why not. Father ? Do you think I was a madman to do so?’ 

“ ‘Surely.’ 

“ ‘ Why ? Is there not happiness in knowledge ? ’ 

“ ‘ Knowledge of evil ? ’ 

“ ‘ Knowledge of all things that exist in life. I have never 
sought for evil specially; I have sought for everything. I wished 
to bring everything under my observation, everything connected 
with human life.’ 

“ ‘ But human life,’ I said more quietly, ‘ passes away from 
this world. It is a shadow in a world of shadows.’ 

‘“You say that,’he answered abruptly. ‘I wonder if you 
feel it—feel it as you feel my hand on yours.’ 

“ He laid his hand on mine. It was hot and dry as if with 
fever. Its touch afiected me painfully, 

‘“Is that hand the hand of a shadow?’he said. ‘Is this 
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body that can enjoy and suffer, that can be in heaven or in hell— 
here—^here—a shadow ? ’ 

“ ‘ Within a week it might be less than a shadow.’ 

‘“And what of that? This is now, this is now. Do you 
mean what you say ? Do you truly feel that you are a shadow— 
that this garden is but a world of shadows ? I feel that I, that 
you, are terrific realities, that this garden is of immense signifi¬ 
cance, Look at that sky,’ 

“The sky above the cypresses was red with sunset. The 
trees looked black beneath it. Fireflies were flitting near the 
arbour where we sat. 

“ ‘That is the sky that roofs what you would have me believe 
a world of shadows. It is like the blood, the hot blood that 
sings and surges in the veins of men—in our veins. Ah, but you 
are a monk! ’ 

“The way he said the last words made me feel suddenly a 
sense of shame, Domini. It was as if a man said to another man, 

‘ You are not a man.’ Can you—can you understand the feeling 
I had just then ? Something hot and bitter was in me. A sort 
of desperate sense of nothingness came over me, as if I were a 
skeleton sitting there with flesh and blood and trying to believe, 
and to make it believe, that I, too, was and had always been flesh 
and blood. 

“ ‘ Yes, thank God, I am a monk,’ I answered quietly. 

“Something in my tone, I think, made him feel that he had 
been brutal. 

“ ‘ I am a brute and a fool,’ he said vehemently. ‘ But it is 
always so with me. I always feel as if what I want others must 
want. I always feel universal. It’s folly. You have your 
vocation, I mine. Yours is to pray, mine is to live.’ 

“ Again I was conscious of the bitterness. I tried to put it 
from me. 

“ ‘ Prayer is life,’ I answered, ‘ to me, to us who are here.’ 

“ ‘ Prayer! Can it be ? Can it be vivid as the life of 
experience, as the life that teaches one the truth of men and 
women, the truth of creation—^joy, sorrow, aspiration, lust, 
ambition of the intellect and the limbs ? Prayer—’ 

“ ‘ It is time for me to go,’ I said. ‘ Are you coming to the 
chapel ? ’ 
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“ ‘ Yes,’ he answered almost eagerly. ‘ I shall look down on 
you from my lonely gallery. Perhaps I shall be able to feel the 
life of prayer.’ 

“ ‘ May it be so,’ I said. 

“ But I think I spoke without confidence, and I know that 
that evening I prayed without impulse, coldly, mechanically. 
The long, dim chapel, with its lines of monks facing each other 
in their stalls, seemed to me a sad place, like a valley of dry 
bones—for the first time, for the first time. 

“ I ought to have gone on the morrow to the Reverend Pere. 

I ought to have asked him, begged him to remove me from the 
Mtelkrie. I ought to have foreseen what was coming—that this 
man had a strength to live greater than my strength to pray; that 
his strength might overcome mine. I began to sin that night. 
Curiosity was alive in me, curiosity about the life that I had, 
never known, was—so I believed, so I thought I knew—never to 
know. 

“When I came'out of the chapel into the hokllerie I met 
our guest—I do not say his name. What would be the use ?—in 
the corridor. It was almost dark. There were ten minutes 
before the time for locking up the door and going to bed. 
Francois, the servant, was asleep under the arcade. 

“ ‘Shall we go on to the path and have a last breath of air ? ’ 
the stranger said. 

“ We stepped out and walked slowly up and down. 

“ ‘ Do you not feel the beauty of peace ? ’ 1 asked. 

“ I wanted him to say yes. I wanted him to tell me that 
peace, tranquillity, were beautiful. He did not reply for a moment. 

I heard him sigh heavily. 

“ ‘ If there is peace in the world at all,’ he said at length, ‘ it 
is only to be found with the human being one loves. With the 
human being one loves one might find peace in hell.’ 

“ We did not speak again before we parted for the night. 

“Domini, I did not sleep at all that night. It was the first 
of many sleepless nights, nights in which my thoughts travelled 
like winged Furies—horrible, horrible nights. In them I strove* 
to imagine all the stranger knew by experience. It was like a 
ghastly physical effort. I strove to conceive of all that he had 
done—with the view, I told myself at first, of bringing myself to 



456 THE GARDEN OF AIXAH 

a greater contentment, of realising how worthless was all that I 
had rejected and that he had grasped at. In the dark I, as it 
were, spread out his map of life and mine and examined them. 
When, still in the dark, I rose to go to the chapel I was ex¬ 
hausted. I felt unutterably melancholy. That was at first. 
Presently I felt an active, gnawing hunger. But—but—I have 
not come to that yet. This strange, new melancholy was the 
forerunner. It was a melancholy that seemed to be caused by a 
sense of frightful loneliness such as I had never previously 
experienced. Till now I had almost always felt God with me, 
and that He was enough. Now, suddenly, I began to feel that 
I w'as alone. 1 kept thinking of the stranger’s words : ‘ If there 
is peace in the world at all it is only to be found with the human 
being one loves.’ 

“ ‘ That is false,’ I said to myself again and again. ‘ Peace 
is only to be found by close union with God. In that I have 
found peace for many, many years.’ 

"I knew that 1 had been at peace. I knew that I had been 
happy. And yet, when I looked back upon my life as a novice 
and a monk, I now felt as if I had been happy vaguely, foolishly, 
bloodlessly, happy only because I had been ignorant of what real 
happiness was—not really happy. 1 thought of a bird born in 
a cage and singing there. I had been as that bird. And then, 
when I was in the garden, I looked at the swallows winging 
their way high n the sunshine, between the garden trees and the 
radiant blue, winging their way tow'ards sea and mountains and 
plains, and that bitterness, like an acid that burns and eats away 
fine metal, was once more at my heart. 

“ But the sensation of loneliness was the most terrible of all. 

I compared union with God, such as I thought I had known, with 
that other union spoken of by my guest—union with the human 
being one loves. I set the two unions as it were in comparison. 
Night after night I did this. Night after night I told over the 
joys of union with God—joys which I dared to think I had 
known—and the joys of union with a loved human being. On 
the one side I thought of the drawing near to God in prayer, of 
the sensation of approach that comes with earnest prayer, of the 
feeling that ears are listening to you, that the great heart is 
loving you, the great heart that loves all living things, that you 
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are being absolutely understood, that all you cannot say is com¬ 
prehended, and all you say is received as something precious. 
I recalled the joy, the exaltation, that I had known when I prayed. 
That was union with God. In such union I had sometimes felt 
that the world, with all that it contained of wickedness, suffering 
and death, was utterly devoid of power to sadden or alarm the 
humblest human being who was able to draw near to God. 

“ I had had a conquering feeling—not proud—as of one up¬ 
borne, protected for ever, lifted to a region in which no enemy 
could ever be, no sadness, no faint anxiety even. 

“ Then I strove to imagine—and this, Domini, was surely a de¬ 
liberate sin—exactly what it must be to be united with a beloved 
human being. 1 strove and I was able. For not only did instinct 
help me, instinct that had been long asleep, but—I have told you 
that the stranger was suffering under an obsession, a terrible 
dominion. This dominion he described to me with an openness 
that perhaps—that indeed I believe—he would not have shown 
had I not been a monk. He looked upon me a.s a being apart, 
neither man nor woman, a being without sex. I am sure he did. 
And yet he was immensely intelligent. But he knew that 1 had 
entered the monastery as a novice, that 1 bad been there through 
all my adult life. And then my manner probably assisted him in 
his illusion. For 1 gave—I believe—no sign of the change that 
was taking place whlhin me under his influence. I seemed to be 
calm, detached, even in my sympathy for his suffering. For he 
suffered frightfully. This woman he loved was a Parisian, he told 
me. He described her beauty to me, as if in order to excuse him¬ 
self for having become the slave to her he was. I suppose she 
was very beautiful. He said that she had a physical charm so in¬ 
tense that few men could resist it, that she was famous throughout 
Europe for it. He told me that she was not a good woman. I 
gathered that she lived for pleasure, admiration, that she had 
allowed many men to love her before he knew her. But she had 
loved him genuinely. She was not a very young w'oman, and she 
was not a married woman. He said that she was a woman men 
loved but did not marry, a woman who was loved by the husbands 
of married women, a woman to marry whom would exclude a man 
from the society of good women. She had never lived, or thought 
of living, for one man till he came into her life. Nor had he ever 
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dreamed of living for one woman. He had lived to gain experi¬ 
ence ; she too. But when he met her—knowing thoroughly all 
she was—all other women ceased to exist for him. He became 
her slave. Then jealousy awoke in him, jealousy of all the men 
who had been in her life, who might be in her life again. He 
was tortured by loving such a woman—a woman who had belonged 
to many, who would no doubt in the future belong to others. 
For despite the fact that she loved him he told me that 
at first he had no illusions about her. He knew the world 
too well for that, and he cursed the fate that had bound him 
body and soul to what he called a courtesan. Even the fact that 
she loved him at first did not blind him to the effect upon char¬ 
acter that her life must inevitably have had. She had dwelt in 
an atmosphere of lies, he said, and to lie was nothing to her. Any 
original refinement of feeling as regards human relations that she 
might have had had become dulled, if it had not been destroyed. 
At first he blindly, miserably, resigned himself to his. He said 
to himself, ‘ Fate has led me to love this sort of woman. I must 
accept her as she is, with all her defects, with her instinct for 
treachery, with her passion for the admiration of the world, with 
her incapability for being true to an ideal, or for isolating herself 
in the adoration of one man. I cannot get away from her. She 
has me fast. I cannot live without her. Then I must bear the 
torture that jealousy of her will certainly bring me in silence. I 
must conceal it. I must try to kill it. I must make the best of 
whatever she will give me, knowing that she can never, with her 
nature and her training, be exclusively mine as a good woman 
might be.’ This he said to himself. This plan of conduct he 
traced for himself. But he soon found that he was not strong 
enough to keep to it. His jealousy was a devouring fire, and he 
could not conceal it. Domini, he described to me minutely the 
effect of jealousy in a human heart. I had never imagined what 
it was, and, when he described it, I felt as if I looked down into a 
bottomless pit lined with the flames of hell. By the depth of that. 
pit I measured the depth of his passion for this woman,and I gained 
an idea of what human love—not the best sort of human love, 
but still genuine, intense love of some kind—can be. Of this 
human love I thought at night, putting it in comparison with the 
love God’s creature can have for God. And my sense of loneli- 
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ness increased, and I felt as if I had always been lonely. Does 
this seem strange to you ? In the love of God was calm, peace, 
rest, a lying down of the soul in the Almighty arras. In the 
other love described to me was restlessness, agitation, torture, the 
soul spinning like an atom driven by winds, the heart devoured as 
by a disease, a cancer. On the one hand was a beautiful trust, 
on the other a ceaseless agony of doubt and terror. And yet I 
came to feel as if the one were unreal in comparison with the 
other, as if in the one were a loneliness, in the other a fierce com¬ 
panionship. I thought of the Almighty arms, Domini, and of the 
arms of a woman, and—Domini, I longed to have known, if only 
once, the pressure of a woman’s arms about my neck, about my 
breast, the touch of a woman’s hand upon my heart. 

“ And of all this I never spoke at confession. I committed 
the deadly sin of keeping back at confession all that—” He' 
stopped. Then he said, “ Till the end my confessions were in¬ 
complete, were false. 

“ The stranger told me that as his love for this woman grew 
he found it impossible to follow the plan he had traced for him¬ 
self of shutting his eyes to the sight of other eyes admiring, desir¬ 
ing her, of shutting his ears to the voices that whispered, ‘This 
woman will always be for others as well as for you.’ He found it 
impossible. His jealousy was too importunate, and he resolved 
to make an effort to keep her for himself alone. He knew she 
had love for him, but he knew that love would not necessarily, or 
even probably, keep her entirely faithful to him. She thought too 
little of passing intrigues. To her they seemed trifles, meaning¬ 
less, unimportant. She told him so when he spoke his jealousy. 
She said, ‘ I love you. I do not love these other men. They are 
in my life for a moment only.’ 

“ ‘ And that moment plunges me into hell! ’ he said. 

“ He told her he would not bear it, that it was impossible, 
that she must belong to him entirely and solely. He asked her 
to marry him. She was ^surprised, touched. She understood 
what a sacrifice such a marriage would be to a man in his position. 
He was a man of good birth. His request, his vehement insist¬ 
ence on it, made her understand his love as she had not under¬ 
stood it before. Yet she hesitated. For so long had she been 
accustomed to a life of freedom, of changing amours, that she 
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hesitated to put her neck under the yoke of matrimony. She 
understood thoroughly his character and his aim in marrying her. 
She knew that as his wife she must bid an eternal farewell to the 
life she had known. And it was a life that had become a habit 
to her, a life that she was fond of. For she was enormously vain, 
and she was a—she was a very physical woman, subject to 
physical caprices. There are things that I pass over, Domini, 
which would explain still more her hesitation. He knew what 
caused it, and again he was tortured. But he persisted. And at 
last he overcame. She consented to marry him. They were 
engaged. Domini, I need not tell you much more, only this fact 
—which had driven him from France, destroyed his happiness, 
brought him to the monastery. Shortly before the marriage was 
to take place he discovered that, while they were engaged, she had 
yielded to the desires of an old admirer who had come to bid her 
farewell and to wish her joy in her new life. Jle was tempted, 
he said, to kill her. But he governed himself and left her. He 
travelled. He came to Tunis. He came to I.a Trappe. He 
saw the peace there. He thought, ‘Can I seize it? Can it do 
something for me?’ He saw me. He thought, ‘I shall not be 
quite alone. This monk—he has lived always in peace, he has 
never known the torture of women. Might not intercourse with 
him help me ? ’ 

“Such was his history, such was the history poured, with 
infinite detail that I have not told you, day by day, into my ears. 
It was the history, you see, of a passion that was mainly physical. 
I will not say entirely. I do not know whether any great passion 
can be entirely physical. But it was the history of the passion of 
one body for another body, and he did not attempt to present it 
to me as anything else. This man made me understand the 
meaning of the body. I had never understood it before. I had 
never suspected the immensity of the meaning there is in physical 
things. I had never comprehended the flesh. Now I compre¬ 
hended it. Loneliness rushed upon m§, devoured me,—loneliness 
of the body. ‘ God is a spirit and those that worship Him 
must worship Him in spirit.’ Now I felt that to worship in spirit 
was not enough. I even felt that it was scarcely anything. 
Again I thought of my life as the life of a skeleton in a 
world of skeletons. Again the chapel was as a valley of dry bones. 
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It was a ghastly sensation. I was plunged in the void. I—I—1 
can’t tell you my exact sensation, but it was as if I was the 
loneliest creature in the whole of the universe, and as if I need 
not have been lonely, as if I, in my ignorance and fatuity, had 
selected loneliness thinking it was the happiest fate. 

“ And yet you will say I was face to face with this man’s almost 
frantic misery. I was, and it made no difference. I envied him, 
even in his present state. He wanted to gain consolation from 
me if that were possible. Oh, the irony of my consoling him ! In 
secret I laughed at it bitterly. When I strove to console him 1 
knew that I was an incarnate lie. He had told me the meaning 
of the body and, by so doing, had snatched from me the meaning 
of the spirit. And then he said to me, ‘ Make me feel the 
meaning of the spirit. If I can grasp that I may find comfort.’ 
He called upon me to give him what I no longer had—the peace - 
of God that passeth understanding. Domini, can you feel at all 
what that was to me? Can you realise? Can you—is it any 
wonder that I could do nothing for him, for him who had done 
such a frightful thing for me ? Is it any wonder ? Soon he 
realised that he would not find peace with me in the garden. 
Yet he stayed on. Why ? He did not know where to go, what 
to do. Life offered him nothing but horror. His love of 
experiences was dead. His love of life had completely vanished. 
He saw the worldly life as a nightmare, yet he had nothing to put 
in the place of it. And in the monastery he was ceaselessly 
tormented by jealousy. Ceaselessly his mind was at work about 
this woman, picturing her in her life of change, of intrigue, of new 
lovers, of new hopes and aims in which he had no part, in which his 
image was being blotted out, doubtless from her memory even. 
He suffered, he suffered as few suffer. But I think I suffered more. 
The melancholy was driven on into a gnawing hunger, the gnawing 
hunger of the flesh wishing to have lived, wishing to live, wishing to 
—to know. 

' “ Domini, to you I can’t say more of that—to you whom I— 
whom I love with spirit and flesh. I will come to the end, to the 
incident which made the body rise up, strike down the soul,* 
trample out over it into the world like a wolf that was starving. 

“ One day the Reverend Pfere gave me a special permission to 
walk with our visitor beyond the monastery walls towards the sea. 
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Such a permission was an event in my life. It excited me more 
than you can imagine. I found that the stranger had begged him to 
let me come. 

“‘Our guest is very fond of you,’ the Reverend Pfere said to 
me. ‘ I think if any human being can bring him to a calmer, 
happier state of mind and spirit, you can. You have obtained a 
good influence over him.’ 

“Domini, when the Reverend Pere spoke to me thus my 
mouth was suddenly contracted in a smile. Devils smile, I 
think. I put up my hand to my face. I saw the Reverend Phre 
looking at me with a dawning of astonishment in his kind, grave 
eyes, and I controlled myself at once. But I said nothing. 
1 could not say anything, and I went out from the parlour quickly, 
hot with a sensation of shame. 

“ ‘ You are coming?’ the stranger said. 

“ ‘ Yes,’ I answered. 

“It was a fiery day of late J une. Africa was bathed in a glare 
of light that hurt the eyes. I went into my cell and put on 
a pair of blue glasses and my wide straw hat, the hat in which I 
formerly used to work in the fields. When I came out my guest 
was standing on the garden path. He was swinging a stick in one 
hand. The other hand, which hung down by his side, was twitch¬ 
ing nervously. In the glitter of the sun his face looked ghastly. 
In his eyes there seemed to be terrors watching without hope. 

“ • You are ready ? ’ he said. ‘ Let us go.’ 

“ We set off, walking quickly. 

“ ‘ Movement—pace—sometimes that does a little good,’ he 
said. ‘ If one can exhaust the body the mind sometimes lies 
almost still for a moment. If it would only lie still for ever.’ 

“I said nothing. I could say nothing. For my fever was 
surely as his fever. 

“ ‘ Where are we going ? ’ he asked when we reached the little 
house of the keeper of the gate by the cemetery. 

“ ‘ We cannot walk in the sun,’ I answered. ‘ Let us go into 
the eucalyptus woods.’ 

' “ The first Trappists had planted forests of eucalyptus to keep 

off the fever that sometimes comes in the African summer. We 
made our way along a tract of open land and came into a deep 
wood. Here we began to walk more slowly. The wood was 
empty of men. The hot silence was profound. He took off his 
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white helmet and walked on, carrying it in his hand. Not till we 
were far in the forest did he speak. Then he said, ‘ Father, I 
cannot struggle on much longer.’ 

“ He spoke abruptly, in a hard voice. 

“ ‘ You must try to gain courage,’ I said. 

“‘From where?’ he exclaimed. ‘No, no, don’t say from 
God. If there is a God He hates me.’ 

“When he said that I felt as if my soul shuddered, hearing a 
frightful truth spoken about itself. My lips were dry. My heart 
seemed to shrivel up, but I made an effort and answered,— 

“ ‘ God hates no being whom He has created.’ 

“ ‘ How can you know ? Almost every man, perhaps every 
living man, hates someone. Why not— ? ’ 

“‘To compare God with man is blasphemous,’ I answered. 

“ ‘Aren’t we made in His image ? Father, it’s as I said—I can’t 
struggle on much longer. I shall have to end it. I wish now— 
I often wish that I had yielded to my first impulse and killed her. 
What is she doing now? What is she doing now—at this moment? ’ 
“ He stood still and beat with his stick on the ground. 

“ ‘ You don’t know the infinite torture there is in knowing that, 
far away, she is still living that cursed life, that she is free to 
continue the acts of which her existence has been full. Every 
moment 1 am imagining—I am seeing—’ 

“ He forced his stick deep into the ground. 

“‘If I had killed her,’ he said in a low voice, ‘at least 1 
should know that she was sleeping—alone—there—there—under 
the earth. I should know that her body was dissolved into dust, 
that her lips could kiss no man, that her arms could never hold 
another as they have held me! ’ 

“ ‘ Hush! ’ I said sternly. ‘ You deliberately torture yourself 
and me.’ He glanced up sharply. 

“ ‘ You ! What do you mean ? ’ 

“ ‘ I must not listen to such things,’ I said. ‘ They are bad 
for you and for me.’ 

“ ‘ How can they be bad for you—a monk ? ’ 

“ ‘ Such talk is evil—evil for everyone.’ 

“ ‘ I’ll be silent then. I’ll go into the silence. I’ll go soon.’ 

“ I understood that he thought of putting an end to himself. 
“‘There are few men,’ I said, speaking with deliberation, 
with effort, ‘ who do not feel at some period of life that all is over 
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for them, that there is nothing to hope for, that happiness is a 
dream which will visit them no more.’ 

“ ‘ Have you ever felt like that ? You speak of it calmly, but 
have you ever experienced it ? ’ 

“ I hesitated. Then I said,— 

“ ‘ Yes.’ 

“ ‘ You, who have been a monk for so many years ! ’ 

“ ‘ Yes.’ 

“ ‘ Since you have been here ? ’ 

“ ‘ Yes, since then.’ 

“ ‘ And you would tell me that the feeling passed, that hop ■ 
came again, and the dream as you call it?’ 

“ ‘ I would say that what has lived in a heart can die, as we 
who live in this world shall die.’ 

“ ‘ Al, that—the sooner the better! But you are wrong. 
Somct'ir>-^ a thing lives in the heart that cannot die so long 
the litart beats. Sucn is my passion, my torture. Don’t you, a 
monk—do 't dare to say to me that this love of mine could die.' 

“ ‘ 1 toil you wish it to die ? ’ I asked. ‘ You say it tortures 
you.’ 

“ ‘ Yes. But no—no—I don’t wish it to die. I could never 
wish that.’ 

“ I looked at him, I believe, with a deep astonishment. 

“ ‘ Ah, you don’t understand ! ’ he said. ‘You don’t under¬ 
stand. At all costs one must keep it—one’s love. With it I am 
—as you see. But without it—man, without it, I should be 
nothing—no more than that ’ 

“ He picked up a rotten leaf, held it to me, threw it down on 
the ground. I hardly looked at it. He had said to me—‘ Man ! ’ 
That word, thus said by him, seemed to me to mark the enormous 
change in me, to indicate that it was visible to the eyes of 
another, the heart of another. I had passed from the monk— ■ 
the sexless being—to the man.' He set me beside himself, spoke 
of me as if 1 were as himself. An intense excitement surged up 
in me. I think—I don’t know what I should have said—done— 
but at that moment a boy, who acted as servant at the monastery, 
came running towards us with a letter in his hand. 

“ ‘ It is for Monsieur 1 ’ he said. ‘ It was left at the gate.’ 

“ * A letter for me!' the stranger said. 

“He held out his hand and took it indifferently. The boy 
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gave it, and turning, went away through the wood. Then the 
stranger glanced at the envelope. Domini, I wish I could make 
you see what I saw then, the change that came. I can’t. There 
are things the eyes must see. The tongue can’t tell them. The 
ghastly whiteness went out of his face. A hot flood of scarlet 
rushed over it up to the roots of his hair. His hands and his 
whole body began to tremble violently. His eyes, which were 
fixed on the envelope, shone with an expression—it was like all 
the excitement in the world condensed into two sparks. He 
dropped his stick and sat down on the trunk of a tree, fell down 
almost. 

“‘Father!’ he muttered, ‘it’s noi been Llirongh the post- 
it’s not been through the post I ’ 

“ 1 did not understand. 

“ ‘ What do you mean ? ’ I asl:ed. 

“ ‘ What—’ 

“ The flush left his face. He turned ticadly white again, i (e 
held out the letter. 

“‘Read it for me!’ he said. ‘I can’t see—I can’t st- any¬ 
thing.’ 

“ I took the letter. He covered his eyes with his hands. I 
opened it and read:— 

“‘(IrANO “OlEI., T'tMa. 

“ ‘ I have found out where you are. I have come. Forgive 
me—if you can. I will marry you—or I will live witn you. As 
you please] but I cannot live without you. 1 know women 
are not admitted to the monastery. Come out on the road that 
leads to Tunis. I am there. At least come for a moment and 
speak to me. Veronique.’ 

“ Domini, I read this slowly ; and it was as if I read my own 
late. When I had finished he got up. He was still pale as ashes 
and trembling. 

“ ‘ Which is the way to the road ? ’ he said. ‘ Do you know ? ’ 

“ ‘Yes.’ 

“ ‘ Take me there. Give me your arm. Father.’ 

■ “ He took it, leaned on it heavily. We walked through the 
wood towards the highroad. I had almost to support him. The 
way seemed long. I felt tired, sick, as if I could scarcely move, 

2G 
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as if I were bearing—as if I were bearing a cross that was too 
heavy for me. We came at last out of the shadow of the trees 
into the glare of the sun. A flat field divided us from the white 
road. 

“ ‘ Is there—is there a carriage ? ’ he whispered in my ear. 

“ I looked across the field and saw on the road a carriage 
waiting. 

“ ‘ Yes,’ I said. 

“ I stopped, and tried to take his arm from mine. 

“‘Go,’I said. ‘Goon!’ 

“‘1 can’t. Come with me. Father.' 

“ We went on in the blinding sun. 1 looked down on the dry 
earth as I walked. Presently 1 saw at my feet the white dust of 
the road. At the same time I heard a woman’s cry. The 
stranger look his arm violently from mine. 

“ ‘ Father,’ he said. ‘ Good-bye—God bless you I ’ 

“ He w.-rs gone. I stood there. In a moment I heard a 
roll of wheels. Then 1 looked up. I saw' a man and a woman 
together, Domini. Their faces were like angels’ faces—with 
happiness. The dust flew up in the sunshine. The wheels died 
away—I was alone. 

“ Presently—I think after a very long time—I turned and went 
back to the monastery. Domini, that night I left the monastery. 
I was as one mad. The wish to live had given place to the 
determination to live. I thought of nothing else. In the chapel 
that evening I heard nothing—I did not see the monks. I did 
not attempt to pray, for I knew that I was going. To go was an 
easy matter for me. I slept alone in the hdteUerie, of which I 
had the key. When it was night I unlocked the door. I walked 
to the cemetery—between the stations of the Cross. Domini, I 
did not see them. In the cemetery was a ladder, as 1 told you. 

“Just before dawn I reached my brother’s house outside of 
Tunis, not far from the Bardo. I knocked. My brother himself 
came down to know who was there. He, as 1 told you, was 
without religion, and had always hated my being a monk. I told 
him all, without reserve. I said, ‘ Help me to go away. Let me 
go anywhere—alone.’ He gave me clothes, money. I shaved 
off my beard and moustache. I shaved my head, so that the 
tonsure was no longer visible. In the afternoon of that day I 
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left Tunis. I was let loose into life. Domini—Domini, I won’t 
tell you yvhere I wandered till I came to the desert, till I met you. 
I was let loose into life, but, with my freedom, the wish to live 
seemed to die in me. 1 was afraid of life. I was haunted by 
terrors. I had been a monk so long that I did not know how to 
live as other men. 1 did not live, I never lived—till I met you. 
And then—then I realised what life might be. And then, too, I 
realised fully what I was. I struggled, I fought myself. You 
know—now, if you look back, I think you know that I tried— 
sometimes, often—I tried to—to—I tried to—" 

His voice broke. 

“ That last day in the garden I thought that I had conquered 
myself, and it was in that moment that I fell for over. When 1 
knew you loved me I could fight no more. Do you understand ? 
You have seen me, you have lived with me, you have divined my 
misery. But don’t—don’t think, Domini, that it ever came from 
you. It was the consciousness of my lie to you, my lie to God, 
that—that—1 can’t go on—I can’t tell you—1 can’t tell you—you 
know.” 

He was silent. Domini said nothing, did not move. He did 
not look at her, but her silence seemed to terrify him. He drew 
back from it sharply and turned to the desert. He stared across 
the vast spaces lit up faintly by the moon. Still she did not move. 

“ I’ll go—I’ll go! ” he muttered. 

And he stepped forward. Then Domini spoke. 

“ Boris ! ” she said. 

He stopped. 

“What is it?” he murmured hoarsely. 

“ Boris, now at last you—you can pray.” 

He looked at her as if awe-stricken. 

“Pray!” he whispered. “You tell me I can pray—now'.” 

“ Now at last.” 

She went into the tent and left him alone. He stood where 
he was for a moment. He knew that, in the tent, she was pray¬ 
ing. He stood, trying to listen to her prayer. Then, with an 
uncertain hand, he felt in his breast. He drew out the wooden 
cross. He bent down his head, touched it with his lips, and 
fell upon his knees in the desert. 

The music had ceased in the city. There was a great silence. 
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THE JOURNEY BACK 
XXVII 

T he good priest of Amara, strolling by chance at the dinner- 
hour of the following day towards the camp of the hospit¬ 
able strangers, was surprised and saddened to find only the sand¬ 
hill strewn with debris. The tents, the camels, the mules, the 
horses—all were gone. No servants greeted him. No cook was 
busy. No kind hostess bade him come in and stay to dine. 
Forlornly he glanced around and made inquiry. An Arab told 
him that in the morning the camp had been struck and ere noon 
was far on its way towards the north. The priest had been on 
horseback to an neighbouring oasis, so had heard nothing of this 
flitting. He asked its explanation, and was told a hundred lies. 
The one most often repeated was to the effect that Monsieur, the 
husband of Madame, was overcome by the heat, and that for this 
reason the travellers were making their way towards the cooler 
climate that lay beyond the desert. 

As he heard this a sensation of loneliness came to the priest. 
His usually cheerful countenance was overcast with gloom. For 
a moment he loathed his fate in the sands and sighed for the 
fleshpots of civilisation. With his white umbrella spread above 
his helmet he stood still and gazed towards the north across the 
vast spaces that were lemon-yellow in the sunset. He fancied 
that on the horizon he saw faintly a cloud of sand grains whirling, 
and imagined it stirred up by the strangers’ caravan. Then he 
thought of the rich lands of the Tell, of the olive groves of Tunis, ’ 
of the blue Mediterranean, of France, his country which he had 
not seen for many years. He signed profoundly. 

“ Happy people,” he thought to himself. “ Rich, free, able 
to do as they like, to go where they will! Why was I born to live 
in the sand and to be alone! ” 
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He was moved by envy. But then he remembered his inter¬ 
course with Androvsky on the previous day. 

“ After all,” he thought more comfortably, “ he did not look 
a happy man!” And he took himself to task for his sin of 
envy, and strolled to the inn by the fountain where he paid his 
pension. 

The same day, in the house of the marabout of Beni-Hassan, 
Count Anteoni received a letter brought from Amara by an Arab. 

1 1 was as follows :— 

“ Amaka. 

“ Mv DEAR Friend,— Good-bye. We are just leaving. I had 
expected to be here longer, but we must go. We are returning 
to the north and shall not penetrate farther into the de.sert. I 
shall think of you, and of your journey on among the people of 
your faith. You said to me, when Ave sat in the tent door, that ' 
now you could pray in the de.sert. Pray in the de.sert for us. 
And one thing more. If you never return to Beni-Mora, and your 
garden is to pass into other hands, don’t let it go into the hands 
of a stranger. I could not bear that. Let it come to me. At 
any price you name. Forgive me for writing thus. Perhaps you 
will return, or perhaps, even if you do not, you will keep your 
garden.—Your Friend, Domini.” 

In a postscript was an address which would always find her. 

Count Anteoni read this letter two or three times carefully, 
with a grave face. 

“Why did she not put Domini Androvsky?” he said to him¬ 
self. He locked the letter in a drawer. All that night he was 
haunted by thoughts of the garden. Again and again it seemed 
to him that he stood with Domini beside the white wall and saw, 
in the burning distance of the desert, at the call of the Mueddin, 
the Arabs bowing themselves in prayer, and the man—the man 
to whom now she had bound herself by the most holy tie—fleeing 
from prayer as if in horror. 

“But it was written,” he murmured to himself. “It was 
written in the sand and in fire: ‘ The fate of every man have we 
bound about his neck.’ ” 

In the dawn when, turning towards the rising sun, he prayed 
he remembered Domini and her words—“ Pray in the desert for 
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us.” And in the Garden of Allah he prayed to Allah for her, and 
for Androvsky. 

Meanwhile the camp had been struck, and the first stage ol 
the journey northward, the journey back, had been accomplished. 
Domini had given the order of departure, but she had first 
spoken with Androvsky. 

After his narrative, and her words that followed it, he did 
not come into the tent. She did not ask him to. She did not 
see him in the moonlight beyond the tent, or when the moonlight 
waned before the coming of the dawn. She was upon her knees, 
her face hidden in her hands, striving as surely few human beings 
have ever had to strive in the difficult paths of life. At first she 
had felt almost calm. When she had spoken to Androvsky there 
had even been a strange sensation that was not unlike triumph in 
her heart. In this triumph she had felt disembodied, as if she were 
a spirit standing there, removed from earthly suffering, but able 
to contemplate, to understand, to pity it, removed from earthly 
sin, but able to commit an action that might help to purge it. 

When she said to Androvsky, “Now you can pray,” she had 
pas.sed into a region where self had no existence. Her whole soul 
was intent upon this man to whom she had given all the treasures 
of her heart and whom she knew to be writhing as souls writhe in 
Purgatory. He had spoken at last, he had laid bare his misery, 
his crime, he had laid bare the agony of one who had insulted 
God, but who rejtented his insult, who had wandered far away 
from God, but who could never be happy in his wandering, who 
could never be at peace even in a mighty human love unless 
that love was consecrated by God’s contentment with it. As 
she stood there Domini had had an instant of absolutely clear 
sight into the depths of another’s heart, another’s nature. 
She had seen the monk in Androvsky, not slain by his 
act of rejection, but alive, sorrow-stricken, quivering, scourged. 
And she had been able to tell this monk—as God seemed to be 
telling her, making of her His messenger—that now at last he 
might pray to a God who again would hear him, as He had heard 
him in the garden of El-Largani, in his cell, in the chapel, in the 
fields. She had been able to do this. Then she had turned 
away, gone into the tent and fallen upon her knees. 

But with that personal action her sense of triumph passed 
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away. As her body sank down her soul seemed to sink down 
with it into bottomless depths of blackness where no light had 
ever been, into an underworld, airless, peopled with invisible 
violence. And it seemed to her as if it was her previous flight 
upward which had caused this descent into a place which had 
surely never before been visited by a human soul. All the 
selflessness suddenly vanished from her, and was replaced by a 
burning sense of her own personality, of what was due to it, of 
what had been done to it, of what it now was. She saw it like a 
cloth that had been white and that now was stained with indelible 
filth. And anger came upon her, a bitter fury, in which she was 
inclined to cry out not only against man but against God. The 
strength of her nature was driven into a wild bitterness, the sweet 
waters became acrid with salt. She had been able a moment 
before to say to Androvsky, almost with tenderness, “ Now at' 
last you can pray.” Now she was on her knees hating him, hating 
—yes, surely hating—God. It was a frightful sensation. 

Soul and body felt defiled. She saw Androvsky coming into 
her clean life, seizing her like a prey, rolling her in filth that 
could never be cleansed. And who had allowed him to do her this 
deadly wrong? God. And she was on her knees to this God 
who had permitted this! She was in the attitude of worship. 
Her whole being rebelled against prayer. It seemed to her as if 
she made a furious physical effort to rise from her knees, but as if 
her body was paralysed and could not obey her will. She re¬ 
mained kneeling, therefore, like a woman tied down, like a 
blasphemer bound by cords in the attitude of prayer, whose soul 
was shrieking insults against heaven. 

Presently she remembered that outside Androvsky was 
praying, that she had meant to join with him in prayer. She had 
contemplated, then, a further, deeper union with him. Was she 
a madwoman ? Was she a slave ? Was she as one of those 
women of history who, seized in a rape, resigned themselves to 
love and obey their captors ? She began to hate herself. And 
still she knelt. Anyone coming in at the tent door would have 
seen a woman apparently entranced in an ecstasy of worship. 

This great love of hers, to what had it brought her? This 
awakening of her soul, what was its meaning? God had sent a 
man to rouse her from sleep that she might look down into hell. 
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Again and again, with ceaseless reiteration, she recalled the in¬ 
cidents of her passion in the desert. She thought of the night at 
Arba when Andtevsky blew out the lamp. That night had been 
to her a night of consecration. Nothing in her soul had risen up 
to warn her. No instinct, no woman’s instinct, had stayed her 
from unwitting sin. The sand-diviner had been wiser than she ; 
Count Anteoni more far-seeing; the priest of Beni-Mora more 
guided by holiness, by the inner flame that flickers before the 
wind that blows out of the caverns of evil. God had blinded her 
in order that she might fall, had brought Androvsky to her in 
order that her religion, her Catholic faith, might be made hideous 
to her for ever. She trembled all over as she knelt. Her life had 
been sad, even tormented. And she had set out upon a 
pilgrimage to find peace. She had been led to Beni-Mora. 
She remembered her arrival in Africa, its spell descending upon 
her, her sensation of being far off, of having left her former life 
with its sorrows for ever. She remembered the entrancing quiet 
of Count Anteoni’s garden, how as she entered it she seemed to 
be entering an earthly Paradise, a place prepared by God for one 
who was weary as she was weary, for one who longed to be 
renewed as she longed to be renewed. And in that Paradise, in the 
inmost recess of it, she had pul her hands against Androvsky’s 
temples and given her life, her fate, her heart into his keeping. 
That was why the garden was there, that she might be led to 
commit this frightful action w it. Her soul felt physically sick. 
As to her body—but just theft she scarcely thought of the body. 
For she was thinking of her soul as of a body, as if it were the 
core of the body blackened, sullied, destroyed for ever. She was 
hot with shame, she was hot with a fiery indignation. Always, 
since she was a child, if she were suddenly touched by anyone 
whom she did not love, she had had an inclination to strike a 
blow on the one who touched her. Now it was as if an unclean 
hand had been laid on her soul. And the soul quivered with 
longing to strike back. 

Again she thought of Beni-Mora, of all that had taken place 
• there. She realised that during her stay there a crescendo 
of calm had taken place within her, calm of the spirit, a crescendo 
of strength, spiritual strength, a crescendo of faith and of hope. 
The religion which had almost seemed to be slipping from her 
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she had grasped firmly again. Her soul had arrived in Beni- 
Mora an invalid and had become a convalescent. It had been 
reclining wearily, fretfully. In Beni-Mora it had stood up, 
walked, sung as the morning stars sang together. But then— 
why ? If this was to be the end—why—why ? 

And at this question she paused, as before a great portal that 
was shut. She went back. She thought again of this beautiful 
crescendo, of this gradual approach to the God from whom she 
had been if not entirely separated at anyrate set a little apart. 
Could it have been only in order that her catastrophe might be 
the more complete, her downfall the more absolute ? 

And then, she knew not why, she seemed to see in the hands 
that were pressed against her face words written in fire, and to 
read them slowly as a child spelling out a great lesson, with an 
intense attention, with a labour whose result would be eternal, 
recollection:— 

“Love watcheth, and sleeping, slumbcreth not. When weary 
it is not tired; when straitened it is not constrained; when 
frightened it is not disturbed ; but like a vivid flame and a 
burning torch it mounteth upwards and securely passeth through 
all. Whosoever loveth knoweth the cry of this voice.” 

The cry of this voice ! At that moment, in the vast silence of 
the desert, she seemed to hear it. And it w'as the cry of her own 
voice. It was the cry of the voice of her own soul. Startled, 
she lifted her face from her hands and listened. She did not 
look out at the tent door, but she saw the moonlight falling upon 
the matting that was spread upon the sand within the tent, and 
she repeated, “ Love watcheth—Love watcheth—Love watcheth," 
moving her lips like the child who reads with difficulty. Then 
came the thought, “ I am watching.’’ 

The passion of personal anger had died away as suddenly as 
it had come. She felt numb and yet excited. She leaned 
forward and once more laid her face in her hands. 

“Love watcheth—I am watching.” Then a moment—then— 
“ God is watching me.” 

She whispered the words over again and again. And the 
numbness began to pass away. And the anger was dead. 
Always she had felt as if she had been led to Africa for some 
definite end. Did not the freed negroes, far out in the Desert, 
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sing their song of the deeper mysteries—“ No one but God and 
I knows what is in my heart ” ? And had not she heard it again 
and again, and each time with a sense of awe ? She had always 
thought that the words were wonderful and beautiful. But she 
had thought that perhaps they were not true. She had said to 
Androvsky that he knew what was in her heart. And now, in 
this night, in its intense stillness, close to the man who for so 
long had not dared to pray but who now was praying, again she 
thought that they were not quite true. It seemed to her that she 
did not know what was in her heart, and that she was waiting 
therefor God to come and tell her. Would he come? She 
waited. Patience entered into her. 

The silence was long. Night was travelling, turning her 
thoughts to a distant world. The moon waned, and a faint breath 
of wind that was almost cold stole over the sands, among the graves 
in the cemetery, to the man and the woman who were keeping 
vigil upon their knees. The wind died away almost ere it had 
risen, and the rigid silence that precedes the dawn held the 
desert in its grasp. And God came to Domini in the silence, 
Allah through Allah’s garden that was shrouded still in the 
shadows of night. Once, as she journeyed through the roaring 
of the storm, she had listened for the voice of the desert. And 
as the desert took her its voice had spoken to her in a sudden 
and magical silence, in a falling of the wind. Now, in a more 
magical silence, the voice of God spoke to her. And the voice 
of the desert and of God were as one. As she knelt she heard 
God telling her what was in her heart. It was a strange and 
passionate revelation. She trembled as she heard. And some¬ 
times she was inclined to say, “ It is not so.” And sometimes 
she was afraid, afraid of what this—all this that was in her heart 
—would lead her to do. For God told her of a strength which 
she had not known her heart possessed, which—so it seemed to 
her—she did not wish it to possess, of a strength from which 
something within her shrank, against which something within her 
protested. But God would not be denied. He told her she 
had this strength. He told her that she must use it. He told 
her that she would use it. And she began to understand some¬ 
thing of the mystery of the purposes of God in relation to herself, 
and to understand, with it, how closely companioned even those 
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who strive after effacement of self are by selfishness—how closely 
companioned she had been on her Africian pilgrimage. Every¬ 
thing that had happened in Africa she had quietly taken to 
herself, as a gift made to her for herself. 

The peace that had descended upon her was balm for her 
soul, and was sent merely for that, to stop the pain she suffered 
from old wounds that she might be comfortably at rest. The 
crescendo—the beautiful crescendo—of calm, of strength, of 
faith, of hope which she had, as it were, heard like a noble music 
within her spirit had been the David sent to play upon the harp 
to her Saul, that from her Saul the black demon of unrest, of 
despair, might depart. That was what she had believed. She had 
believed that she had come to Africa for herself, and now God, in 
the silence, was telling her that this was not so, that He had 
brought her to Africa to sacrifice herself in the redemption of 
another. And as she listened—listened, with bowed head, and 
eyes in which tears were gathering, from which tears were falling 
upon her clasped hands—she knew that it was true, she knew that 
God meant her to put away her selfishness, to rise above it. 
Those eagle’s wings of which she had thought—she must spread 
them. She must soar towards the place of the angels, whither 
good women soar in the great moments of their love, borne up 
by the winds of God. On the minaret of the mosque of Sidi Zer- 
zour, while Androvsky remained in the dark shadow with a 
curse, she had mounted, with prayer, surely a little way towards 
God. And now God said to her, “ Mount higher, come nearer 
to me, bring another with you. That was my purpose in leading 
you to Beni-Mora, in leading you far out into the desert, in 
leading you into the heart of the desert.” 

She had been led to Africa for a definite end, and now she 
knew what that end was. On the mosque of the minaret of Sidi- 
Zerzour she had surely seen prayer travelling, the soul of prayer 
travelling. And she had asked herself—“ Whither ? " She had 
asked herself where was the halting-place, with at last the pitched 
tent, the camp fires, and the long, the long repose ? And when 
she came down into the court of the mosque and found Androvsky* 
watching the old Arab who struck against the mosque and cursed, 
she had wished that Androvsky had mounted with her a little 
way towards God. 
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He should mount with her. Always she had longed to see 
him above her. Could she leave him below? She knew she 
could not. She understood that God did not mean her to. She 
understood perfectly. And tears streamed from her eyes. For 
now there came upon her a full comprehension of her love for 
Androvsky. His revelation had not killed it, as, for a moment, 
in her passionate personal anger, she had been inclined to think. 
Indeed it seemed to her now that, till this hour of silence, she 
had never really loved him, never known how to love. Even in 
the lent at Arba she had not fully loved him, perfectly loved him. 
For the thought of self, the desires of self, the passion of self, had 
entered into and been mingled with her love. But now she loved 
him perfectly, because she loved as God intended her to love. 
She loved him as God’s envoy sent to him. 

She was still weeping, but she began to feel calm, as if the 
stillness of this hour before the dawn entered into her soul. She 
thought of herself now only as a vessel into w'hich God was pour¬ 
ing His purpose and His love. 

Just as daw'n was breaking, as the first streak of light stole 
into the east and threw a frail sj)ear of gold upon the sands, she 
was conscious again of a thrill of life within her, of the movement 
of her unborn child. Then she lifted her head from her hands, 
looked towards the east, and whispered,— 

“Give me strength for one more thing—give me strength to 
be silent! ” 

She waited as if for an answer. Then she rose from her 
knees, bathed her face and went out to the tent door to 
Androvsky. 

“Boris ! ” she said. 

He rose from his knees and looked at her, holding the little 
wooden cross in his hand. 

“ Domini ? ” he said in an uncertain voice. 

“ Put it back into your breast. Keep it for ever, Boris.” 

As if mechanically, and not removing his eyes from her, he 
put the cross into his breast. After a moment she spoke again, 
♦quietly. 

“ Boris, you never wished to stay here. You meant to stay 
here for me. Let us go away from Amara. Let us go to-day, 
now, in the dawn.” 
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“ Us! ” he said. 

There was a profound amazement in his voice. 

“ Yes,” she answered. 

“Away from Amara—you and 1—together?” 

“Yes, Boris, together.” 

“ Where—where can we go ? ” 

The amazement seemed to deepen in liis voice. His eyes 
were watching her with an almost fierce inlentness. In a flash 
of insight she realised that, just then, he was wondering about 
her as he had never wondered before, wondering whether she was 
really the good woman at whose feet his sin-stricken soul had 
worshipped. Yes, he was asking him,self that question. 

“Boris,” she said, “will you leave yourself in my hands? 
We have talked of our future life. We have wondered what we 
should do. Will you let me do as I will, let the future be as I' 
choose ? ” 

In her heart she said “as Cod chooses.” 

“Yes, Domini,” he answered. “I am in your hands, utterly 
in your hands.” 

“ No,” she said. 

Neither of them spoke after that till the sunlight lay above 
the towers and minarets of Amara. Then Domini said,— 

“ We will go to-day—now.” 

And that morning the camp was struck, and the new journey 
began—the journey back. 


XXVIII 

A SILENCE had fallen between Domini and Androvsky which 
neither seemed able to break. They rode on side by side across 
the sands towards the north through the long day. The towers 
of Amara faded in the sunshine above the white crests of the 
dunes. The Arab villages upon their little hills di.sappeared in 
the quivering gold. New vistas of desert opened before them, 
oases crowded with palms, salt lakes and stony ground. They, 
passed by native towns. They saw the negro gardeners laughing 
among the rills of yellow water, or climbing with bare feet the 
wrinkled tree trunks to lop away dead branches. They heard 
tiny goatherds piping, solitary, in the wastes. Dreams of the 



478 THE GARDEN OF ALLAH 

mirage rose and faded far off on the horizon, rose and faded 
mystically, leaving no trembling trace behind. And they were 
silent as the mirage, she in her purpose, he in his wonder. And 
the long day waned, and towards evening the camp was pitched 
and the evening meal was prepared. And still they could not 
speak. 

.Sometimes Androvsky watched her, and there was a great 
calm in her face, but there was no rebuke, no smallness of anger, 
no hint of despair. Always he had felt her strength of mind and 
body, but never so much as now. Could he rest on it ? Dared 
he ? He did not know. And the day seemed to him to become 
a dream, and the silence recalled to him the silence of the 
monastery in which he had worshipped God before the stranger 
came. He thought that in this silence he ought to feel that .she 
was deliberately raising barriers between them, but—it was strange 
—he could not feel this. In her silence there was no bitterness. 
When is there bitterness in strength ? He rode on and on beside 
her, and his sense of a dream deepened, helped by the influence 
of the desert. Where were they going? He did not know. 
What was her purpose? He could not tell. But he felt that 
she had a purpose, that her mind was resolved. Now and then, 
tearing himself with an effort from the dream, he asked himself 
what it could be. What could be in store for him, for them, 
after the thing he had told ? What could be their mutual life ? 
Must it not be for ever at an end ? Was it not shattered ? Was 
it not dust, like the dust of the desert that rose round their horses’ 
feet? The silence did not tell him, and again he ceased from 
wondering and the dream closed round him. Were they not 
travelling in a mirage, mirage people, unreal, phantom-like, who 
would presently fade away into the spaces of the sun ? The sand 
muffled the tread of the horses’ feet. The desert understood their 
silence, clothed it in a silence more vast and more impenetrable. 
And Androvsky had made his effort. He had spoken the truth 
at last. He could do no more. He was incapable of any further 
action. As Domini felt herself to be in the hands of God, he felt 
*1iimself to be in the hands of this woman who had received his 
confession with this wonderful calm, who was leading him he knew 
not whither in this wonderful silence. 

When the camp was pitched, however, he noticed something 
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that caught him sharply away from the dreamlike, unreal feeling, 
and set him face to face with fact that was cold as steel. Always 
till now the dressing-tent had been pitched beside their sleeping- 
tent, with the flap of the entrance removed so that the two tents 
communicated. To-night it stood apart, near the sleeping-tent, 
and in it was placed one of the small camp beds. Androvsky 
was alone when he saw this. On reaching the halting-place he 
had walked a little way into the desert. When he returned he 
found this change. It told him something of what was passing 
in Domini’s mind, and it marked the transformation of their 
mutual life. As he gazed at the two tents he felt stricken, yet 
he felt a curious sense of something that was like—was it not 
like—relief? It was as if his body had received a frightful blow 
and on his soul a saint’s hand had been gently laid, as if some¬ 
thing fell about him in ruins, and at the same time a building 
which he loved, and which for a moment he had thought totter¬ 
ing, stood firm before him founded upon rock. He was a man 
capable of a passionate belief, despite his sin, and he had always 
had a passionate belief in Doinini’s religion. That morning, when 
she came out to him in the sand, a momentary doubt had assailed 
him. He had known the thought, “Does she love me still— 
does she love me more than she loves God, more than she loves 
His dictates manifested in the Catholic religion ? ” When she said 
that word “ together ” that had been his thought. Now, as he 
looked at the two tents, a white light seemed to fall upon 
Domini’s character, and hr this white light stood the ruin and the 
house that was founded upon a rock. He was torn by conflicting 
sensations of despair and triumph. She was what he had be¬ 
lieved. That made the triumph. But since she was that where 
was his future with her ? The monk and the man who had fled 
from the monastery stood up within him to do battle. The 
monk knew triumph, but the man was in torment. 

Presently, as Androvsky looked at the two tents, the monk 
in him seemed to die a new death, the man who had left the 
monastery to know a new resurrection. He was seized by a 
furious.desire to go backward in time, to go backward but a few 
hours, to the moment when Domini did not know what now she 
knew. He cursed himself for what he had done. At last he had 
been to pray. Yes, but what was prayer now? what was 
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prayer to the man who looked at the two tents and understood 
what they meant ? He moved away and began to walk up and 
down near to the two tents. He did not know where Domini 
was. At a little distance he saw the servants busy preparing the 
evening meal. Smoke rose up before the cook’s tent, curling 
away stealthily among a group of palm trees, beneath which 
Arab boys were huddled, staring with wide eyes at the unusual 
sight of travellers. They came from a tiny village at a short 
distance off, half hidden among palm gardens. The camels were 
feeding. A mule was rolling voluptuously in the sand. At a well 
a shepherd was watering his flocks, which crowded about him 
baaing expectantly. The air seemed to breathe out a subtle 
aroma of peace and of liberty. And this apparent presence of 
peace, this vision of the calm of others, human beings and 
animals, added to the torture of Androvsky. As he walked 
to and fro he felt as if he were being devoured by his passions, 
as if he were losing the last vestiges of self-control. Never in the 
monastery, never even in the night when he left it, had he beeii 
tormented like this. For now he had a terrible companion whom, 
at that time, he had not known. Memory walked with him before 
the tents, the memory of his body, recalling and calling for the 
past. 

He had destroyed that past himself. But for him it might 
have been also the present, the future. It might have lasted for 
years, perhaps till death took him or Domini. Why not? He 
had only had to keep silence, to insist on remaining in the desert, 
far from the busy ways of men. They could have lived as certain 
others lived, who loved the free, the solitary life, in an oasis of 
their own, tending their gardens of palms. Life would have gone 
like a sunlit dream. And death? At that thought he shuddered. 
Death—what would that have been to him ? What would it be 
now when it came? He put the thought from him with force, as 
a man thrusts away from him the filthy hand of a clamouring 
stranger assailing him in the street. 

This evening he had no time to think of death. Life was 
enough, life with this terror which he had deliberately placed in it. 

He thought of himself as a madman for having spoken to 
Domini. He cursed himself as a madman. For he knew, 
although he strove furiously not to know, how irrevocable was 
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his act, in consequence of the great strength of her nature. He 
knew that though she had been to him a woman of fire she might 
be to him a woman of iron—even to him whom she loved. 

How she had loved him ! 

He walked faster before the tents, to and fro. 

Ho'* she had loved him ! How she loved him still, at this 
n ,aent after she knew what he was, what he had done to her. 
lie had no doubt of her love as he walked there. He felt it, like 
a tend er hand upon him. But that hand was inflexible too. In 
ts softness there was firmness- firmness that would never yield 
'o any strength in him. 

Those two ten s told him the story of her strength. As he 
ooked at them he was looking into her soul. And her soul was 
.n oirect conflict with his. That was what he felt. She had 
thought, she had made up her mind. Quietly, silently she had, 
acted. By that action, without a word, she had spoken to him, 
told him a tremendous thing. And the man—the passionate 
man who had left the monastery—loose in him now was aflame 
.■/ith an impotent desire that was like a heat of fury against her, 
.vhile the monk, hidden far down in him, was secretly worshipping 
her cleanliness of spirit. 

But the man who had left the monastery was in the ascendant 
in him, and at last drove him to a determination that the monk 
secretly knew to be utterly vain. He made up his mind to enter 
into conflict with Domini’s strength. He felt that he must, that 
he could not quietly, without a word, accept this sudden new life 
of separation symbolised for him by the two tents standing apart. 

He stood still. In the distance, under the palms, he saw 
Batouch laughing with Ouardi. Near them Ali was reposing on 
a mat, moving his head from side to side, smiling with half-shut, 
vacant eyes, and singing a languid song. 

This music maddened him. 

“ Batouch 1 ” he called out sharply. “ Batouch ! ” 

Batouch stopped laughing, glanced round, then came towards 
him with a large pace, swinging from his hips. 

“ Monsieur ? ” 

“ Batouch ! ” Androvsky said. 

But he could not go on. He could not say anything about 
the two tents to a servant. 

2,H 
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"Where—where is Madame?” he said almost stammering. 

“ Out there, Monsieur.” 

With a sweeping arm the poet pointed towards a hump of 
sand crowned by a few palms. Domini was sitting there, sur¬ 
rounded by Arab children, to whom she was giving sweets out of 
a box. As Androvsky saw her the anger in him burnt up more 
fiercely. This action of Domini’s, simple, natural though it was, 
seemed to him in his present condition cruelly heartless. He 
thought of her giving the order about the tents and then going 
calmly to play with these children, while he—while he—” 

“ You can go —Batouch,” he said. “ Go away.” 

The poet stared at him with a superb surprise, then moved 
slowly towards Ouardi, holding his burnous with his large hands. 

Androvsky looked again at the two tents as a man looks at 
two enemies. Then, walking quickly, he went towards the 
hump of sand. As he approached it Domini had her side face 
turned towards him. She did not see him. The little Arabs 
were dancing round her on their naked feet, laughing, show¬ 
ing their white teeth and opening their mouths wide for the 
sugar-plums—gaiety incarnate. Androvsky gazed at the woman 
who was causing this childish joy, and he saw a profound sadness. 
Never had he seen Domini’s face look like this. It was always 
white, but now its whiteness was like a w'hiteness of marble. She 
moved her head, turning to feed one of the little gaping mouths, 
and he saw her eyes, tearless, but sadder than if they had been 
full of tears. She. w-as looking at these children as a mother looks 
at her children who are fatherless. He did not—how could he ?— 
understand the look, but it w'ent to his heart. He stopped, watching. 
One of the children saw him, shrieked, pointed. Domini glanced 
round. As she saw him she smiled, threw the last sugar-plums 
and came towards him. " Do you want me ? ” she said, coming 
up to him. 

His lips trembled. 

“ Yes,” he said, " I want you.” 

Something in his voice seemed to startle her, but she said 
' nothing more, only stood looking at him. The children, who had 
followed her, crowded round them, touching their clothes curiously. 

" Send them away,” he said. 

She made the children go, pushing them gently, pointing to 
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the village, and showing the empty box to them. Reluctantly at 
last they went towards the village, turning their heads to stare at 
her till they were a long way off, then holding up their skirts and 
racing for the houses. 

“Domini—Domini,’’ he said. “You can—you can play with 
children—^to-day.” 

“I wanted to feel I could give a little happiness to-day,” she 
answered—“even to-day.” 

“To-day when—when to me—to me—you are giving—’’ 

But before her steady gaze all the words he had meant to say, 
all the words of furious protest, died on his lips. 

“ To me—to me—” he repeated. 

Then he was silent. 

“ Boris,” she said, “ 1 want to give you one thing, the thing , 
that you have lost. I want to give you back peace.” 

“You never can.” 

“I must try. Even if I cannot 1 shall know that 1 have 
tried.” 

“ You are giving me—you are giving me not peace but a sword,” 
he said. 

She understood that he had seen the two tents. 

“Sometimes a sword can give peace.” 

“The peace of death.” 

“Boris—my dear one—there are many kinds of deaths. 
Try to trust me. Leave me to act as I must act. Let me try 
to be guided—only let me try.” 

He did not say another word. 

That night they slept apart for the first time since their 
marriage. 

“ Domini, where are you taking me } Where are we going ? ” 

The camp was struck once more and they were riding 
through the desert. Domini hesitated to answer his question. 

It had been put with a sort of terror. 

“I know nothing,” he continued. “I am in your hands 
like a child. It cannot be always so. I must know, I must 
understand. What is our life to be ? What is our future ? A 
man cannot—” 

He paused. Then he said,— 
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“ I feel that you have come to some resolve. I feel it per¬ 
petually. It is as if you were in light and I in darkness, you in 
knowledge and I in ignorance. You—you must tell me. I 
have told you all now. You must tell me.” 

Hut she hesitated. 

“ Not now,” she answered. “ Not yet.” 

“ We are to journey on day by day like this and I am not to 
know where we are going! I cannot, Domini—I will not." 

“ Boris, I shall tell you.” 

“When?” 

“ Will you trust me, Boris, completely f Can you ?" 

“How?” 

“ Boris, I have prayed so much for you that at last 1 feel that 
I can act for you. Don’t think me presumptuous. If you could 
see into my heart you would see that—indeed, I don’t think it 
would be possible to feel more humble than 1 do in regard to 
you.” 

“ Humble—you, Domini! You can feel humble when you 
think of me, when you are with me.” 

“ Yes. You have suffered so terribly. God has led you. I 
feel that He has been—oh, I don’t know how to say it quite 
naturally, quite as I feel it—that He has been more intent on you 
than on anyone I have ever known. I feel that His meaning in 
regard to you is intense, Boris, as if He would not let you go.” 

“ He let me go when I left the monastery.” 

“ Does one never return ? ” 

Again a sensation almost of terror assailed him. He felt as 
if he were fighting in darkness something that he could not see. 

“ Return ! ” he said. “ What do you mean ? ” 

She saw the expression of almost angry fear in his face. It 
warned her not to give the reins to her natural impulse, which 
was always towards a great frankness. 

“ Boris, you fled from God, but do you not think it possible 
that you could ever return to Him ? Have you not Uken the 
first step ? Have you not prayed ? ” 

His face changed, grew slightly calmer. 

“ You told me I could pray,” he answered, almost like a 
child. “Otherwise I—I should not have dared to. I should 
have felt that I was insulting God.” 
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“ If you trusted me in such a thing, can you not trust me 
now ? ” 

“ But ”—he said uneasily—“ but this is different, a worldly 
matter, a matter of daily life. I shall have to know.” 

“ Yes.” 

“ Then why should I not know now ? At any moment I 
could ask Batouch.” 

“ Batouch only knows from day to day. I have a map of the 
desert. I got it before we left Beni-Mora.” 

Something—perhaps a very slight hesitation in her voice just 
before she said the last words—startled him. He turned on his 
horse and looked at her hard. 

“Domini,” he said, “are we—we are not going back to 
Beni-Mora ? ” 

“I will tell you to-night," she replied in a low voice. “Let 
me tell you to-night.” 

He said no more, but he gazed at her for a long time as if 
striving passionately to read her thoughts. But he could not. 
Her white face was calm, and she rode looking straight before 
her, as one that looked towards some distant goal to which all 
her soul was journeying with her body. There was something 
mystical in her face, in that straight, far-seeing glance, that 
surely pierced beyond the blue horizon line and reached a far- 
off world. What world ? He asked himself the question, but no 
answer came, and he dropped his eyes. A new and horrible 
sadness came to him, a new sensation of separation from 
Domini. She had set their bodies apart and he had yielded. 
Now, was she not setting something else apart? h'or, in spite of 
all, in spite of his treacherous existence with her, he had so 
deeply and entirely loved her that he had sometimes felt, dared 
to feel, that in their passion in the desert their souls had been 
fused together. His was black—he knew it—and hers was 
white. But had not the fire and the depth of their love con¬ 
quered all differences, made even their souls one as their bodies 
had been one? And now was she not silently, subtly, with¬ 
drawing her soul from his ? A sensation of acute despair swept* 
over him, of utter impotence. 

“ Domini! ” he said, “ Domini 1 ” 

“ Yes,’ she answered. 
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And this time she withdrew her eyes from the blue distance 
and looked at him. 

“ Domini, you must trust me.” 

He was thinking of the two tents set the one apart from the 
other. 

“ Domini, I’ve borne something in silence. I haven’t spoken. 
I wanted to speak. I tried—but I did not. I bore my punish¬ 
ment—you don’t know, you’ll never know what I felt last—last 
night—when—I’ve borne that. But there’s one thing I can’t bear. 
I’ve lived a lie with you. My love for you overcame me. I fell. 
I have told you that I fell. Don’t—don’t because of that—don’t 
take away your heart from me entirely. Domini—Domini— 
don’t do that.” 

She heard a sound of despair in his voice. 

“Oh, Boris,” she said, “if you knew! There was only one 
moment when 1 fancied my heart was leaving you. It passed 
almost before it came, and now—” 

“But,” he interrupted, “do you know—do you know that 
since—since 1 spoke, since I told you, you’ve—you’ve never 
touched me ? ” 

“Yes, I know it,” she replied quietly. 

Something told him to be silent then. Something told him 
to wait till the night came and the c^p was pitched once more. 

They rested at noon for several hours, as it was impossible to 
travel in the heat of the day. The camp started an hour before 
they did. Only Batouch remained behind to show them the 
way to Ain-la-Hammam, where they would pass the following 
night. When Batouch brought the horses he said,— 

“ Does Madame know the meaning of Ain-la-Hammam ? ” 

“ No,” said Domini. “ What is it ? ” 

“ Source des tourterelles,” replied Batouch. “ I was there 
once with an English traveller.” 

“ Source des tourterelles,” repeated Domini. “ Is it beautiful, 
Batouch ? It sounds as if it ought to be beautiful.” 

She scarcely knew why, but she had a longing that Ain-la- 
Hammam might be tender, calm, a place to soothe the spirit, a 
place in which Androvsky might be influenced to listen to what 
she had to tell him without revolt, without despair. Once he had 
spoken about the influence of place, about rising superior to it. 
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But she believed in it, and she waited, almost anxiously, for the 
reply of Batouch. As usual it was enigmatic. 

“ Madame will see,” he answered. “ Madame will see. But 
the Englishman—” 

“Yes?” 

“The Englishman was ravished. ‘This,’ he said to me, 

‘ this, Batouch, is a little Paradise ! ’ And there was no moon 
then. To-night there will be a moon.” 

“ Paradise! ” exclaimed Androvsky. 

He sprang upon his horse and pulled up the reins. Domini 
said no more. They had started late. It was night when they 
reached Ain-la-Hammam. As they drew near Domini looked 
before her eagerly through the pale gloom that hung over the 
sand. She saw no village, only a very small grove of palms and 
near it the outline of a bordj. The place was set in a cup of the 
Sahara. All around it rose low hummocks of sand. On two or 
three of them were isolated clumps of palms. Here the eyes 
roamed over no vast distances. There was little suggestion of 
space. She drew up her horse on one of the hummocks and 
gazed down. She heard doves murmuring in their soft voices 
among the trees. The tents were pitched near the bordj. 

“ What does Madame think ? ” asked Batouch. “ Does 
Madame agree with the ^glishman?” 

“ It is a strange little place,” she answered. 

She listened to the voices of the doves. A dog barked by 
the bordj. 

“ It is almost like a hiding-place,” she added. 

Androvsky said nothing, but he, too, was gazing intently at 
the trees below them, he, too, was listening to the voices of the 
doves. After a moment he looked at her. 

“ Domini,” he whispered. “ Here—won’t you—won’t you let 
me touch your hand again here ? ” 

“Come, Boris,” she answered. “ It is late.” 

They rode down into Ain-la-Hammaro. 

The tents had all been pitched near together to the south of 
the bordj, and separated by it from the tiny oasis. Opposite t« 
them was a Caf6 Maure of the humblest kind, a hovel of baked 
earth and brushwood, with earthen divans and a coffee niche. 
Before this was squatting a group of five dirty desert men, the 
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sole inhabitants of Ain-la-Hammam. Just before dinner Domini 
gave an order to Batouch, and, while they were dining, Androvsky 
noticed that their people were busy unpegging the two sleeping- 
tents. 

"What are they doing?” he said to Domini, uneasily. In 
his present condition everything roused in him anxiety. In every 
unusual action he discerned the beginning of some tragedy 
which might affect his life. 

“ I told Batouch to put our tents on the other side of the 
bordj,” she answered. 

“Yes. But why?” 

“ I thought that to-night it would be better if we were a little 
more alone than we are here, just opposite to that Cafd Maure, 
and with the .servants. And on the other side there are the palms 
and the water. And the doves were talking there as we rode in. 
When we have finished dinner we can go and sit there and be 
quiet.” 

“Together,” he said. 

An eager light had come into his eyes. He leaned forward 
towards her over the little table and stretched out his hand. 

“Yes, together,” she said. 

But she did not take his hand. 

“ Domini! ” he said, still keeping his hand on the table, 
“ Domini I ” 

An expression, that was like an expression of agony, flitted 
over her face and died away, leaving it calm. 

“ Let us finish,” she said quietly. “ Look, they have taken the 
tents! In a moment we can go.” * 

The doves were silent. The night was very still in this nest 
of the Sahara. Ouardi brought them coffee, and Batouch came 
to say that the tents were ready. 

“We shall want nothing more to-night, Batouch,” Domini 
said. “ Don’t disturb us.” 

Batouch glanced towards the Caf6 Maure. A red light 
gleamed through its low doorway. One or two Arabs were 
‘moving within. Some of the camp attendants had joined the 
squatting men without. A noise of busy voices reached the 
tents. 

“To-night, Madame,” Batouch said proudly, “I am going to 
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tell stories from the Thousand and One Nights. I am going to 
tell the story of the young Prince of the Indies, and the story of 
Ganem, the Slave of Love. It is not often that in Ain-la- 
Hammam a poet—” 

“No, indeed. Go to them, Batouch. They must be im¬ 
patient for you.” 

Batouch smiled broadly. 

“Madame begins to understand the Arabs,” he rejoined. 
“Madame will soon be as the Arabs.” 

“ Go, Batouch. Look—they are longing for you.” 

She pointed to the desert men, who were gesticulating and 
gazing towards the tents. 

“ It is better so, Madame,” he answered. “ They know that 1 
am here only for one night, and they are eager as the hungry 
jackal is eager for food among the yellow dunes of the sand.” 

He threw his burnous over his shoulder and moved away 
smiling, and murmuring in a luscious voice the first words of 
Ganem, the Slave of Love. 

“ Let us go now, Boris,” Domini said. 

He got up at once from the table, and they walked together 
round the bordj. 

On its further side there was no sign of life. No traveller 
was resting there that nigjit, and the big door that led into the 
inner court was closed and barred. The guardian had gone to 
join the Arabs at the Cafe Maure. Between the shadow cast by 
the bordj and the shadow cast by the palm trees stood the two 
tents on a patch of sand. The oasis was enclosed in a low earth 
wall, along the top*t)f which was a ragged edging of brushwood. 
In this wall were several gaps. Through one, opposite to the 
tents, was visible a shallow pool of still water by which tall reed.s 
were growing. They stood up like spears, absolutely motionless. 
A frog was piping from some hidden place, giving forth a clear 
flutelike note that suggested glass. It reminded Domini of her 
ride into the desert at Beni-Mora to see the moon rise. On that 
night Androvsky had told her that he was going away. That 
had been the night of his tremendous struggle with himself? 
When he had spoken she had felt a sensation as if everything 
that supported her in the atmosphere of life and of happiness had 
foundered. And now—now she was going to speak to him—to 
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tell him—what was she going to tell him ? How much could she, 
dared she, tell him ? She prayed silently to be given strength. 

In the clear sky the young moon hung. Beneath it, to the 
left, was one star like an attendant, the star of Venus. The 
faint light of the moon fell upon the water of the pool. Un¬ 
ceasingly the frog uttered its nocturne. 

Domini stood for a moment looking at the water, listening. 
Then she glanced up at the moon and the solitary star. 
Androvsky stood by her. 

“Shall we—let us sit on the wall, where the gap is,” she said. 
“ The water is beautiful, beautiful with that light on it, and the 
iralms—i)alms are always beautiful, especially at night. 1 shall 
never love any other trees as I love palm trees.” 

“Nor I,” he answered. 

They sat down on the wall. At first they did not speak any 
more. The stillness of the water, the stillness of reeds and 
palms, was against speech. And the little flute-like note that 
came to them again and again at regular intervals was like a 
magical measuring of the silence of the night in the desert. At’ 
last Domini said, in a low voice,— 

“ I heard that note on the night when I rode out of Beni- 
Mora to see the moon rise in the desert. Boris, you remember 
that night?” 

“ Yes,” he answered. 

He was gazing at the pool, with his face partly averted from 
her, one hand on the wall, the other resting on his knee. 

“You were brave that night, Boris,” she said. 

“ I—I wished to be—I tried to be. And if I had been—” 

He stopped, then went on,— 

“ If I had been, Domini, really brave, if I had done what I 
meant to do that night, what would our lives have been to¬ 
day ? ” 

“ I don’t know. We mustn’t think of that to-night. We 
must think of the future. Boris, there’s no life, no real life with¬ 
out bravery. No man or woman is worthy of living who is not 
*018 ve.” 

He said nothing. 

“ Boris, let us—you and I—be worthy of living to-night—and 
in the future.” 
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“Give me your hand then,” he answered. “Give it me, 
Domini.” 

But she did not give it to him. Instead she went on, speaking 
a little more rapidly,— 

“ Boris, don’t rely too much on my strength. I am only a 
woman, and I have to struggle. 1 have had to struggle more than 
perhaps you will ever know. You must not make—make things 
impossible for me. I am trying—very hard—to—I’m—you must 
not touch me to-night, Boris.” 

She drew a little farther away from him. A faint breath of 
air made the leaves of the palm trees rustle slightly, made the 
reeds move for an instant by the pool. Tie laid his hand again 
on the wall from which he had lifted it. There was a pleading 
sound in her voice which made him feel as if it were speaking 
close against his heart. 

“ I said I would tell you to-night where we are going.” 

“ Tell me now.” 

“ We are going back to Beni-Mora. We are not very far off 
from Beni-Mora to-night—not very far.” 

“ We are going to Beni-Mora! ” he repeated in a dull voice. 
“ We are—” 

He sat up on the wall, looking straight into her face. 

“ Why ? ” he said. His voice was sharp now, sharp with fear. 

“ Boris, do you want to be at peace, not with me, but with 
(iod ? Do you want to get rid of your burden of misery, which 
increases—I know it—day by day?” 

“ How can I ? ” he said hopelessly. 

“ Isnr’t expiation the only way? I think it is.” 

“ Expiation ! How—how can—I can never expiate my sin.” 

“ There’s no sin that cannot be expiated. God isn’t merciless. 
Come back with me to Beni-Mora. That little church—where 
you married me—come back to it with me. You could not con¬ 
fess to the—to Father Beret. I feel as if 1 knew why. Where 
you married me you will—you must—make your confession.” 

“ To the priest who—to Father Roubier! ” 

There was fierce protest in his voice. 

“ It does not matter who is the priest who will receive your 
confession. Only make it there—make it in the church at 
Beni-Mora where you married me.” 
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“That was your purpose! That is where you are taking me! 
I can’t go, I won’t! Domini, think what you are doing! You 
are asking too much—” 

“ I feel that God is asking that of you. Don’t refuse Him.” 

“I cannot go—at Beni-Mora where we—where everything 
will remind us—” 

“ Ah, don’t you think I shall feel it too ? Don’t you think I 
shall suffer ? ” 

He felt horribly ashamed when she said that, bowed down 
with an overwhelming weight of shame. 

“ But our lives ”—he stammered—“ but—if I go—afterwards 
—if I make my confession—afterwards—afterwards ? ” 

“ Isn’t it enough to think of that one thing ? Isn’t it better 
to put everything else, every other thought, away ? It seems so 
clear to me that we should go to Beni-Mora. I feel as if I had 
been told—as a child is told to do something by its father.” 

She looked up into the clear sky. 

“ I am sure I have been told,” she added. “ I know I have.” 

There was a long silence between them. Androvsky felt that 
he did not dare to break it. Something in Domini’s face and 
voice cast out from him the instinct of revolt, of protest. He 
began to feel exhausted, without power, like a sick man who is 
being carried by bearers in a litter, and who looks at the land¬ 
scape through which he is passing with listless eyes, and who 
scarcely has the force to care whither he is being borne. 

“ Domini,” he said at last, and his voice sounded very tired, 
“ if you say I must go to Beni-Mora I will go. I have done you 
a great wrong and—and—” 

“ Don’t think of me any more,” she said. “ Think—think as I 
do—of—of— What am I? I have loved you, I shall always 
love you, but I am as you are, here for a little while, elsewhere 
for all eternity. You told him—that man in the monastery—that 
we are shadows set in a world of shadows.” 

“That was a lie,” he interrupted, and the weariness had gone 
out of his voice. " When I said that I had never loved, I had 
hever loved you.” 

“ Or was it a half-truth ? Aren’t we, perhaps, shadows now 
in comparison to what we shall be? Isn’t this world, even this— 
this desert, this pool with the light on it, this silence of the night 



THE JOURNEY BACK 


493 


around us—isn’t all this a shadow in comparison to the world 
where we are going, you and I ? Boris, I think if we are brave 
now we shall be together in that world. But if we are cowards 
now, I think, I am sure, that in that world—the real world—we 
shall be separated for ever. You and I, whatever we may be, 
whatever we may have done, at least are one thing—we are 
believers. We don’t think this is all. If we did it would be 
different. But we can’t change the truth that is in our souls, and 
as we can’t change it we must live by it, we must act by it. We 
can’t do anything else. I can’t—and you? Don’t you feel, 
don’t you know, that you can’t ? ” 

“To-night,” he said, “I feel that I know nothing—nothing 
except that I am suffering.” 

His voice broke on the last words Tears were shining in his 
eyes. After a long silence he said,— 

“Domini, take me where you will. If it is to Beni-Mora I 
will go. But—but—afterwards ? ” 

■ “Afterwards—” §he said. 

Then she stopped. 

The little note of the frog sounded again and again by the 
still water among the reeds. The moon was higher in the sky. 

“Don’t let us think of afterwards, Boris,” she said at length. 
“ That song we have heard together, that song we love—‘ No one 
but God and I knows what is in my heart—’ I hear it now so 
often, always almost. It seems to gather meaning, it seems 
to—God knows what is in your heart and mine. He will 
take care of the—afterwards. Perhaps in our hearts already He 
has put a secret knowledge of the end.” 

“ Has He—has He put it—that knowledge—into yours ? ” 

“ Hush ! ” she said. 

They spoke no more that night. 

XXIX 

The caravan of Domini and Androvsky was leaving Arba. Already 
the tents and the attendants, with the camels and the mules, were 
winding slowly along the plain through the scrub in the direction 
of the mountains and the dark shadow which indicated the oasis 
of Beni-Mora. Batouch was with them. Domini and Androvsky 
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were going to be alone on this last stage of their desert journey. 
They had mounted their horses before the great door of the 
bordj, said good-bye to the Sheikh of Arba, scattered some money 
among the ragged Arabs gathered to watch them go, and cast one 
last look behind them. 

In that mutual, instinctive look back they were both bidding 
a silent farewell to the desert, that had sheltered their passion, 
surely taken part in the joy of their love, watched the sorrow and 
the terror grow in it to the climax at Amara, and was now whis¬ 
pering to them a faint and mysterious farewell. 

To Domini the desert had always been as a great and signi¬ 
ficant personality, a personality that had called her persistently to 
come to it. Now, as she turned on her horse, she felt as if it were 
calling her no longer, as if its mission to her were accomplished, 
as if its voice had sunk into a deep and breathless silence. She 
wondered if Androvsky felt this too, but she did not ask him. 
His face was pale and severe. His eyes stared into the distance. 
His hands lay on his horse’s neck like tired things with no more 
power to grip and hold. His lips were slightly parted, and she 
heard the sound of his breath coming and going like the breath 
of a man who is struggling. This sound warned her not to try 
his strength or hers. 

“Come, Boris," she said, and her voice held none of the pas¬ 
sionate regret that was in her heart, “ we mustn’t linger, or it will 
be night before we reach Beni-Mora.” 

“ Let it be night,” he said. “ Dark night! ” 

The horses moved slowly on, descending the hill on which 
stood the bordj. 

“ Dark—dark night! ” he said again. 

She said nothing. They rode into the plain. When they were 
there he said,— 

“ Domini, do you understand—do you realise ? ’’ 

“ What, Boris ? ’’ she asked quietly. 

“ All that we are leaving to-day ? ” 

“ Yes, I understand.” 

“ Are we—are we leaving it for ever ? ” 

“We must not think of that.” 

“ How can we help it ? What else can we think of? Can one 
govern the mind?” 
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“ Surely, if we can govern the heart.” 

“Sometimes—” he said, “sometimes I wonder—” 

He looked at her. Something in her face made it impossible 
for him to go on, to say what he had been going to say. But she 
understood the unfinished sentence. 

“If you can wonder, Boris,” she said, “you don’t know me, 
you don’t know me at all! ” 

“Domini,” he said, “I don’t wonder. But sometimes I 
understand your strength, and sometimes it seems to me scarcely 
human, scarcely the strength of a woman.” 

She lifted her whip and pointed to the dark shadow far 
away. 

“ I can just see the tower,” she said. “ Can you ? ” 

“ I will not look,” he said. “ I cannot. If you can you are 
stronger than I. When I remember that it was on that tower you 
first spoke to me—oh, Domini, if we could only go back! It is 
in our power. We have only to draw a rein and—and—” 

“I look at the tower,” she said, “as once I looked at the 
desert. It calls us, the shadow of the palm trees calls us, as 
once the desert did.” 

“ But the voice—what a different voice! Can you listen 
to it?” 

“ I have been listening to it ever since we left Amara. Yes, 
it is a different voice, but we must obey it as we obeyed the 
voice of the desert. Don’t you feel that?” 

“ If I do it is because you tell me to feel it; you tell me that 
1 must feel it” 

His words seemed to hurt her. An expression of pain came 
into her face. 

“Boris,” she said, “don’t make me regret too terribly that 
I ever came into your life. When you speak like that I feel 
almost as if you were putting me in the place of—of—I feel as if 
you were depending upon me for everything that you are doing, 
as if you were letting your own will fall asleep. The desert 
brings dreams. 1 know that. But we, you and 1, we must not 
dream any more.” 

“ A dream, you call it—the life we have lived together, our 
desert life ? ” 

“Boris, I only mean that we must live strongly now, act 
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strongly now, that we must be brave. I have always felt that 
there was strength in you.” 

“ Strength ! ” he said bitterly. 

“ Yes. Otherwise I could never have loved you. Don’t ever 
prove to me that I was utterly wrong. I can bear a great deal. 
But that—I don’t feel as if I could bear that.” 

After a moment he answered,— 

“ I will try to give you nothing more to bear for me.” 

And he lifted his eyes and fixed them upon the tower with a 
sort of stern intentness, as a man looks at something cruel, terrible. 

She saw him do this. 

“Let us ride quicker,” she said. “To-night we must be in 
Beni-Mora.” 

He said nothing, but he touched his horse with his heel. His 
eyes were always fixed upon the tower, as if they feared to look 
at the desert any more. She understood that when he had said 
“ I will try to give you nothing more to bear for me ” he had not 
spoken idly. He had waked up from the egoism of his despair. 
He had been able to see more clearly into her heart, to feel more 
rightly what she was feeling than he had before. As she watched 
him watching the tower, she had a sensation that a bond, a new 
bond between them, was chaining them together in a new way. 
Was it not a bond that would be strong and lasting, that the 
future, whatever it held, would not be able to break? Ties, 
sacred ties, that had bound them together might, must, be 
snapped asunder. And the end was not yet. She saw, as she 
gazed at the darkness of the palms of Beni-Mora, a greater dark¬ 
ness approaching, deeper than any darkness of palms, than any 
darkness of night. But now she saw also a ray of light in the 
gloom, the light of the dawning strength, the dawning unselfish¬ 
ness in Androvsky. And she resolved to fix her eyes upon it as 
he fixed his eyes upon the tower. 

Just after sunset they rode into Beni-Mora in advance of the 
camp which they had passed upon their way. To the right were 
the trees of Count Anteoni’s garden. Domini felt them, but she 
did not look towards them. Nor did Androvsky. They kept 
their eyes fixed upon the distance of the white road. Only when 
they reached the great hotel, now closed and deserted, did she 
glance away. She could not pass the tower without seeing it. 
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But she saw it through a mist of tears, and her hands trembled 
upon the reins they held. For a moment she felt that she must 
break down, that she had no more strength left in her. But they 
came to the statue of the Cardinal holding the double cross 
towards the desert like a weapon. And she looked at it and saw 
the Christ. 

“Boris,” she whispered, “there is the Christ. Let us think 
only of that to-night.” 

She saw him look at it steadily. 

“You remember,” she said, “at the bottom of the avenue of 
cypresses — at El-Largani— Foetus obfdifns usque ad mortem 
Cruets ? ” 

“Yes, Domini.” 

“ We can be obedient too. Let us be obedient too.” 

When she said that, and looked at him, Androvsky felt as if 
he were on his knees before her, as he was upon his knees in the 
garden when he could not go away. But he felt, too, that then, 
though he had loved her, he had not known how to love her, how 
to love anyone. She had taught him now. 'J'he lesson sank into 
his heart like a sword and like balm. It was as if he were slain 
and healed with the same stroke. 

That night, as Domini lay in her lonely room in the hotel, with 
the French windows open to the verandah, she heard the church 
clock chime the hour and the distant sound of the African haut¬ 
boy in the street of the dancers, she heard again the two voices. 
The hautboy was barbarous and provocative, but she thought 
that it was no more shrill with a persistent triumph. Presently 
the church bell chimed again. 

Was it the bell of the church of Beni-Mora, or the bell of the 
chapel of El-Largani? Or was it not rather the voice of the 
great religion to which she belonged, to which Androvsky was 
returning ? 

When it ceased she whispered to herself, “Foetus ohediens 
usque ad mortem Crucis.” And with these words upon her lips 
towards dawn she fell asleep. They had dined upstairs in the 
little room that had formerly been Domini’s salon, and had not 
seen Father Roubier, who always came to the hotel to take his 
evening meal. In the morning, after they had breakfasted, 
Androvsky said,— 

21 
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“ Domini, I will go. I will go now.” 

He got up and stood by her, looking down at her. In his 
face there was a sort of sternness, a set expression. 

“ To Father Roubier, Boris ? ” she said. 

“Yes. Before 1 go won’t you—won’t you give me your 
hand ? ” 

.She understood all the agony of spirit he w'as enduring, all 
the shame against which he was fighting. She longed to spring 
up, to take him in her arms, to comfort him as only the woman 
he loves and who loves him can comfort a man, without words, 
by the pressure of her arms, the pressure of her lips, the beating 
of her heart against his heart. She longed to do this so ardently 
that she moved restlessly, looking up at him with a light in her 
eyes that he had never seen in them before, not even when they 
watched the fire dying down at Arba. But she did not lift her 
hand to his. 

“Boris,” she said, “go. God will be with you.” 

After a moment she added,— 

“ And all my heart.” 

He stood, as if waiting, a long time. She had ceased from 
moving and had withdrawn her eyes from his. In his soul a 
voice was saying, “If she does not touch you now she will 
never touch you again.” And he waited. He could not help 
waiting. 

“Boris,” she whispered, “good-bye.” 

“ Good-bye ? ” he said. 

“ Come to me—afterwards. Come to me in the garden. I 
shall be there where we—I shall be there waiting for you.” 

He went out without another word. 

When he was gone she went on to the verandah quickly and 
looked over the parapet. She saw him come out from beneath 
the arcade and walk slowly across the road to the little gate of 
the enclosure before the house of the priest. As he lifted his 
hand to open the gate there was the sound of a bark, and she 
saw Bous-Bous run out with a manner of stern inquiry, which 
quickly changed to joyful welcome as he recognised an old 
acquaintance. Androvsky bent down, took up the little dog in his 
arms, and, holding him, walked to the house door. In a moment 
it was opened and he went in. Then Domini set out towards 
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the garden, avoiding the village street, and taking a byway which 
skirted the desert. She walked quickly. She longed to be 
within the shadows of the garden behind the white wall. She 
did not feel much, think much, as she walked. Without self¬ 
consciously knowing it she was holding all her nature, the whole 
of herself, fiercely in check. She did not look about her, did not 
see the sunlit reaches of the desert, or the walls of the houses of 
Beni-Mora, or the palm trees. Only when she had passed the 
hotel and the negro village and turned to the left, to the track at 
the edge of which the villa of Count Anteoni stood, did she lift 
her eyes from the ground. They rested on the white arcade 
framing the fierce blue of the cloudless sky. She stopped short. 
Her nature seemed to escape from the leash by which she had 
held it in with a rush, to leap forward, to be in the garden and 
in the past, in the past with its passion and its fiery hopes, its- 
magnificent looking forward, its holy desires of joy that would 
crown her woman’s life, of love that would teach her all the 
depth, and the height, and the force and the submission of her 
womanhood. And then, from that past, it strove on into the 
present. The shock was as the shock of battle. There were 
noises in her ears, voices clamouring in her heart. All her pulses 
throbbed like hammers, and then suddenly she felt as weak as a 
little sick child, and as if she must lie down there on the dust of 
the white road in the sunshine, lie down and die at the edge of 
the desert that had treated her cruelly, that had slain the hopes it 
had given to her and brought into her heart this terrible despair. 

For now she knew a moment of utter despair, in which all 
things seemed to dissolve into atoms and sink down out of 
her sight. She stood quivering in blackness. She stood 
absolutely alone, more absolutely alone than any woman had 
ever been, than any human being had ever been. She seemed 
presently, as the blackness faded into something pale, like a 
ghastly twilight, to see herself—her wraith, as it were—standing in 
a vast landscape, vast as the desert, companionless, lost, forgotten, 
out of mind, watching for something that would never come, 
listening for some voice that was hushed in eternal silence. 

That was to be her life, she thought—could she face it? 
Could she endure it ? And everything within her said to her that 
she could not. 
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And then, just then, when she felt that she must sink down 
and give up the battle of life, she seemed to see by her side a 
shape, a little shape like a child. And it lifted up a hand to her 
hand. 

And she knew that the vast landscape was God’s garden, the 
Garden of Allah, and that no day, no night could ever pass with¬ 
out God walking in it. 

Hearing a knock upon the great gate of the garden Smain 
uncurled himself on his mat within the tent, rose lazily to his feet 
and, without a rose, strolled languidly to open to the visitor. 
Domini stood without. When he saw her he smiled quietly, with 
no surprise. 

“ Madame has returned ? ” 

Domini smiled at him, but her lips were trembling, and she 
said nothing. 

Smain observed her with a dawning of curiosity. 

“ Madame is changed,” he said at length. “ Madame looks 
tired. The sun is hot in the desert now. It is better here in the 
garden.” 

With an effort she controlled herself. 

“ Yes, Smain,” she answered, “ it is better here. But I can¬ 
not stay here long.” 

“ You are going away ? ” 

“ Yes, I am going away.” 

She saw more quiet questions fluttering on his lips, and 
added,— 

“ And now I want to walk in the garden alone.” 

He waved his hand towards the trees. 

“ It is all for Madame. Monsieur the Count has always said 
so. But Monsieur ? ” 

“ He is in Beni-Mora. He is coming presently to fetch me.” 

Then she turned away and walked slowly across the great 
sweep of sand towards the trees and was taken by their darkness. 
She heard again the liquid bubbling of the hidden waterfall, and 
was again companioned by the mystery of this desert Paradise, but 
it no longer whispered to her of peace for her. It murmured 
only its own personal peace and accentuated her own personal 
agony and struggle. AJil that it had been it still was, but all that 
she had been in it was changed. And she felt the full terror of 
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Nature’s equanimity environing the fierce and tortured lives of 
men. 

As she walked towards the deepest recesses of the garden 
along the winding tracks between the rills she had no sensation 
of approaching the hidden home of the Geni of the garden. 
Yet she remembered acutely all her first feelings there. Not one 
was forgotten. They returned to her like spectres stealing across 
the sand. They lurked like spectres among the dense masses of 
the trees. She strove not to see their pale shapes, not to hear 
their terrible voices. She strove to draw calm once more from 
this infinite calm of silently-growing things aspiring towards the 
sun. But with each step she took the torment in her heart in¬ 
creased. At last she came to the deeper darkness and the 
blanched sand, and saw pine needles strewed about her feet. 
Then she stood still, instinctively listening fora sound that would 
complete the magic of the garden and her own despair. She 
waited for it. She even felt, strangely, that she wanted, that she 
needed it—the sound of the flute of Larbi playing its amorous 
tune. But his flute to-day was silent. Had he fallen out of an 
old love and not yet found a new i or had he, perhaps, gone 
away ? or was he dead ? For a long time she stood there, think¬ 
ing about Larbi. He and his flute and his love were mingled 
with her life in the desert. And she felt that she could not leave 
the desert without bidding them farewell. 

But the silence lasted and she went on and came to the 
fumoir. She went in to it at once and sat down. She w'as 
going to wait for Androvsky here. 

Her mind was straying curiously to-day. Suddenly she found 
herself thinking of the fanatical religious performance she had 
seen with Hadj on the night when she had ridden out to watch 
the moon rise. She saw in imagination the bowing bodies, the 
foaming mouths, the glassy eyes of the young priests of the 
Sahara. She saw the spikes behind their eyeballs, the struggling 
scorpions descending into their throats, the flaming coals under 
their arm-pits, the nails driven into their heads. She heard theiji 
growling as they saw the glass, like hungry beasts at the sight of 
meat. And all this was to them religion. This madness was 
their conception of worship. A voice seemed to whisper to her— 
“ And your madness ? ” 
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It was like the voice that whispered to Androvsky in the 
cemetery of El - Largani, “ Come out with me into that world, 
that beautiful world which God made for men. Why do you 
reject it ? ” 

For a moment she saw all religions, all the practices, the 
renunciations of the religions of the world, as varying forms of 
madness. She compared the self-denial of the monk with the 
fetish worship of the savage. And a wild thrill of something that 
was almost like joy rushed through her, the joy that sometimes 
comes to unbelievers when they are about to commit some 
act which they feel would be contrary to God’s will if there were 
a God. It was a thrill of almost insolent human emancipation. 
The soul cried out, “ I have no master. When I thought I had a 
master I was mad. Now I am sane.” 

But it passed almost as it came, like a false thing slinking 
from the sunlight, and Domini bowed her head in the obscurity of 
Count Anteoni’s thinking-place and returned to her true self. 
That moment had been like the moment upon the tower when 
she saw below her the Jewess dancing upon the roof for the 
soldiers, a black speck settling for an instant upon whiteness, then 
carried away by a purifying wind. She knew that she would 
always be subject to such moments so long as she was a human 
being, that there would always be in her blood something that was 
self-willed. Otherwise, would she not be already in Paradise ? 
She sat and prayed for strength in the battle of life, that could 
never be anything else but a battle. 

At last something within her told her to look up, to look out 
through the window-space into the garden. She had not heard a 
step, but she knew' that Androvsky was approaching, and, as she 
looked up, she prepared herself for a sight that would be terrible. 
She remembered his face when he came to bid her good-bye in 
the garden, and she feared to see his face now. But she schooled 
herself to be strong, for herself and for him. 

He was near her on the path coming towards her. As she 
^aw him she uttered a little cry and stood up. An immense sur¬ 
prise came to her, followed in a moment by an immense joy—the 
greatest joy, she thought, that she had ever experienced. For she 
looked on a face in which she saw for the first time a pale 
dawning of peace. There was sadness in it, there was awe, but 
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there was a light of calm, such as sometimes settles upon the faces of 
men who have died quietly without agony or fear. And she felt fully, 
as she saw it, the rapture of having refused cowardice and grasped 
the hand of bravery. Directly afterwards there came to her a 
sensation of wonder that at this moment of their lives she and 
Androvsky should be capable of a feeling of joy, of peace. When 
the wonder passed it was as if she had seen God and knew for 
ever the meaning of His divine compensations. 

Androvsky came to the doorway of the fumoir without looking 
up, stood still there—just where Count Anteoni had stood during 
his first interview with Domini—and said,— 

“ Domini, I have been to the priest. I have made iny con¬ 
fession.” 

“ Yes,” she said. “ Yes, Boris ! ” 

He came into the fumuir and sat down near her, but not close 
to her, on one of the divans. Now the sad look in his face had 
deepened and the peace seemed to be fading. She had thought 
of the dawn—that pale light which is growing into day. Now she 
thought of the twilight which is fading into night. And the 
terrible knowledge struck her, “ I am the troubler of his peace. 
Without me only can he ever regain fully the peace which he 
has lost.” 

“ Domini,” he said, looking up at her, “ you know the rest. 
You meant it to be as it will be when we left Amara.” 

“ Was there any other way ? Was there any other possible life 
for us—for you—for me ? ” 

“ For you ! ” he said, and there was a sound almost of despair 
in his voice. “ But what is to be your life ? I have never pro¬ 
tected you—you have protected me. I have never been strong 
for you—you have been strong for me. But to leave you—all 
alone, Domini, must 1 do that ? Must I think of you out in the 
world alone ? ” 

For a moment she was tempted to break her silence, to tell 
him the truth, that she would perhaps not be alone, that another 
life, sprung from his and hers, was coming to be with her, was 
coming to share the great loneliness that lay before her. But sfie 
resisted the temptation and only said,— 

“ Do not think of me, Boris.” 

“ You tell me not to think of you ! ” he said with an almost 
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fierce wonder. “Do you—do you wish me not to think of 
you ? ” 

“ What 1 wish—that is so little, but—no, Boris, I can’t say— 
I don't think 1 could ever truly say that I wish you to think no 
more of me. After all, one has a heart, and I think if it’s worth any¬ 
thing it must be often a rebellious heart. 1 know mine is rebellious. 
But if you don’t think too much of a»e—when you are there—” 
She paused, and they looked at each other for a moment in 
silence. Then she continued,— 

“ Surely it will be easier for you, happier for you.” 

Androvsky clenched his right hand on the divan and turned 
round till he was facing her full. His eyes blazed. 

“ Domini,” he said, “ you are truthful. I’ll be truthful to you. 
Till the end of my life I’ll think of you—every day, every hour. 
If it were mortal sin to think of you I would commit it—yes, 
Domini, deliberately, 1 would commit it. But—God doesn’t 

ask so much of us ; no, God doesn’t. I’ve made my confession. 
I know what I must do. I’ll do it. You are right—you are al¬ 
ways right—you arc guided, I know that. But I will think of 
you. And I’ll tell you something—don’t shrink from it, becau.se 
it’s truth, the truth of my soul, and you love truth. Domini—” 
Suddenly he got up from the divan and stood before her, 
looking down at her steadily. 

“ Domini, I can’t regret that I have seen you, that we have 
been together, that we have loved each other, that we do love 
each other for ever. I can’t regret it; I can’t even try or wish to. 
I can’t regret that I have learned from you the meaning of life. 
I know that God has punished me for what I have done. In my 
love for you—till I told you the truth, that other truth—I never 
had a moment of peace—of exultation, yes, of passionate exulta¬ 
tion, but never, never a moment of peace. For always, even in 
the most beautiful moments, there has been agony for me. For 
always 1 have known that I was sinning against God and you, 
against myself, my eternal vows. And )’et now I tell you, Domini, 
as I have told God since I have been able to pray again, that I 
am glad, thankful, that I have loved you, been loved by you. Is 
it wicked? I don’t know. I can scarcely even care, fc>ecause it’s 
true. And how can I deny truth, strive against truth ? I am as I 
am, and I am that. God has made me that. God will forpve 
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me for being as I am. I’m not afraid. I believe—I dare to be¬ 
lieve—that He wishes me to think of you always till the end of 
my life. I dare to believe that He would almost hate me if 1 
could ever cease from loving you. That’s my other confession— 
my confession to you. I was born, perhaps, to be a monk. But 
I was born, too, that I might love you and know your love, your 
beauty, your tenderness, your divinity. If I had not known you, 
if I had died a monk, a good monk who had never denied his 
vows, I should have died—I feel it, l^omini—in a great, a terrible 
ignorance. I should have known the goodness of God, but I 
should never have known part, a beautiful part, of His goodness. 
For I should never have known the goodness that He has put 
into you. He has taught me through you. He has tortured me 
through you ; yes, but through you, too, He has made me under¬ 
stand Him, When I was in the monastery, when I was at peace,' 
when I lost myself in prayer, when I was absolutely pure, ab¬ 
solutely—so I thought—the child of God, I never really knew 
God. Now, I)omini, now J know Him. In tlie worst moments 
of the new agony that I must meet at least 1 shall always have 
that help. I shall always feel that I know what God is. I shall 
always, when I think of you, when 1 remember you, be able to 
say, ‘ God is love.’ ” 

He was silent, but his face still spoke to her, his eyes read her 
eyes. And in that moment at last they understood each other 
fully and for ever. “ It was written ”—that was Domini’s thought 
—“ it was w'ritten by God.” Far away the church bell chimed. 

“ Boris,” Domini said quietly, “ we must go to-day. We must 
leave Beni-Mora. You know that ? ” 

“ Yes,” he said, “ I know.” 

He looked out into the garden. The almost fierce resolution, 
that had something in it of triumph, faded from him. 

“Yes,” he said, “this is the end, the real end, for—there, it 
will all be different—it will be terrible.” 

“ Let us sit here for a little while together,” Domini said, 

“ and be quiet. Is it like the garden of El-Largani, Boris ? ” 

“ No. But when I first came here, when 1 saw the white 
walls, the great door, when I saw the poor Arabs gathered there 
to receive alms, it made me feel almost as if I were at El-Largani. 
That was why—” he paused. 
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“ I understand, Boris, I understand everything now.” 

And then they were silent. Such a silence as theirs was then 
could never be interpreted to others. In it the sorrows, the 
aspirations, the struggles, the triumphs, the torturing regrets, the 
brave determinations of poor, great, feeble, noble humanity were 
enclosed as in a casket—a casket which contains many kinds of 
jewels, but surely none that are not precious. 

And the garden listened, and beyond the garden the desert 
listened—that other garden of Allah. And in this garden was 
not Allah, too, listening to this silence of His children, this last 
mutual silence of theirs in the garden where they had wandered, 
where they had loved, where they had learned a great lesson 
and drawn near to a great victory ? 

They might have sat thus for hours; they had lost all count 
of time. But presently, in the distance among the trees, there 
rose a light, frail sound that struck into both their hearts like a 
thin weapon. It was the flute of Larbi, and it reminded them— 
of what did it not remind them ? All their passionate love of the 
body, all their lawlessness, all the joy of liberty and of life, of the 
barbaric life that is liberty, all their wandering in the great spaces 
of the sun, were set before them in Larbi’s fluttering tune, that 
was like the call of a siren, the call of danger, the call of earth and 
of earthly things, summoning them to abandon the summons of 
the spirit. Domini got up swiftly. 

“Come, Boris,” she said, without looking at him. 

He obeyed her and rose to his feet. 

“ Let us go to the wall,” she said, “ and look out once more on 
the desert. It must be nearly noon. Perhaps—perhaps we shall 
hear the call to prayer.’’ 

They walked down the winding alleys towards the edge of the 
garden. The sound of the flute of Larbi died away gradually into 
silence. Soon they saw before them the great spaces of the 
Sahara flooded with the blinding glory of the summer sunlight. 
They stood and looked out over it from the shelter of some 
pepper trees. No caravans were passing. No Arabs were visible. 
The desert seemed utterly empty, given over, naked, to the 
dominion of the sun. While they stood there the nasal voice of the 
Mueddin rose from the minaret of the mosque of Beni-Mora, 
uttered its fourfold cry, and died away. 
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“Boris,” Domini said, “that is for the Arabs, but for us, too, 
for we belong to the garden of Allah as they do, perhaps even 
more than they.” 

“ Yes, Domini.” 

She remembered how, long ago, Count Anteoni had stood 
there with her and repeated the words of the angel to the Prophet, 
and she murmured them now ;— 

“ O thou that art covered, arise, and magnify thy Lord, and 
purify thy clothes, and depart from uncleanness.” 

Then, standing side by side, they prayed, looking at the 
desert. 

XXX 

In the evening of that day they left Beni-Mora. 

Domini wished to go quietly, but, knowing the Arabs, she 
feared it would be impossible. Nevertheless, when she paid 
Batouch in the hotel and thanked him for all his services, she 
said,— 

“ We’ll say adieu here, Batouch.” 

The poet displayed a large surprise. 

“ But I will accompany Madame to the station. I will—” 

“ It is not necessary.” 

Batouch looked offended but obstinate. His ample person 
became almost rigid. 

“ If I am not at the station, Madame, what will Hadj think, 
and Ali, and Ouardi, and—” 

“ They will be there ? ” 

“Of course, Madame. Where else should they be? Does 
Madame wish to leave us like a thief in the night, or like—” 

“ No, no, Batouch. I am very grateful to you all, but 
especially to you,” 

Batouch began to smile. 

“ Madame has entered into our hearts as no other stranger 
has ever done,” he remarked. “ Madame understands the Arabs. 
We shall all come to say au revoir and to wish Madame ar^ 
Monsieur a happy journey.” 

For the moment the irony of her situation struck Domini so 
forcibly that she could say nothing. She only looked at Batouch 
in silence. 
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“What is it? But I know. Madame is sad at leaving the 
desert, at leaving Beni-Mora.” 

“ Yes, Batouch. I am sad at leaving Beni-Mora.” 

“ But Madame will return ? ” 

“ Who knows ? ” 

“ I know. The desert has a spell. He who has once seen 
the desert must see it again. The desert calls and its voice is 
always heard. Madame will hear it when she is far away, and 
some day she will feel, ‘ I must come back to the land of the sun 
and to the beautiful land of forgetfulness.’ ” 

“ I shall see you at the station, Batouch,” Domini said quickly. 
“ Good-bye till then.” 

The train for Tunis started at sundown, in order that the 
travellers might avoid the intense heat of the day. All the after¬ 
noon they kept within doors. The Arabs were sleeping in dark 
rooms. The gardens were deserted. Domini could not sleep. 
She sat near the French window that opened on to the verandah 
and said a silent good-bye to life. For that was what she felt— 
that life was leaving her, life with its intensity, its fierce meaning. 
She had come out of a sort of death to find life in Beni-Mora, and 
now she felt that she was going back again to something that 
would be like death. After her strife there came a numbness of 
the spirit, a heavy dulness, I'inie passed and she sat there with¬ 
out moving. Sometimes she looked at the trunks lying on the 
floor ready for the journey, at the labels on which was written 
“ Tunis v/i} Constantine.” And then she tried to imagine what it 
would be like to travel in the train after her long travelling in the 
desert, and what it would be like to be in a city. But she could not. 
The heat was intense. Perhaps it affected her mind through her 
body. Faintly, far down in her mind and heart, she knew that 
she was wishing, even longing, to realise all that these last hours 
in Beni-Mora meant, to gather up in them all the threads of her 
life and her sensations there, to survey, as from a height, the 
panorama of the change that had come to her in Africa. But she 
Yas frustrated. The hours fled, and she remained cold, listless. 
Often she was hardly thinking at all. When the Arab servant 
came in to tell her that it was time to start for the station she got 
up slowly and looked at him vaguely. 

"Time to go already?” she asked. 
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“Yes, Madame. I have told Monsieur.” 

“ Very well.” 

At this moment Androvsky came into the room. 

“The carriage is waiting,” he said. 

She felt almost as if a stranger were speaking to her. 

“ I am ready,” she said. 

And without looking round the room she went downstairs and 
got into the carriage. 

They drove to the station without speaking. She had not 
seen Father Roubier. Androvsky took the tickets. When they 
came out upon the platform they found there a small crowd of 
Arab friends, with Batouch in command. Among them were the 
servants who had accompanied them upon their desert journey, 
and Hadj. He came forward smiling to shake hands. When she 
saw him Domini remembered Irena, and, forgetting that it is not 
etiquette to inquire after an Arab's womenfolk, she said,— 

“ Ah, Hadj, and are you happy now ? How is Irena ? ” 

Hadj’s face fell, and he showed his pointed teeth in a snarl. 
For a moment he hesitated, looking round at the other Arabs. 
Then he said,— 

“ I am always happy, Madame.” 

Dolnini saw that she had made a mistake. She took out her 
purse and gave him five francs. 

“ A parting present,” she said. 

Hadj shook his head with recovered cheerfulness, tucked in 
his chin and laughed. Domini turned away, shook hands with all 
her dark acquaintances, and climbed up into the train, followed 
by Androvsky. Batouch sprang upon the step as the porter shut 
the door. 

“ Madame 1 ” he exclaimed. 

“ What is it, Batouch ? ” 

“ To-day you have put Hadj to shame.” 

He smiled broadly. 

“ I ? How ? What have I done ? ” 

“Irena is dancing at Ouargla, far away in the desert beyond 
Amara.” 

“Irena! But—” 

“ She could not live shut up in a room. She could not wear 
the veil for Hadj.” 



510 


THE GARDEN OF ALLAH 


“ But then—? ” 

“ She has divorced him, Madame. It is easy here. For a 
few francs one can—” 

The whistle sounded. The train jerked. Batouch seized her 
hand, seized Androvsky’s, sprang back to the platform. 

“ Good-bye, Batouch! Good-bye, Ouardi! Good-bye, Smain !” 

The train moved on. As it reached the end of the platform 
].)omini saw an emaciated figure standing there alone, a thin face 
with glittering eyes turned towards her with a glaring scrutiny. It 
was the sand-diviner. He smiled at her, and his smile contracted 
the wound upon his face, making it look wicked and grotesque 
like the face of a demon. She sank down on the seat. For a 
moment, a hideous moment, she felt as if he personified Beni- 
Mora, as if this smile were Beni-Mora’s farewell to her and to 
Androvsky. 

And Irena was dancing at Ouargla, far away in the desert. 

She remembered the night in the dancing - house, Irena’s 
attack upon Hadj. 

That love of Africa was at an end. Was not everything at an 
end? Yet Larbi still played upon his flute in the garden of 
Count Anteoni, still played the little tune that was as the leitmotif 
of the eternal renewal of life. And within herself she carried 
God’s mystery of renewal, even she, with her numbed mind, her 
tired heart. She, too, was to help to carry forward the banner 
of life. 

She had come to Beni-Mora in the sunset, and now, in the 
sunset, she was leaving it. But she did not lean from the carriage 
window to w'atch the pageant that was flaming in the west. 
Instead, she shut her eyes and remembered it as it w'as on that 
evening when they, who now were journeying away from the 
desert together, had been journeying towards it together, 
strangers who had never spoken to each other. And the 
evening came, and the train stole into the gorge of El-Akbara, 
and still she kept her eyes closed. Only when the desert was 
finally left behind, divided from them by the great wall of rock, 
(fid she look up and speak to Androvsky. 

“ We met here, Boris,” she said. 

" Yes,” he answered, “ at the gate of the desert. I shall never 
be here again.” 
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Soon the night fell around them. 

• ••••* • • 

In the evening of the following day they reached Tunis, and 
drove to the Hotel d’Orient, where they had written to engage 
rooms for one night. They had expected that the city would be 
almost deserted by its European inhabitants now the summer had 
set in, but when they drove up to the door of the hotel the 
proprietor came out to inform them that, owing to the arrival of a 
ohip full of American tourists who, personally conducted, were 
“ viewing ” Tunis after an excursion to the East and to the Holy 
I.and,‘he had been unable to keep for them a private sitting-room. 
With many apologies he explained that all the sitting-rooms in the 
house had been turned into bedrooms, but only for one night. 
On the morrow the personally-conducted ones would depart and 
Madame and Monsieur could have a charming salon. They 
listened silently to his explanations and apologies, standing in the 
narrow entrance hall, which was blocked up with piles of luggage. 
“To-morrow,” he kept on repeating, “to-morrow” all would be 
different. 

Domini glanced at Androvsky, who stood with his head bent 
down, looking on the ground. 

“ Shall we try another hotel ? ” she asked. 

“If you wish,” he answered in a low voice. 

“It would be useless, Madame,” said the proprietor. “AH 
the hotels are full. In the others you will not find even 
a bedroom.” 

“ Perhaps we had better stay here,” she said to Androvsky. 

Her voice, too, was low and tired. In her heart something 
seemed to say, “ Do not strive any more. In the garden it was 
finished. Already you are face to face with the end.” 

When she was alone in her small bedroom, which was full of 
the noises of the street, and had washed and put on another dress, 
she began to realise how much she had secretly been counting on 
one more evening alone with Androvsky. She had imagined her¬ 
self dining with him in their sitting-room unwatched, sitting 
together afterwards, for an hour or two, in silence perhaps, but A 
least alone. She had imagined a last solitude with him with the 
darkness of the African night around them. She had counted 
upon that. She realised it now. Her whole heart and soul had 
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been asking for that, believing that a^least that would be granted 
to her. But it was not to be. She must go down with him into 
a crowd of American tourists, must—her heart sickened. It 
.seemed to her for a moment that if only she could have this one 
more evening quietly with the man she loved she could brace 
herself to bear anything afterwards, but that if she could not have 
it she must break down. She felt desperate. 

A gong sounded below. She did not move though she heard 
it, knew what it meant. After a few minutes there was a tap at 
the door. 

“What is it?” she said. 

“ Dinner is ready, Madame,” said a voice in English with a 
strong foreign accent. 

Domini went to the door and opened it. 

“ Does Monsieur know ? ” 

“ Monsieur is already in the hall waiting for Madame.” 

She went down and found Androvsky. 

They dined at a small table in a room fiercely lit up with 
electric light and restless with revolving fans. Close to them, at 
an immense tabic decorated with flowers, dined the American 
tourists. The women wore hats with large hanging veils. The 
men were in travelling suits. They looked sunburnt and gay, 
and talked and laughed with an intense vivacity. Afterwards 
they were going in a body to see the dances of the ,41mees. 
Androvsky shot one glance at them as he came in, then looked 
away quickly. The lines near his mouth deepened. For a 
moment he shut his eyes. Domini did not speak to him, did 
not attempt to talk. Enveloped by the nasal uproar of the gay 
tourists they ate in silence. When the short meal was over they 
got up and went out into the hall. The public drawing-room 
opened out of it on the left. They looked into it and saw red 
plush settees, a large centre table covered with a rummage of 
newspapers, a Jew with a bald head writing a letter, and two old 
German ladies with caps drinking coffee and knitting stockings. 

“ The desert 1 ” Androvsky whispered. 

• Suddenly he drew away from the door and walked out into 
the street. Lines of carriages stood there waiting to be hired. 
He beckoned to one, a victoria with a pair of small Arab horses. 
When it was in front of the hotel he said to Domini,— 



THE JOURNEY BACK 


513 


“Will you get in, Domini?” 

She obeyed. Androvsky said to the Maltese driver,— 

“ Drive to the Belvedere. Drive round the park till I tell you 
to return.” 

The man whipped his horses, and they rattled down the broad 
street, past the brilliantly-lighted cafis, the Cercle Militaire, the 
palace of the Resident, where Zouaves were standing, turned to the 
left and were soon out on a road where a tram line stretched 
between villas, waste ground and flat fields. In front of them rose 
a hill with a darkness of trees scattered over it. They reached it, 
and began to mount it slowly. The lights of the city shone below 
them. Domini saw great sloping lawns dotted with shrubs and 
trees. Scents of hidden flowers came to her in the night, and 
she heard a whirr of insects. Still they mounted, and presently 
reached the top of the hill. 

“ Stop ! ” said Androvsky to the driver. 

He drew up his horses. 

“Wait for us here.” 

Androvsky got out. 

“Shall we walk a little way?” he said to Domini. 

“Yes—yes.” 

She got out too, and they walked slowly along the deserted 
road. Below them she saw the lights of ships gliding upon the 
lakes, the bright eye of a lighthouse, the distant lamps of 
scattered villages along the shores, and, very far off, a yellow 
gleam that dominated the sea beyond the lakes and seemed to 
watch patiently all those who came and went, the pilgrims to and 
from Africa. That gleam shone in Carthage. 

From the sea over the flats came to them a breeze that had a 
savour of freshness, of cool and delicate life. 

They walked for some time without speaking, then Domini 
said,— 

“ From the cemetery of El-Largani you looked out over this, 
didn’t you, Boris ? ” 

“ Yes, Domini,” he answered. “ It was then that the voice 
spoke to me.” 

“It will never speak again. God will not let it speak 
again.” 

“ How can you know that ? ” 

2K 
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“We are tried in the fire, Boris, but we are not burnt to 
death.” 

She said it for herself, to reassure herself, to give a little com¬ 
fort to her own soul. 

“ To-night I feel as if it were not so,” he answered. “ When 
we came to the hotel it seemed—I thought that I could not 
go on.” 

“ And now ? " 

“ Now I do not know anything except that this is my last 
night with you. And, Domini, that seems to me to be absolutely 
incredible although I know it. I cannot imagine any future 
away from you, any life in which I do not see you. I feel as if 
in parting from you I am parting from myself, as if the thing left 
would be no more a man, but only a broken husk. Can I pray 
without you, love God without you ? ” 

“ Best without me.” 

“ But can I live without you, Domini ? Can I wake day after 
day to the sunshine, and know that I shall never see you again, 
and go on living ? Can I do that ? I don’t feel as if it could be. 
Perhaps, when I have done my penance, God will have mercy.” 

“ How, Boris? ” 

“ Perhaps He will let me die.” 

“ Let us fix all the thoughts of our hearts on the life in which 
He may let us be together once more. Look, Boris, there are 
lights in the darkness, there will always be lights.” 

“ I can’t see them,” he said. 

She looked at him and saw that tears were running down his 
cheeks. Again, on this last night of companionship, God 
summoned her to be strong for him. On the edge of the hill, 
close to them, she saw a Moorish temple built of marble, with 
narrow arches and columns, and marble seats. 

“ I^et us sit here for a moment, Boris,” she said. 

He followed her up the marble steps. Two or three times he 
stumbled, but she did not give him her hand. They sat down 
between the slender columns and looked out over the city, whose 
blanched domes and minarets were faintly visible in the night. 
Androvsky was shaken by sobs. 

“ How can I part from you ? ” he said brokenly. “ How am 
1 to do it? How can I—how can I? AVhy was I given this love 
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for you, this terrible thing, this crying out, this reaching out of 
flesh and heart and soul to you? Domini—Domini—what does 
it all mean—this mystery of torture—this scourging of the body 
—this tearing in pieces of my soul and yours ? Domini, shall we 
know—shall we ever know ? ” 

“ I am sure we shall know, we shall all know some day, the 
meaning of the mystery of pain. And then, perhaps, then surely, 
we shall each of us be glad that we have suffered. The suffering 
will make the glory of our happiness. Even now sometimes when 
I am suffering, Boris, I feel as if there were a kind of splendour, 
even a kind of nobility in what I am doing, as if I were proving 
my own soul, proving the force that God has put into me. Boris, 
let us—you and I—learn to say in all this terror, ‘ I am uncon¬ 
quered, I am unconquerable.”' 

“ I feel that I could say that, even in the most frightful circum¬ 
stances, if only I could sometimes see you—even far away as now 
I see those lights.” 

“ You will see me in your prayers every day, and I shall see 
you in mine.” 

“But the cry of the body, Domini, of the eyes, of the hands, 
to see, to touch—it’s so fierce, it’s so—it’s so—” 

“ I know, I hear it too, always. But there is another voice, 
which will be strong when the other has faded into eternal 
silence. In all bodily things, even the most beautiful, there is 
something finite. We must reach out our poor, feeble, trembling 
hands to the infinite. I think everyone who is born does that 
through life, often without being conscious of it. We shall do it 
consciously, you and I. We shall be able to do it because of our 
dreadful suffering. We shall want, we shall have to do it, you— 
where you are going, and I—” 

“ Where will you be ? ” 

“ I don’t know, I don’t know. I won’t think of the afterwards 
now, in these last few hours—in these last—" 

Her voice faltered and broke. Then the tears came to her 
also, and for a while she could not see the distant lights. 

When she spoke again she said,— 

“ Boris, let us go now.” 

He got up without a word. They found the carriage and 
drove back to Tunis. 



516 THE GARDEN OF ALLAH 

When they reached the hotel they came into the midst of the 
American tourists, who were excitedly discussing the dances they 
had seen, and calling for cooling drinks to allay the thirst created 
by the heat of the close rooms of Oriental houses. 

Early next morning a carriage was at the door. When they 
had got into it the coachman looked round. 

“Where shall I drive to. Monsieur?” 

Androvsky looked at him and made no reply. 

“To El-l.argani,” Domini said. 

“To the monastery, Madame?” 

“Yes.” 

He whistled to his horses gaily. As they trotted on bells 
chimed about their necks, chimed a merry peal to the sunshine 
that lay over the land. They passed soldiers marching, and 
heard the call of bugles, the rattle of drums. And each sound 
seemed distant and each moving figure far away. This world of 
Africa, fiercely distinct in the clear air under the cloudless sky, 
was unreal to them both, was vague as a northern land wrapped 
in a mist of autumn. The unreal was about them. Within them¬ 
selves was the real. They sat beside each other without speaking. 
tVords to them now were useless things. What more had they 
to say? Everything and nothing. Lifetimes would not have 
been long enough for them to speak their thoughts for each 
other, of each other, to speak their emotions, all that was in their 
minds and hearts during that drive from the city to the monastery 
that stood upon the hill. Yet did not their mutual action of that 
morning say all that need be said ? The silence of the Trappists 
surely floated out to them over the plains and the pale waters of 
the bitter lakes and held them silent. 

But the bells on the horses’ necks rang always gaily, and the 
coachman, who would presently drive Domini back alone to Tunis, 
whistled and sang on his high seat. 

Presently they came to a great wooden cross standing on a 
pedestal of stone by the roadside at the edge of a grove of olive 
trees. It marked the beginning of the domain of El-Largani. 
Whtfn Domini saw it she looked at Androvsky, and his eyes 
answered her silent question. The coachman whipped his horses 
into a canter, as if he were in haste to reach his destination. He 
was thinking of the good red wine of the monks. In a cloud of 
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white dust the carriage rolled onwards between vineyards in which, 
here and there, labourers were working, sheltered from the sun by 
immense straw hats. A long line of waggons, laden with barrels 
and drawn by mules covered with bells and sheltered from the 
flies by leaves, met them. In the distance Domini saw forests of 
eucalyptus trees. Suddenly it seemed to her as if she saw 
Androvsky coming from them towards the white road, helping a 
man who was pale, and who stumbled as if half-fainting, yet 
whose face was full of a fierce passion of joy—the stranger 
whose ipfluence had driven him out of the monastery into the 
world. She bent down her head and hid her face in her hands, 
praying, praying with all her strength for courage in this supreme 
moment of her life. But almost directly the prayers died on her 
lips and in her heart, and she found herself repeating the words 
of The Imitation :— 

“ I.ove watcheth, and sleeping, slumbereth not. When weary 
it is not tired; when straitened it is not constrained; when 
frightened it is not disturbed; but like a vivid flame and a burn¬ 
ing torch it mounteth upwards and securely passeth through all. 
Whosoever loveth knoweth the cry of this voice.” 

Again and again she said the words: “It securely passeth 
through all—it securely passeth through all.” Now, at last, she 
was to know the uttermost truth of those words which she had 
loved in her happiness, which she clung to now as a little child 
clings to its father’s hand. 

The carriage turned to the right, went on a little way, then 
stopped. 

Domini lifted her face from her hands. She saw before her 
a great door which stood open. Above it was a statue of the 
Madonna and Child, and on either side were two angels with swords 
and stars. Underneath was written, in great letters,— 

JANUA COELI. 

Beyond, through the doorway, she saw an open space upon 
which the sunlight streamed, three palm trees, and a second door 
which was shut. Above this second door was written,— 

“ Les dames n'entrentpas id.” 

As she looked the figure of a very old monk with a long white 
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beard shuffled slowly across the patch of sunlight and 
disappeared. 

The coachman turned round. 

“ You descend here,” he said in a cheerful voice. “ Madame 
will be entertained in the parlour on the right of the first door, 
but Monsieur can go on to the Mtellerie. It’s over there.” 

He pointed with his whip and turned his back to them again. 

Domini sat quite still. Her lips moved, once more repeating 
the words of The Imitation. Androvsky got up from his seat, 
stepped heavily out of the carriage, and stood beside it. The 
coachman was busy lighting a long cigar. Androvsky leaned 
forward towards Domini with his arms on the carriage and looked - 
at her with tearless eyes. 

“ Domini,” at last he whispered. “ Domini! ” 

Then she turned to him, bent towards him, put her hands on 
his shoulders and looked into his face for a long time, as if she 
were trying to see it now for all the years that were perhaps to 
come. Her eyes, too, were tearless. 

At last she leaned down and touched his forehead with her lips. 

She said nothing. Her hands dropped from his shoulders, 
she turned away and her lips moved once more. 

Then Androvsky moved slowly in through the doorway of the 
monastery, crossed the patch of sunlight, lifted his hand and rang 
the bell at the second door. 

“ Drive back to Tunis, please.” 

“ Madame! ” said the coachman. 

“ Drive back to Tunis.” 

“ Madame is not going to enter! But Monsieur—" 

“ Drive back to Tunis ! ” 

Something in the voice that spoke to him startled the coach¬ 
man. He hesitated a moment, staring at Domini from his seat, 
then, with a muttered curse, he turned his horses’ heads and 
plied the whip ferociously. 

“ Love watcheth, and sleeping, slumbereth not. When weary 
it is not tired. When weary—it—is not—tired.” 

Domini’s lips ceased to move. She could not speak any 
more. She could not even pray without words. 

Yet, in that moment, she did not feel alone. 
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XXXI 

In the garden of Count Anteoni, which has now passed into other 
hands, a little boy may often be seen playing. He is gay, as 
children are, and sometimes he is naughty and, as if out of sheer 
wantonness, he destroys the pyramids of sand erected by the Arab 
gardeners upon the narrow paths between the rills, or tears off 
the petals of the geraniums and scatters them to the breezes that 
whisper among the trees. But when Larbi’s flute calls to him he 
runs to hear. He sits at the feet of that persistent lover, and 
watches the big fingers fluttering at the holes of the reed, and his 
small face becomes earnest and dreamy, as if it looked on far-off 
things, or watched the pale pageant of the mirage rising mysteri- ' 
ously out of the sunlit spaces of the sands to fade again leaving 
no trace behind. 

Only one other song he loves more than the twittering tune 
of Larbi. 

Sometimes, when twilight is falling over the Sahara, his mother 
calls him to her, to the white wall where she is sitting beneath a 
jamelon tree. 

“ Listen, Boris! ” she whispers. 

The little boy climbs up on her knee, leans his face against 
her breast and obeys. An Arab is passing below on the desert 
track, singing to himself as he goes towards his home in the oasis. 

“ No one but God nnd I 
Knows what is in my heart.’ 

He is singing the song of the freed negroes. When his voice has 
died away the mother puts the little boy down. It is bed-time, 
and Smal'n is there to lead him to the white villa, where he will 
sleep dreamlessly till morning. 

But the mother stays alone by the wall till the night falls and 
the desert is hidden. 


“No one but God and I 
Knows what is in my heart." 

She whispers the words to herself. The cool wind of the night 
blows over the vast spaces of the Sahara and touches her cheek, 
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reminding her of the wind that, at Arba, carried fire towards her 
as she sat before the tent, reminding her of her glorious days of 
liberty, of the passion that came to her soul like fire in the desert. 

But she does not rebel. 

For always, when night falls, she sees the form of a man 
praying who once fled from prayer in the desert; she sees a 
wanderer who at last has reached his home. 
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CAS rCK. with 1-2 Plat* s ami 87 Wood¬ 
cuts in lliO Text l>y(jKOKGl- Cui'lktUIANK. 
G:v. ;u- tv/, net. 

IUlusir.\tr.d Pocket I.ibrarv. 
THE 'J’OWEK OF T.ONDO.N. With 40 
Plates and 58 Wo*)dcuts in the Text by 

GliORGKCKtTHSitANK. l\ilp. SuO. 3^.64/. 
vet, 

I Ilhistr.Mted Pocket Library. 
Alexander (WUUatn), D.D., Au Ubishop of 
Armaglu TJIOUOllLS AND CODN- 
SKL.S OF MANY YEARS. Selected 
by J. H. Burn, 11 . 1 ). /Vwr 's. u>i. 

Alhen (Henry), the A^AL^<:.s of 
THE HUNTING FIELD. With 7 Col¬ 
oured Plates and 43 Illustration on wood. 
/Vfl/, 8syo. 3J. 6./. net, 

[Illustrated Pocket liibrary. 
THE NATIONAL SPORTS OF GRE.AT 
BRITAIN. With descriptions in Kngli.^h 
and French. With 57 Coloured Platc.s. 
Royal Folio. Five Guineas net, 

THE NATIONAL SPORTS OF GREAT 
BRITAIN. With Descriptions and 51 
(roloured Plates by Hknky Alken. 4^. 6^. 
N«r/. 

Also a limited edition on large Japanese 
paper, 30^. Mt 


This ho<»k is completely diiTercnt from 
the large folio edition of * N.Ttional Sports’ 
by the same artist, and none of tlte plates 
arc similar. (Illusir.'ited Pocket Library. 

See also NimrOd and Egan. 

Allen (Jessie). DUKKK. With many Illus- 
nations. Demy ss. M. net. 

ILilde Books on Art. 

Allen (J. RomlUy), f.s.a. CEi.Tic ar e 

With mnuci’tius illustraUuni. and Plans. 
])eMy fipu. 7 *‘. 6</. net. 

[Antiquary's Books. 

AlmaCkCE.). BOOKPLATES. Witiimany 
lilu-stralions. Demy >>10. '.>s. t\d,net. 

[j.ittle Ih>uk2» on Art. 

Amherst (Lady). A SKETCH of 
I'.GYPTIAN HISTORY FROM THE 
EARLIEST 'JJMi'S TO THl-i PRE¬ 
SENT J).\Y. With many lllustr.atious 
some of which are iu Colour. XUmy Gt-il 
1 hs. ini net. 

Anderson (P. M.). THE STORY Ol' 
THE BRITISH EMPIRE FOR CTIll.- 
1 )RKN. With many lilu^trutions. Crown. 

AndrW4 (Bishop). PRECF.S PRI- 

VATAE. Edited, with Notes, by 
F. K. Biughtman, M.A., of Pusey House, 
Oxford. Cremn ^vo. 6s. 

Aristophanes. THE FROGS. Translated 
into English by K. W. Hunt jngforu, M.A., 
Professor of Classics in 'J'rinity College, 
Toronto. Croivn StfO. 7S. hi. 

Aristotle. THE NICOMACHEAN 
ETHICS. Edited, with an Introduction 
and Notes, by John Burnet, ALA., Pro¬ 
fessor of Greek at St. Andrews. Demy %vo. 
isr. net. 

Ashton. (B-X THE PEELES AT THE 
CAPITAli. Illustrated. Demy i 6 smo. 
as.6d. [Idttle Bine Books. 

MRS. BARBERRY'S GENERAL SHOP. 
Illustrated. Demy i6nto. vs, 6d, 

(The Little Blue Books. 
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Examination of Mr. Chamberlain's Pro* 
posals. Dimy Zvo. 6d, net* 


Atkina <R.O.). GOETHE. With xa Illus¬ 
trations. ^ Fcnf. Zvo. ^s. 6 «f.; leather^ 4 /. 
net. (Little Biographies. Nearly Ready. 

Atkinson (T. D.). A SHORT HISTORY 
OF ENGLISH ARCHITECTURE. 
With over 300 Illustrations by the Author 
and others, t'cap. Zvo. 31 . 6<l. net. 

Austen (Jane). PRIDE AND PRRJU- 
J)1CK. Edited by E. V. Lucas, 'hvo 
Volumes. Svuill Pott 8?'^. Eaeh volume^ 
ctoifk li. Zd. net,; leather^ 2 f. 6 </. net. 

(Little Library. 


NORTHANGER ABBEY. Edited by K. 
V. Lucas. Small Pott Zvo. Cloth, is. bd. 
net.; leather, 2 r. 6d. net. (Little Library. 

Bacon (Francis). THE ESSAYS of. 
Edited by Kjavard Wright. Small Pott 
Zvo, IS, 6d. net; leather, zs. 6d. net. 

[Little Libr.iry. 

Baden-Powell (R. S. S.)| Major-General. 
THE DOWNFALL OK PREMPEH. A 
Diary of Life in Ashanti, 1895 . With si 
Illustrations and a Map. 'Phird Edition. 
Large Crown Z7>o. (ts. 

A Colonial Edition is also published. 

THE MATABELE CAMPAIGN, 1896 . 
With nearly too Illustrations. Fourth and 
Cheaper Edition. Large Cr<nvn Zvo. Cs. 

A Colonial Edition is also published. 

Baker (W. 0.), M.A. junior geo- 
<;RAPHY EXAMINATION PAPERS. 
Flap, Zvo. IS. I Innior Exam. Series. 

Baker (Julian D.K.i.c., F.c.s. the 

BREWING INDUSTRY. Crown Zvo. 
75. 6d. net. {Rooks on Business. 

Balfour (Graham), the LITE ok 
ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON. Second 
Edition. TwoVolumen. Demy Zvo, zss.ttet, 
A Colonial Edition i‘« also published. 
Bally (S. E.). A FRENCH COMMERCIAL 
READER. With Vocabulary. Second 
Edition, Crown Zvo, zs. 

(Commercial .Scries. 

FRENCH COMMERCIAL CORKK- I 
SPONDENCK. With Vocabulary. 7'hird I 


Edition. Crown Zvo, zs. 

(Commercial Series. 
A GERMAN COMMERCIAL READER. 
With Vocabulary. Croton Zvo. zs. 

[Commercial Series. 
GERMAN COMMERCIAL CORRE- 
SPONDENCE. With Vocabulary. Crown 
Zto. zs. 6d. ICommercial Scries. 

Banka (EUsaheth L). THE AUTO- 
BIOGRAPHY OF A -NEWSPAPER 
GIRL.' With Portrait of the Author and 
herDctf. Second Edition. Crown Zvo, (a. 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 

Barham(R. H.). theingoldsby 

LEGENDS. EailcdbyJ.B.ATLAV. Two 


Volumes. Small Pott Zvo, Eaehvohtmi^ 
cloth, IS, 6d. net; leather, os, ^ net, 

(Little Library. 

Bulna«00ttld(8.X Authorof-Mebmlah.'etc. 
THE LIFE OF NAPOLEON BONA- 
PARTE. With over 450 Illustrations in 
the Text, and la Photogravure Plates. 
Gilt ioP. Large quarto, 

THE TRAGEDY OF TflE CiESARS. 
With numerous Illustrations from Busts, 
Gems, Cameos, etc. F\ftk Edition, 
Royal Zvo, isf. 

A BOOK OF FAIRY TALES. With 
numerous Illustrations and Initial Letters 
by Arthur J. Gaskin. Second Edition. 
Crovfn Z7>o, Buckram. 6s. 

A BOOKOFBKTJTANV. With numerous 
Illustrations. ^V7vn Zvo. 6 .f. 

Uniform in scope and si/e with Mr. 
Baring-Gould's well-known books on Devon, 
Cornwall,.and Dartmoor. 

OLD ENGLISH FAIRY TAT.ES. With 
numerous Illustrations by F< D. llRDFopn. 
Second Edition. ^ Cr. Zvo, Purkram. 6 r. 
A Colonial Edition is also publisbed. 
THE VICAR OF MORWENSTOW: A 
Biography. ^ A new and HevLed Edition. 
With Portrait. Crown Zvo.' jr, 6d, 

A completely new edition of the well- 
known biography of R. S. Hawker. 
DARTMOOR t A Descriptive and Historiral 
.Sketch. With Plans and numerous Illus¬ 
trations. Croton Bvo. 6s. 

THE BOOK OF THE WEST. Wilhnumer- 
ous Illustrations. Two volumes. Vol. i. 
Dtsoii. Second Edition. Vol. 11 . Cornwall. 
.Second F.diiion. Croton Zvo. 6s. each. 

A BOOK OF NOR'JH WALE.'^. With 
I numerous Iliu.sfraflftns. Cnnvn Hr/o. 6 .f. 
j This iKiok i.s uniform with Mr. B.arini'- 
Gimid's books on Devon, Dartmoor, and 
Britt.iny. 

A BOgK of south walks. With 

intiny Illustrations. (V. ft?//*. Cs. 

A BOOK OF GHOST.S. With many Ulus- 
Iraticns. Cr. Zvo. 6s. net, 

A (Colonial Edition is also published. 
BRIITANY. IlUistraled by J. A. WvuK. 
l*oit Zvo, Cloth, 3 Jr.; leather, y. 6ff. net. 

I Lit tic Guides. 

OLD COUNTRY LIFE. With O 7 Jlliwtra- 
tions. Fi/th Edition. Large Cr. Zvo. Cs. 
AN OLD ENGLISH HOME. Withnumer- 
ous Plans and Illustrations. Cr. Zvo. 6t. 
YORKSHIRE ODDITIES AND 
STRANfJE EVENTS. Fi/th Edition. 
Crown Zvo. Cs, 

STRANGE SURVIVALS AND SUPER- 
STITIONS. SecotfdEdition. Cr.Zvo, 6s. 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 

A GARLAND OF COUNTRY SONG: 
Enciish Folk Songs with their Traditional 
Melodies. Collected and arranged by 
.S. Baring-Goulp and H. F. Sherfako. 
Demy^to, 6s, 
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SONGS OF THK WEST: Tr»ditional 
Ballads and Songs of the West of England, 
with their Melodies. Coiiected by S. 
Baring • Gould, M.A., and H. F. Shep- 
I'ARD, M.A. In 4 Parts. i’aWt //., 
///., as. (xi. tach. Part IV., 4s. /» One 
Valums, Frtsich Morocco, rot. net. 

Barker (Aldred F.), Author of ‘ Pattern 
Analysis,' etc. AN INTRODUCTION 
TO THE STUDY OF TEXTILE 
DESIGN. With numerous Diagrams and 
Illustrations. Dtmyfioo. as. 6 d. 
Bames(W.E.),l).D. ISAI.AH. Wilhan in¬ 
troduction and Notes. TmoVols. Fcafi.ivo. 
as.tuteack. With Map. IChurcliman’s Bible. 

Barnett (Mra. P. A.), a little book 

OF ENGLISH PROSE. Small Pott 800. 
Cloth, IS. 6 if. net; IcMher, as. Cd. net. 

[Little Library. 

Baron(R.B.N,). M.A. krenchprose 
COMPOSITION. Crown Svo. as. 6 d. 
Key, 3t. sut. 

Barron (H. H.), M.A., Wadham College, 
Oxford. TEXTS FOR SERMONS. With 
.1 Preface by Canon Scott Holland. 
Crown ivo. as. id. 

Bastable (C. r.), M.A., Professor of Econ¬ 
omics at Trinity College, Dublin. THE 
COMMERCE OF NATIONS. Second 
Kdition. Crown 800. as. id. 

[Social Questions .Series. 
Batson (Mrs. Stephen). A BOOK OF 
THE COUNTRV’^ND THE GARDEN. 
Illustrated by F. Carkutiieks Gould and 
A. C. Gould. Demy 8r<o. loj. id. 

A CONCISE HANDBOOK OF GAR¬ 
DEN FLOWERS. Fcap. 8rw. v id. 

Beaman(AHuline). pon.s asiNorum; 
OR, A GUIDE TO BRIDGE Second 
Edition. Feat. 8r'<i. as. 

Bear4(W.8.). junior arithmetic 

EXAMINATION PAPERS. Second 
Edition. Fcap. Svo. is. With or without 
Answers. [ Iunior Examination Scries. 

JUNIOR GENERAL INFORMATION 
EXAMINATION PAPERS. Feat. Bus. 
It. [Junior Examination Series. 

EASY EXERCLSES IN ARITHMETIC. 
Arranged by. Cr. Svo. Without Answers, it. 
With Answers, 11. ad. 

BeokfordfPeterX THOUGHTS on 
HUNTING. Edited by J. Otho Paget, 
andlllustratedbyG. H. Jalland. Second 
and Cheater Edition. Demy ivo. is. 

BeokfordC^MainX THE history OF 

THE CALIPH VATHEK. Edited by E. 
Drnlson Ross. Pott ivo. Cloth, it. 6>f. 
sut; leather, as. 6 d. met. (little library. 
BeeOhincfELO.XM.A.,Canon of Westminster. 
LYRA SACRA: A Book of Sacred Verse. 
With an Introduction and Notes. Pott 8rv. 
AA, ae.‘,lessther, at.6d.[IibrBry of Devotion. 

BehmenfJMOb). thesupErseksual 

LIFE. Edited by BaxNAao Holla.nd. 
Feap, leia jt. id. 


BeUoe(HilaireX PARIS. WithMaptand 
Illustrations. Crown Bvo. is. 

BeUot (H. H. L.). M.A. THE INNER 
AND MIDDLE TEMPLE. With numer¬ 
ous Illustrations. Crown 8 w. is. sut. 

See also L. A. A. JoneB. 

Bennett (W. H.), M.A. a PRIMER OK 
THE BIBLE. Second Edition. Crown 
ivo. as. id. 

Bennett (W. E.) and Adene? (W. F.X A 
BIBLICAL INTRODUCTION. Second 
Edition, Crown ivo. as. id. 

Benson (Archhlshopj GOD'S BOARD; 
Communion Addresses. With Introductory 
Note by Mrs. Benson. Fcap. ivo, y.id.nst. 

Benson (AC.), M.A. tennyso#i. with 

8 Illustrations. Fcap. ivo. Cloth, as. id.; 
Leather, es. net. [Little Biographies. 

Benson (E. M.). THE WAY OF HOI.l- 
NESS: a Devotional Commentary on the 
iiptli Psalm. Crown ivo, s*. 

Bernard (E. B.), M.A., Canon of Salisbury. 
THE ENGLISH SUNDAY. Fcap. tvo. 

TS. id. 


Bertouebe (BaronesB de). THE LIFE 
OF FATHER IGNATIUS. With Illus¬ 
trations. Demy ivo. tor. id. net. 

A Colonial Elditian is also published. 

Bethune-Baker (J. P.), M.A., Fellow of 
Pembroke College, Cambridge. A HIS¬ 
TORY OF EARLY CHRISTIAN DOC¬ 
TRINE. Demy ivo, 10s. id. 

IHandliooks of Theology. 

Bidez (M.). See Parmenfier. 

BlggB (C. E. D.). D. D. THE EPISTLE TO 
™e PHILIPPIANS. With an Introduc¬ 
tion and Notes heap. Sen. is. id. sut. 

(Churchman's Bible. 

BindleYCr. Herbert), B.D. the oecu¬ 
menical DOCUMENTS OF 'THF. 
FAITH. With Introductions and Notes. 
Crown 8m is, 

A historical account of the Creeds. 

Blnyon ^urence). THE DEATH OF 
ADAM, AND OTHER POKMa Second 
Edition. Crown ivo. y. id. sut. 

Blair (Eobert). THE G^RAVE: a Poem. 
Illustrated by la Etchings executed by 
Louis SciiiavONeTTi, from the origimd 
inventions of William Blake. With an 
F.ngraved Title-Page and a Portrait of 
Blake by T. pHiLLirs, R.A Fcap. 8m 
y. id. sut. 

Also a limited edition on large Japanese 
paper with India Proofs and aduplicatesetoi 
plates, ly.sut. [Illustrated Pocket Library. 

Blake(WfilUunX illustrations of 

THE book OF JOB. Invented and 
Engraved bjr. Fca^. ivo. y. id. sut. 

Also a limited edition on large Japanese 
paper with India proofsand aduplicate set of 
blates. isx.sR'r. [lllnstratedPodcet Library. 

SELECTIONS. Edited by Nb PnuciNi. 
Ssnali Pott tvo. it,id,tut: losether.as.id. 
sut. (Little Library. 
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BlaxtandCB.). M.A. THE SONG OV 
SONGS. Being Selection* from St. Bek- 
KARD. StHoUP»ttive. Clfth, as,; leather, 
as. 6 d, net, [Library of Devotion. 

Bloom (T. Harrey), m.a. SHAKE¬ 
SPEARE'S GARDEN. With Illustrations. 
Feat, ive, as. 6 d ,; leather, y, (set, net. 

Boardman (J. H.). See W. French. 

BodlejCJ.B.O). Author of'France.' THE 
CORONATION OF EDWARD VII. 
Demyiss. ais.net. ByCommandoflheKing. 

Body (Oeorm), D.D. the SOUL'S PIL¬ 
GRIMAGE t Devotional Readings from 
his published and unpublished writings. 
Seleaed and arranged by J. H. Burn, 
B.D., F.R.S.E. Pettivo. as.td, 

Bona (Cardinal). A guide to eter¬ 
nity. Edited with an Introduction and 
Notes, by J. W. STANnKiDCE, B.D. Pett 
'iv0. Cloth, as,; leather, as. M. net. 


[ Library of Devotion. 

Borrow (Oeorge). lavengro. Edited 

by F. Mindes Groomr. Two Volumes. 
.SmallPott Svo. Pack volume, cloth.xs. id. 
net; leather, as. 6 ei. net. [Little Library. 
THE ROMANY RYE. Edited by John 
Sampson. Small Pott Zvo, Cloth, xs, id. 
net; leather, as. id. net. [Little Library. 

Boa (J. Blteema). agricultural 

zoology. Translated by J. R. Ains¬ 
worth Davis, M.A. With an Introduction 
by Eleanor A. Orms;rod, F.E.S. With 
rjS Illustrations. Crown ivo. Third 
Edition, as. 6<f. 

Bot^ (C. 0 .). B.A. JUNIOR LATIN 
EXAMINATION PAPERS. Feaf. Zyo. 
SecondEd. xs. [Junior Examination Series. 
EASY GREEK EXERCISES. Cr. Bvo. as. 
Bonlton (E. B). GEOMETRY ON 
MODERN LINES. Croxun Bvo. as. 
Bowden (B. M.). THE imi tation OF 

BUDDHA : Being Quotations _ from 
Buddhist Literature for each Day in the 
Year. Fourth Edition. Crown ximo. ss.id. 
Bowmaker (E.). THE HOUSING OF 
THE WORKING CLASSES. Crown 
Bvo. as. id. [Social Questions Series. 
B(ryle(W.). CHRISTMAS AT THE ZOO. 
With Verses by W. Boyle and *4 Coloured 
Picturesby H. B. Neilson. Pottsto. as. 

Brabant dr. 0 .), m.a. SUSSEX, lilus- 
trattd by E. H. New. Small Pott Bvo. 
Cloth, 3*.; leather, y. id. net, 

[Little Guides. 

THE ENGLISH LAKES. Illustrated by 
E. H. New. Ssnall Pott Bvo. Cloth, ss. ; 
feather, 4*. id, net. [Little Guides. 

Brodrick (Maiy) and Morton (Ander- 
■onh A CONCISE handbook of 
EGYPTIAN ARCHAJOLOGY. With 
many Illustrations. Crown Bvo. y, id. 
Braoki (A. 8.), M.A. SLINGSBY AND 
SLINGSBYGASTLE. With many Illus¬ 
trations. Cr. Bvo. js. id. 

Brooks (B. V.). See F. j. Hamilton. 


Brown (P. H.). Fraser Professor of Ancient 
(Scottish) History at the University of 
Minbuigh. SCOTLAND IN THE 
TIME OF QUEEN MARY. Demy Bvo. 
as. id, net. 

BrotmeU (C. L.). THE HEART OF 
JAPAN. Illustrated. Third Edition. 
Crown Boo, is. 

A Colonial Edition is also published. 

Browning (Robert), selections 
FROM THE EARLY POEMS OF. 
With Introduction and Notes by W. Hall 
Grippih. Smatl Pott Bvo. xs. id. net .; 
leather, as. id. net, [Little Library. 

Buckland (Fraade T.). CURIOSITIES 
OF NATURAL HISTORY. With Illus¬ 
trations by Harry B. Neilson, Crown 
8r't>. 3s. id, 

Buckton (A. M.). THE BURDEN OF 
ENGELAta Ballad-j^ic. Second Edi¬ 
tion. Croxvn Bvo. as. id, net. 

EAGER HEART: A Mystery Play. Crowy 
Bvo. IS, net. 

Budge (E A. WalUe). THE gods 
of THE EGYPTIANS. With over 
looColoured Plates and many Illustrations. 
Two Volumes. Royal Bvo. LBx 3 s. uel. 

Bull (Paul), Army Chaplain. GOD AND 
OUR SOLDIERS, /row* Sr-e. 6<. 

A Coloni.vl Edition is also published. 

BuUeP (Mies). See Lady Ililke. 

BUJWanWolm). THE.PILGRIM'S PRO- 
GKESS. Edited, with an Iniroduction, 
byC. H. Firth, M.A. With 39 Illustra¬ 
tions by R. Anning Bkll. Cr, Bvo, is. 

GRACE ABOUNDING. Edited by C. -S. 
Freer, M.A. Small Poll Bvo, Cloth, as. ; 
leather, as. id. net. [Libr.iry of Devotion. 

Bttrcb(0. 3 ,\ M.A., F.R.S. A MANUAL 
OF ELECTRICAL SCIENCE. With 
numerous Illustrations.. Croxvn Bvo. y. 

lUniversity Extension Series. 

Burgeas (Ctolem coops and how 

TO HE THEM. With numerous Illus¬ 
trations. Smalt nU, is. 

Bum (A. E.), D. D.. Prebendary of Uchlield. 
AN INTRODUCTION TO THE HIS- 
TORY OF THE CREEDS. D/my ivo. 
tor. id. (Handbooks of Theology. 

Bum (J. a), E.D., A MANUAL OF 
CONSOLATION FROM THE SAINTS 
AND FATHERS. Smatl Pott Bvo. 
Cloth, as.; leather, as, id. net. 

[ Library of Devotion. 

Bum (J. H.), B.D. A DAY BOOK FROM 
THE SAINTS AND FATHERS. With 
an Introduction and Notes. Small Pott 
Bvo. Cloth, as .; teestker, as, id, net, 

[Library of Devotion. 

Bumaad (Sir ?. C.V. records and 
REMINISCENCES, PERSONAL AND 
GENERAln With many IllustratiAis, 
Den^B/vo. TwoVolumes. Third Edition, 
ay, 

A Colootal Edition is alio published. 
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Bums (Bobsrt), the poems of. 

Kilhcd by Anukew Lang and W. A. 
Ckaigie. With Portrait. Third Sdiiun. 
Dtmv 8»o, lilt M, 6s. 

Burnside (W. F.), M.A. OLD TESTA¬ 
MENT HISTORY FOR USE IN 
SCHOOLS. Crown Zvo. ■?*. 6d. 

Burton (Alfred). THE MILITARY AD¬ 
VENTURES OF JOHNNY NEW- 
COME. With 15 (Coloured Plates by 
T. Rowlandson. /'£«/. 8rw. 31. 6d. net. 

[Illustrated Pocket Library. 
THE ADVENTURES OF lOHNNY 
NEWCOME IN THE NAVY. With 
ifi Coloured Plates by T. Rowlandson. 
h'cat.Zoo. t^.Zd.Htt. llllus-PocketLibrary 

Caldecott (Alfred), D.D. THE phil¬ 
osophy OF KEI.IOION IN ENG¬ 
LAND AND AMERICA. Demy Bvo. 
\os.6d, (H .md book.s of Theology. 

Calderwood (D. B.), Headmaster of the Nor¬ 
mal School, Edinburgh. TEST CARDS 
IN EUCLID AND ALGEBRA. In three 
packets of 40, with Answers, ir. each. Or 
m three !luuk.s, itrire 3,/., a,/., and 3//. 

Cambridge(AdallMre.Crossl. THIRTY 
YEARS 1 N AUSfKALIA. Demyivo. js.6d 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 

Cajmlng(OeorgBX sei.ections from 

THE ANTl-JACOlilN; with additional 
Poems. Edited by Llovd Sandeks. Small 
Pott Bvo, cloth, IS. 6d. mi.; leather. 
3S. M. mt. (Little Library. 

Capey (E. F. H.). ERASMUS. With u 
llhistralions. /'£«/. Bvo. Cloth, 51. 6ii. mt; 
tfalher, ss. mt. [Little llioRraphies. 

Carlyle (ThomasX THE FRENCH 
REVOLUTION. Edited by C. R. L. 
Flktcmeh, Fellow of Magdalen College, 
Oxford. Three I’otumes. Crown Bvo. t8s. 
THE LIFE AND LETTERS OK OLIVER 
CROMWELL. With an Introduction by 
C. H. Firth, M.A., and Notes and Appen¬ 
dices by Mrs. S. C. Lost as. Three h’olumes. 
Demy Sue. i8j. mt. 

Carme(R.M.andA.J.),M.A. BISHOP 
LATIMER. With Portrait. Crown Bvo. 
IS. 6d. (Leaders of Religion. 

Cbamberlln (Wilbur B ). ordered 

TO CHINA Croion 8r'n. 6s. 

A Colonial Edition is also published. 

Channer (0. c.) and Roberts (U. Z). 
L.ACK-MAKING IN THE MIDLANDS, 
PAST AND PRESENT. With j6 full- 
page Illustrations. Crown Bvo. is. 6d. 
ObesterfleUKLord), THE LETTERS OF, 
TO HlS SON. Edited, with an Intro¬ 
duction, by C Strachrv, and Notes by 
A-Calthnop. Twol^olumts. Cr.Bvo. hi. 
ObltstiU (F W.X THE CAROLINE 
islands. With many Illustrations and 
Ihiaps. Demy Stv. its. 6d. mt. 

Otoexo. D£ ORATORE I. Translated by 
£. N> F. Moox, M.A. Crown Bvo. js. 6d, 
(Classical Translations. 


SELECT ORATIONS (Pro Milone, Pro 
Murena, Philippic 11., In Calilinam). Trans¬ 
lated ^H. E. 1 ). Blakiston, M.A., Fellow 
and Tutor of Trinity College, Oxford. 
Crown Bvo. ss. (Classical Translations. 
DE NATURA DEORUM. Translated 
by F. Brooks, M.A, late Scholar of Balliol 
College, Oxford. Crown Bvo. 3s. 6d. 

(Classical Translations. 
DE OF FI Cl IS. Translated by G. B. 
Garuinek, M.A. Crown Bvo. is. 6d. 

(Classical Translations. 
Clarke (F. A.), M.A BISHOP KEN. 
With Portrait. Crown 8m 31. 6d. 

(Leaders of Religion, 

Cleatber (A. L.) and Crump (B.). 
RICHARD WAGNER'S bfUSIC 
DRAMAS: Interpretations, embodying 
Wagner's own explanations. In Tour 
Volumes Fcap 8r'tf. 21. 6d, each, 

VoL. 1.—The Ring or the Niiielung. 
VoL. II.—Parsifal, etc. 

Clineb ( 0 .). KENT. Illustrated by F. D. 
Beuroku. Small Pott Bvo. Cloth, 3s.; 
leather, 31. 6d. mt. | Little Guhle.s. 

THE 1 S!.E OF WIGHT. Illustrated by 
F. D. Beprord. Small Pott Srw. Chih, 
31.; leather, IS. 6d. net. [Little Guides. 

Clough (W. T.) and Dunatan (A. E.). 
FiLF'.MKNTARY EXPERIMENTAL 
SCIENCE. Physics by W. T. Clough, 

A. R.C.S. Chemistry by A. E. Dunstan, 

B. Sc. With 2 Plates and 154 Diagrams. 
Crown Bvo. 21. [Junior School Books. 

Coast (W. 0), B.A. EXAMINATION 
PAPERS IN VERGIL Crown Bvo. is. 
C0bb(T.). THE CASTAWAYS OK 
MEADOWBANK. Illustrated. Dsmy 
i6mo. IS. 6d (Little Blue Books. 

THE TREASURY OF PRINCEGATE 
PRIORY. Illustrated. Demy i6««. is.6d. 

(Little Blue Books. 
THE LOST BALL Illustrated. Demy 
i6mo, IS. 6d. (Little Blue Books. 

Collingwood (W. O.), M.A THE LIFE 
OF JOHN RUSKIN. With Portraits. 
Second and Cheap Edition. Cr, Bvo. 6s, 
Also a Poplar Edition. Cr. Bvo. is. 6d. net, 
Collln«(W.B.).M.A. THE BEGINNINGS 
OF ENGLISH CHRISTIANITY. With 
Map. Cr.Bvo. is.6d. [Churchman'sLibrary 

Oolonna. hypnerotomachia poll 

PHILl UBI HUMANA OMNIA NON 
NISI SOMNIUM ESSE DOCET 
ATQUE OBITER PLURIMA SCITU 
SANE QUAM DIGNA COMMEMO- 
RAT. An edition limited to 350 copies on 
handmade paper, EoHo. TkretGnimasnet. 

Combe (WUUiim). THE TOUR of 
DR. SYNTAX IN SEARCH OF THE 
PICTURESQUE. With 30 Coloured 
Plates by T. Rowlandson. Pee^. 8w. 
31. 6 d. net. 

Also a limited edition on large Jasaneae 
paper, bos. out. (IllustratdPouetLibiaiy, 
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THE TOUR OF OR. SYNTAX IX 
SEARCH OF CONSOf.ATJON. Will. 
?4 Coloured Plates by T, Rowlandson. 
3^. net. 

Also a limited edition on large Jap.^nesc 
paper. 70s. tut, [Illustrated Pocket Lilirary. 
THE TIUKD tour OK 1»R. SYNTAX 
IN SEARCH OF A WIFP:. With 24 
Coloured Plates by T. Rowlandson. 3^. 
net 

.'VUo a limited edition on large Japansec 
paper. 30?. net. 

[Illustrated Pocket Library. 
THE HISTORY OF JOHNNY QUAK 
GI^ US: The Little K oundling of the laic 
l)r.'*Syntax. With 24 Colourcil Plates by 
Rowf.ANi.soN. ^v<J. ^s. net. 

Also a limited edition on large Japanese 
paper. 30?. net. 

[Illustrated Pocket Library. 
THE KNOIJSH JbVNCE OF DKATIJ, 
from the Designs of '1'iiom a.s Rowlandson, 
with Mctiical Illustrations by the Author 
of ‘Doctor Syntax.’ Willi 74 Coloured 
Philes. y 'lvfl y^f/itwcs. ^ 7 'a. (js. »rt. 

Also a lirniled cdiliun on large J.'ipaiicse 
paper. 30*. net. 

[Mhistr.itcd Pocket T/ibrary. 
'J'HE DANCE OF LIFE: a Poem. Ulus, 
traled wiili 26 Coloured Engravings by 
'I'homas Rowlandson. J’ca/>.hvo* y. 6 ti. 
net. 

Also a limited edition on large Japanese 
paper. 30^. net. 

[Illustrated Pocket Library. 
COOR (A. M.), M. A. Sec E. C. Marchant. 
Cooke-Taylor (R. W.). THE FACnOKY 
SY'STEM. Crmvn Zva. ar. 6<f. 

(Social (Questions Series. 

Corelli(Blarie). THE i'AS.siNo of the 

GREAT QUEEN : A Tribute to the Noble 
Life of Victoria Regina. Small^io. is. 

A CHRISTMAS GREETIN(i. .Vw.4/<^. i.t. 

Corkra& (AlloeX lkighton. With 

many Illustrations. Pemy s6wo. 7 s. 6 ( 1 . 
net. [Little Books on Art. 

Cotes (Rosemarf)., dante’s gari.)EN. 

With a FrontLspiecc. Second Edition. 
Fcap. Zpo. cloth is. 6 d,; leather. 3r. 6 d. net. 
BIBLE FLOWERS. With a Frontispiece 
and Plan, Fcap. Bznf. as, 6 d. net, 

Cowley (Ahraiuun) THE ESSAYS OF. 
Edited by H. C. Minchin. Small. Pott 
Zvo.Cloth, u. 6 d. net; leather, as. 6 d. net. 

{Little Library. 
Cox (J. ChaxlOS), LL.D., F.S.A. DERBY. 
SHIRE. Illustrated by ). C. Wall. 
Small Pott Zvo, Cloth, 3#.; leather, 3 j. Ut. 
net. (Little Guides. 

HAMPSHIRE. Illustrated ^ M. E. 
Purser. Small Pott Zvo. Cloth, y .: 
Leather, 7 s, 6 d, net. [Little Guides. 

Cox (Harold), B.A. LAND NATIONAL- 
IZATION. Crtmm Zvo. as. 64 . 

, [Social Questions Series. 


Crabbe (George), SELECTIONS FROM 
the J'OEMS of. Edited bv A. C. 
Dkanb. Small Pott Zvo. Cloth, \s.(mL 
vet; letdher, as. 6 d. net. [Little Library, 
Craigie (W. A.). A PR l MER OF BURN .S. 
Crown Zvo. as. 6 d, 

Craik (Mrs.). JOHN HALIFAX, GEN- 
T1.EMAN. Edited by Anmk Mathe- 
HON. Two Volumes, .^mall Pott Zvo. 
Each Volttmc, Cloth, ir, 6 d. net; leather, 
as. td. net. [Litile JJbrary. 

Crasbaw(Richard), 'J’he k:nlish 

P(.)EMS OK. Edited by Kn\\-\.o» lIuT- 
TON. Small Pott Zvo. Cloth, u, 64 . net; 
leather, as. 6 d. net. [Little Library. 

Crawford (F. 0.). See MaryC. Danwin. 
Crouch (W.). BRYAN KING. With a 
Portrait. CnrivnZvo. y. 6 d.nef. 

Cruikshank (0.) THE i.oviNG bal* 
I.A1> OF LORD BATEM.\N. With ii 
Plates. Crown i 6 mo. js. tut. net 
From the edition puhlishr,! by C. Till, ibi i. 
Crump (B.). Sec A. L. Ch alhrr. 
CU^inefF. H. E.), Fellow of All Sfuil*.* Col¬ 
lege, Oxford. THE lilSTORVoKTIlE 
B(>KR WAR. U’ilh many Illusiiaiioiis, 
Plans, and iNirtmils. /« avo/s. Vol, /., t‘\s. 
Cutta (E.^ t.), D.D. AUGUSTINE OK 
CAN'! FRnURV. With Portrait. Crown 
(),l. I Leaders ol Religion. 

Daniell(G.W.),M.A. bishop wilbek- 

FORCE. With Portrait. Crenvn 8w. 
V. (ui. {1 .eznlers of Religion. 

Dansou(Mary C.) and Crawford (F. 0.). 
FATHERS IN THE FAITH. StnallZvo. 
IX. (>d. 

Dante. LA COM MEDIA DI DAN'rE. 
'Jhc Dalian 'i'«M edited by I’adkt 
'J' ovNnn;, M.A., D. Lilt. Crown ZtfO. 64. 
THE INFERNO OV DANTE. Trans- 


bted by H. F. Cauv. Edited by Pagi-.t 
iVNiiEE, M. A., J). Litt. Small Pott Zvo. 
Cloth, IS. 6 d. net; leather, ax. 6 d. net. 

[I/ittle Lilrrary. 
THE PURGATORIO OF DANTE. 
Transland by H. F. Cary. Edited by 
Pacfi TovNiir.K, M.A., [J.l.ilt. .SmallPott 
Zvo. Cloth, ij. (id. net; leather, as. 6 d, net, 
[Little Library. 

THE PARADI.SO OF DANTE. Trans- 
lated by H. F. Cary. Edited by Paokt 
T ciYNiiKK, M.A., D. l/itt. Small Pott Zr/o. 
Cloth, IS. <>d. net; leather, at. 6 d. net. 

[Little Library. 

See also Paget Toynbee. 

Barley (George). SELECTIONS FROM 
THE POEMS OF. Kklited by R. A. 
STRKATrRiLD. Small Pott Zvo, Cloth, 
IX. 6<4 net; leather, u, id, net, 

f J.ittle Library. 

Davenport (CyrllX mezxoti^ts. 

With 40 Plates in Photogravure. Wide 
RoyalZvo, %y.net. 

[Connoi-sseufs Library. 
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IKWELl^ERV. With numerous Illustrations. 
Demy i6wo. 2f. 6rf. net, 

[Little Books on Art. 
Dawson (A. J.). MOROCCO. ^ Being a 

bundle of jutiings, notes, impressions, tales, 
and tril)ute& With many Illustrations. 
Detny Bvv. tos. 6<i. neL 
Deane (A. C.). A LITTLE BOOK OF 
I.IOHT VEKSK. With an Introduction 
and Notes. Small Poti Cloth, \s. 6d. 
net ; leather^ 2 s, b^l. net. [Little Library. 

Delbos (Leon). THE METRIC SYSTEM. 

Oown Hvo. js. 

Demosthenes : THE OLYNTHIACS 
.\N1) BHILIPPICS. Translated upon a 
new principle by Otuo Holland. Crown 

Si'O. 2f. 6t/, 

Demosthenes. AO.\lNSTCONON AND 
t'ALLICl.ES. Edited with Notes and 
Vocabulary, by K. Dakwin SwtFT, M.A. 
Pea/. 2X. 

Dickens (Charles). 

THE PICKWICK PAPERS. With the 43 
Illu.slratioiis by Sevmouk and Phiz, the 
two Bu.sh Plates and the 32 Contemporary 
Onwhyn JMates. fv/. net. 

This is a purticui.irly interesting volume, 
containing, as it does, rcproiluctions of very 
rare plates. [Illustrated Pocket Library. 
Dickinson (Emily). POEMS. First Series. 
( 'ro.vM Bi'o. 4 f. 6il. net, 

Dickinson (Q. L.), M.A., Fellow of King s 
Cullegc.Cambridge. THICOKEKKVIKW 
IH* LIFE. Tlfitil Kiliiion. Croton %vo. 
2S, 6 ( 1 . (Hiiiversijy ExtenMon Series. 

Dickson (H. N.). F.K.S K., F.R.Mei. Soc. 
MF.TKOROLOtiY. Illustrated. Croivn 
fw. as. 67. (University Exlcubion Series. 
DUke (Lady), Bulley (Miss), and WhiUey 
(IVDSS). WUMEN'S^ WORK. Crmun 
2S. td, [Social Questions Series. 

Dillon (Edwardx porcelain, with 

many Phuc.s in Colour and Photogravure. 

IPiae Royal Zvo, 3$s. net, 

[Connoisseurs Library. 
DltChfleld(P. H.>. M.A., F.S.A. EN('.LlS{l 
VILLAGES. Illustrated. CremmZvo. 6s. 
THE STORY OF OUR ENGLISH 
TOWNS. With Introduction by 
Auuustvis Jesroi'I’, D.I). SecondKdition. 
Crown %iio. 6s, 

OLD ENGLISH CUSTOMS: Extant at 
the Present Time. An Account of Ixical 
Observances, Festival Customs, and Ancient 
Ceremonies yet Surviving iu Great Britain. 
Cr&wn 6x. 

Dixon (W.M.). M.A. A PRIMER OF 
TENNYSON. Second Edition* Crown 

Sf'^, 9t. 6d. 

ENOftrSH POETRY FROM BLAKK TO 
BROWNING. Second Edition* Crown 
tvo* 3X« 6 d* (Uotversity Eatensioo Scries. 


Dole (N. H.) FAMOUS COMPOSERS, 
With Portraits. Two Volumes. Demy 
Zvo. i2S, net. 

DOWden (J.), D.D., Lord Bishop of Edin¬ 
burgh. THE WORKMANSHIP OF 
THE PRAYER BOOK: Its Literary 
and Liturgical Aspects. Second Edition. 
Crown Zvo. v.ta, (Churchman'sLibrary. 

Driver (S. R.),D.D., Canon of Christ (^huren, 
Regius Professorof Hebrew in the University 
of Oxford. SERMONS ON SUBJECTS 
CONNECTED WITH THE OLD 
TESTAMENT. Cro7mZvo* 6s. 

THE BOOK OF GENESIS. With Notes 
and Introduction. Second Kdition, Demy 
Zvo. 105 . 6d. (Westminster Commeriiarte.s. 

Du^d (Charles), City Editor of the 
MorninrPost, author of the ‘Story of the 
Stock Exchange,' etc. THE STOCK 
EXCHANGE. Second Edition, Crown 
Zvo, 2 r. 6d. net* [Books on Business. 

Duncan (S. J.) (Mrs. Cotes), Author of 
‘A Voyage of Con.solation.' ON THF) 
OTHER SIDE OF THE LATCH, 
Second Edition, Crown Ztjo, 6s. 

Dunn(J. T.), D.Sc., and MundellaCV. ^). 
tiKNERALKLEMENTARYSCIENCE. 
With 114 Illustrations. CrosvnZvo. 3r. 6ti, 

Donstan (A. E), H.Sc. Sec W. T. Cl0U(;h. 
Durham (The Earl of)* A report on 

CANADA. With an Introductory Note. 
Demy Zvo, ns, (td. net. 

Dutt(W. A.). NORFOLK. Illustrated by 
B. C. Boulter. Small Pott 8 w. Cloth, 
3J.; leather, ns. 6d, net, [J.ittle Guides. 

A POPULAR GUIDE TO NORFOLK. 
Medium Zvo. 6d. net. 

S IT F F O L K. Illustrated by J. Wvi.ik. 
.SmallPott Zvo. Cloth, jr.; leather, y.6d. 
net. [Little Guides. 

THE NORFOLK BROADS. Witli 
coloured and other Illustrations by Frank 
Southgate. Lar^e Demy Zvo* air. net. 

Barle(JohB), Bishop of Salisbury. MICRO* 
COSMOGRAPHIe, or a piece OF 
THE WORLD DISCOVERED; in 
E&saybs and Characters. Post t6mo* 
25 , net. [Rariora. 

Reprinted from the Sixth Edition pub* 
Hshea by Robert Allot tn 1633 . 

Sdwarda (Clement). RAILWAY 
NATIONALIZATION. Cronun 8r//». 
2 S. 6d. tSocial Questions Series 

Edward (W. Douglas). COMMERCIAL 
LAW, Crown Zvo. 2s. 

(Commercial Series. 

Egan (Pierce). LIFE IN LONDON, or 
The Day and Night Scenes op Jerry 
Hawthorn, £s()., and his Elegant 
Friend, Corinthian Tom. With 36 
Coloured Plates by 1 . R. and G. CtUtK* 
SHANK. With numerous designs on wood. 
Eemf, Zvo 4s. 6d. net. 

Also a iiouted edition on large Japanese 
p^>er. 3or. n/A (Illustrated Po^tulnary 
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REAL LIFE IN LONDON, or thk 
Ramblrs and Adventures of Bce 
Tallyho, Esq., and mis Cousin, the Hon. 
Tom Dashall. With 31 Coloured Plates 
by Auken and Rowlandson, etc. Two 
Folumes. Fcaf. 95. vtU 

llllustratcd Pocket Library. 

THK LIKE OK AN ACTOR. With a? 
Coloured Plates byTHBonokR Lane, and 
several destj^ns on wood. hcap.Zvo, 4r. 
ncU {Illustrated Pocket Library. 

Egerton(H. E.), M.A. A MI.STORY OK 
15 R 1 TIS 1 I COLONIAL POLICY. Demy 
8 vo. jw. (v/. 

A tSolonial Edition is also published. 

Ellaby ( 0 . G.). ROMi:. illustrated by 
B. C. Boulter. Small Pott 8 vo^ Clof/i, 
3.r.; leathOy y. (xi. net. [Little Guide.s. 

EUerton (F. Q.). Sec S. J. Stone. 

Ellwood (Thomas), ’ITIE history or 
THE LIFE OK. Edited byC. G. Crump, 
M.A. Crown Zvo. ts. 

Engel (E.). A HISTORY OF ENGLISH 
LITERATURE: From its BeginniuR to 
Tennyson. Translated from the Oernian. 
Demy 8m 7^. 6</. neU 

Fairbrother(W.H.),M.A. the PHII.O- 
SOPHY OK T. H. GREEN. Secoml 
Edition. Crou'H Zvo. 3s. 6 d. 

FELISSA; OR, THE LIFE AND 
OPINIONS OF A KiriEN OK 
SENTIMENT. With xa Coloured Plates. 
Post stmo, Ms. 6d. net. (sjx 3J). 

From the editiou published by J. Harris, 
iSti. 

Farrer(Eeginald). THE garden OF 
ASIA. Crown 8m 6r. 

A Colonial Edition is also published. 

FerrierfSusan). marriage. Edited by 

Miss Goodrich Freer and Ixird Iddks- 
LEirm. Two Volumes. Small Pott Zjfo. 
Each volume^ cloth^ \s»td. net; leathery 
7S. 6d. net. (Little Library. 

THE INHERITANCE. Two Volumes. 
Small Pott Zw. EackVolurntyClotky is. 6d. 
net. i leather, ms. 6 d. net. {Little Library. 

Finn(S. W.iM.A. JUNIOR ALGEBRA 
EXAMINATION PAPERS. Ecap. 8m 
With or Without Answers, xs. 

[Junior Examination Series. 

Firth(O.H.).M.A. CROMWELL'S ARMY; 
A History of the English Soldier during the 
Civil Wars, the Commonwealth, and the 
Potectorate. Crown 8m vr. (>d, 

Riher(0. WA M.A. annals of 
SHREWSBURY SCHOOL. With 
numerous Illustrations. Demy 8z'^. xor. (id. 

Plt»Oenad(Edward)., THE RUB’AIYAT 
OF OMAR KHAYyAm. From the First 
Edition of x859i Second Edition* Leather, 
xr. net. , (Miniature Library* 

THK RUB'AIVAT of OMAR KHAY- 
YAM. Ih^inted from the Fifth and last 


Edition. With a Commentary by Mrs. 
.Stephen Batson, and a Biography of 
Omar by E, D. Ross. Crown Zvo. 6r. 
EUPHRANOR: a Dialogue on Youth. 
Demy^xmo. Leather, 7s, net 

{Miniature Library. 
POLONIUS; or Wise .Saws and Modern 
Insiances. Denty yinw. Leather, ms. net. 

[Miniature Library. 

FitzGerald (E. A.). THK HIGHEST 
ANDES. With 2 Maps, 51 Illustrations, 
13 of which are in Photogravure, and a 
Panorama. Eoyal Z:' 0 . jor. net. 

1 Flecker(W. H.X M.A., D.C.L, Headmaster 
of the l)‘’an Close Sclioul, Cheltenham. 
THE STUDENTS' PRAYER BOOK. 
Part 1. Morning and Evening Pkaver 
AND Litany. With an Introduction and 
Noies. CrotvnSvo. ms. 6d. 

Flux (A. W.). M.A., William Dow Professor 
of Political Economy in M'Gill University, 
Montreal: sometime Fellow of St. John's 
. College, Cami>ridge, aiid formerly Stanlcy- 
I Jevons Professor of Political PJeonomy in 
! the Owens Coll., Manchester. ECONOMIC 

PRINCIPLES. DemyZvo. •js.6d.net. 
j Forteacue (Mrs. 0.) HOLBEIN. With 
30 Illustrations. Demy limio. us. 6d. net. 

I [Little Books on Art. 

’ Fraser (J. P.). ROUND THK world 
i ON A WHEEL. With too Illustrations. 


Third Edition Crown 8m 6s. 

A Colonial Fxlitton is also published. 
Frencll (W.), M.A., Principal of the Storey 
Institute, l.ancastcr. PRACTICAL 
CHEMISTRY. Pari L With numerous 
Diagrams. Croovn Zvo. ij. (xi, 

[ 1 'extbooks of Technology. 

French (W.l. M. A., and Boardman <T. GLl, 
M.A. PRACTICAL CHEMISTRY. 
PartIJ. With numerous Diagr.'ims. Croton 
Zvo. IS. (d. fTextluioks of Technology. 

Freadenreien (Ed. von). DAIRY 
BACTERIOLOGY. A Short Manual for 
the Use of Students. Translated by j. R. 
Ainsworth Davis, M.A. Second Edition. 
Revised. Crown Zvo. ms. 6d. 

Fulford(H. W.), M.A. THE EPISTLK 
OF ST. JAMES. With Notes and Intro¬ 
duction. Fcap. Ivo. IS. 64/. net. 


[Churchman a Btble. 
C. 0., and F. C. Q. JOHN BULL'S 
ADVENTURES IN THE FISCAL 


WONDERLAND. By Charles Ceakf. 
With 46 lliujitrations by F. Cakiiuthsn> 
Gould. Second Ed. CrownZvo. Mt.6d.nti. 

Ga3nbado(GeoffIreY,E8q.r AN ACADEMY 
FOR GROWN HORSEMEN: Contain¬ 
ing the completest Instructions for Walking, 
Trotting, (^tering, Galiopiog, StumbItrK. 
and Tumbling. Illustrated wim 27 Coloured 
Plates, and adorned with a Portrait of the 
Author. Fcap. 8m y, 6d. net 

[Illustrated Pocket Library. 
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Oa8ll»U(MrB.). CRANFORD. Edited by 
E.V. Lucas. SmallPott^ve, Cloth, rs.6d, 
net; leather, os. (d. net. [Little Library. 
Oaiqnet. the Right Rev. Abbot, O.S.B. 
ENGLISH MONASTIC LIFE. With 
Coloured and other Illustrations. Demy ivo. 
7*. hd. net. [Antuiuary’s Books. 

George (H. B.), M.A., Fellow of New College, 
Oxford. BATTLES OF ENGLISH 
UISTORV. With numerous Plans. Fourth 
Fhiitioa. Crown Zvo. 6i. 

A HISTORICAL GEOGRAPHY OF THE 
BRITISH EMPIRE. Cr.tvo. y.fdnet. 


OibBinS (H. de B.), Litt.D., M.A. IN¬ 
DUSTRY IN ENGLAND: HISTORI¬ 
CAL OUTLINES. With 5 Maps. Third 
Edition, Demy 8rw. lor. id, 

A COMPANION GERMAN GRAMMAR. 
Crnun ipo. is, id, 

THE INDUSTRIAL HISTORY OF ENG- 
L.AND. Tenth Edition, Revised. With 
Maps and Plans. Crown 8rw. 31. 

(University Extension Series. 
THE ECONOMICS OF COMMERCE. 

Crown Svo. it, 6d, (Commercial Series. 
COMMERCIAL EXAMINATION 
PAPERS. Crown Bvo, it, 6d, 

(Commercial Series. 
BRITISH COMMERCE AND COLONIES 
FROM ELIZABETH TO VICTORIA. 
Third Edition. CrownBvo. «. 

(Commercial Series. 


ENGLLSll SOCIAL REFORMERS. 
Second Edition. Crown Buo. ot. (d. 

(University Extension Series. 
GlbblM (H. de B.), Litt.D.. M.A., and 
Hadfleld (E. A.), of the Heda Work.s, 
Sheffield. A SHORTER WORKING 
DAY Crown Svo. at, M. 

[Social Questions Series. 

Gibbon (Edward). THE decline and 
FALL OF THE ROMAN EMPIRE. 


A New Edition, edited with Notes, Appen¬ 
dices, and Maps, by J. B. Bukv, M.A., 
Litt.I)., Fellowof Trinity College, Dublin. 
In Seven Volutnet. Demy 8w. Gilt top, 
81. id. each. Alto, Crown Bvo. 6t. each. 
MEMOIRS OF MY LIFE AND WRIT¬ 
INGS. Edited, with an Introduction and 
Notes, by G. Bikxbeck Hill, LL.D. 
Crown Svo. 6r. 


Gibson (E. 0 . 8.), D.D., Vicar of l.eeds. 
THE BOOK OF JOB. With Introduction 
and Notes. Demy Bvo. it, 

(Westminster Commentarlc.s. 
THE XXXIX. ARTICLES OF THE 
CHURCH OF ENGLAND. With an 
Introduction. Fourth Editionin i^ne Tot. 
DrnnSvo. (HandbooksofTbeology. 

JCfeIN HOWARD. With la Illustrations. 
Ftap l*». Cloth, Jt. id .; leather, 41. net. 

[Little Biographies. 
QUBniCA. B.)-' See W. Wilberfotce. 


Godfrey (Elfrabetli). A book of re. 

MEMBRANCE. Demy limo. at. id. net. 
QOdley (A. D.), M.A., Fellow of Magdalen 
College, Oxford. LYRA FRIVOL A. 
Third Edition. Fcap. Bvo. at. id. 
VERSES TO ORDER. Second Edition. 
Crown Bvo. at, id. 

SECOND STRINGS. Fcap.Bao. ar. 6d. 

A new volume of humorous verse uniform 
with Lyra Frivola, 

Goldamitb ]01iver). THE VICAR OF 
WAKEFIELD. With 24 Coloured Plates 
by T. Rowlandson. Koyal Bvo. One 
Guinea net. 

Reprinted from the edition of i8in 

[Burlington Library. 
Also Feap. Bvo. 31. id. net. Also a 
limited edition on large Japanese paper. 
5or. net. (Illustrated Pocket Librarj*. 
AIm Fcap, ytmo. With 10 Plates in Photo- 
graphure by Tony Johannot. Leather, 
at. id. net. 

Goudge IH. D, M.A., Principal of Wells 
Theological College. THE FIRST 
EPIsn,E TO THE CORINTHIANS. 
With Introduction and Notes. Demy Svo. 
it. (Westminster Commentaries. 

Graham (P. Andersoi^. THE RURAL 
EXODUS. Crown Svo, at. id. 

[Social Questions Series. 
Granger (F. S.). M.A., Litt.D. PSVCH- 
OLOGY. Second Edition. Crown 8to. 
at. id. (University Extension Series. 

THE SOUL OF A CHRISTIAN. Crown 
Bvo. it. 

Gray(E,M‘<lueen). GERMAN PASSAGES 
FOR UNSEEN TRANSLATION. 
Crown 8rio. ar. id. 


Gray (P. L), B..Sc., formerly Lecturer in 
Physics in Mason University College, Bir¬ 
mingham.. THE PRINCIPLES OF 
MAGNETISM AND ELECTRICITY: 
an Elementary Text-Book. With 181 Dia¬ 
grams. Crown Bvo. «. id. 

Green <G. Buoklaad), M.A., Assistant 
Master at Edinburgh Academy, late Fellow 
of St. John's College, Oxon, NOTES ON 
GREEK AND LATIN SYNTAX. Crown 
8na. ar. id. 

Green (£ T.), M.A. THE CHURCH OF 
CHRIST. Crown Svo. it. 

[Churchman's Library. 

Greenidge (A. H. J.). M.A. A HISTORY 
Of ROME: I^ing the Later Republic 
and the Early Principate. In Six Volumtt. 
Demy Svo. VoL 1 . (133-104 ».c.). rat. id. 
net. 


Greenwell (Dora), THE POEMS OF. 

: From the edition 


A Popular Introduction to 
Astronomy. With numerous lllustiations. 
Crown Svo. at. id. 

(University Extension Series. 


, GR¬ 
AVEN. 


0(1848. Leather, at. net, 
(Miniature Library. 

THE vault or 
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OresoiT (Mis* E. C.) heavenly 

WISDOM. SelectioQS from the English 
Mystics. Pott Zvo. CUih Uetther^ 
25 . 6 d. net. 

(Library of Devotion. Nearly Ready. 

CreTille Minor. A modern JOUR¬ 
NAL. Edited by J. A. SrKNUEX. Crown 
8m 6 it. net. 

Grinling (C. H.). A HISTORY OF THE 
GREAT NORTHERN RAILWAY, 
^845-05. With Illustrations. Revised, with 
an additional chapter. Detny 8?'^. lox. 6 d. 

Grubb (H. C.). BUILDERS* QUAN¬ 
TITIES. Withmany Iltuslrations. Crcnvn 
8m ji^x. 6^f. (Textbooks of Technology. 

Guiney (L I.). RICHARD HURRELL 
FROUDE. Illustrated. DemyZvo. lox. 6</. 
net. 

Gwynn (M. L.). A BIRTHDAY BOOK. 

1 \oyal 8m i2j, 

Hackett (Jobn), B.D. A HISTORY OF 
JHE ORTHODOX CHURCH OF 
CYPRUS. With Maps and Illustrations. 
Dtfuy 8m 15s. net. 

Ha4don (A. C.), Sc.D., F.R.S. HEAD- 
HUNTERS. BLACK, W*H 1 TE, AND 
BROWN. With many Illustrations and a 
Map. VemyZvo, 15.?. 

Ha*(lfl6ld(E. A. 1 . See K. de B. Oibbins. 

HaU <R. N.l and Neal (W. G.). I'HK 
ANCIENT RUINS OF RHODESIA. 
With numerous Illustrations. Second Edi- 
iioH. revised. Demy Z 7 >o, igs. 6 d. net. 
Hall(R.N.). THE GREAT ZIMBABWE. 
With numerous Illustrations. Royal Zvo. 
7 X 5 . net. 

Hamilton(F. J.), D. D., and Brooks(E.W.). 
ZACHARIAHOFMITYLENK. Tranv 
lated into English. DemyZvo. 175. €d. net. 

{Byzantine Texts, 

Hammond (J. L.)., Charles jamks 

FOX l A Biographical Study. Demy Zvo. 

lOi. (fd. 

Hannay (D.). A SHORT HISTORY OF 
THE ROYAL NAVY, From Early 
Times to the Present Day. Illustrated. 
Two Volumes. Demy Z710. ys. 6 d. each. 
VoL 1. x2oo*i688. 

Hannay (James O.L m.a. THE spirit 
AND ORIGIN OF CHRISTIAN 
MONASTICISM. CrownZvo. U. 

THE WISDOM OF THE DESERT. 

Crown Zvo, \s. 6 d. net. 

Hare, (A. T.), M.A. THE CONSTRUC- 
TION OF LARGKIN.DUCTION COILS. 
With numerous Diagrams. Demy 8 vo. 6 s. 
Barrijoii (Clifford). READING AND 
READERS. Fca^. Zvo. 75, 6 d. 

BairUiomeiNaibaniel). tuescarlet 

LETTER. Edited by Percy Dearmeil 
Small Pott Bm. Ciotht is. 6 d. net; 
UatkiT. 91 . 6 d. net. [Little Library, 
HEALTH. WEALTH AND WISDOM. 
Crotvn tvo* j 5 » net. 


Heath (Dudley), miniatures, wuh 

many Pktes in Photogravure. fVide Royal 
Zvo. 95X. net (Connoisseurs Library. 
Hedin (Sven), Gold Medallist of the Royal 
GeoCTapbicai Society. THROUGH ASIA. 
With 300 Illustrations from Sketches and 
Photographs by the Author, and Maps. 
7’7vo Volumes. Royal Zvo. 36s. net 
Hello (Ernest). STUDIES IN SAINT- 
SHIP. Translated from the French by V. 
M. Ckawkori). FcaOZvo. jx. 6d, 
Henderson (B. W,), Fellowof Exeter CoHece, 
Oxford. THE LIFE AND PIUNCL 
PATE OF THE EMPEROR NERO. 
With Illustrations. Demy Zvo. los. 6d. net. 
HendersoniT. P.). A LITTLE BOOK OF 
SCOTTISH VERSE. Small Pott Zvo. 
Cloth, u. 6d. net ; leather, 7s. 6d. net 

[little Library. 
ROBERT BURNS. With ja Illublrations. 
/'Va/. 8m Cloth, 3s. td. ; leather, net. 

[Little Biographies 

Henley (W. E.). ENGLISH lyrics' 

Crown Z7'0. Gilt top. V. 6d. 

Henley (W. E.) and Whibley (C.). A 
BOOK OF ENGLISH PROSE. Crown 
8m Buckram, pit top. 6.f. 

Heneon (H, H.), B.D. .Canon of Westminster. 
APOSTOLICCHKISTIANITY: As Ulus- 
trated by the Epistles of St* Paul to the 
Corinthians. Cro7vH 8m ts. 

LIGHT AND LEAVEN: Historical ahi> 
Social .Sermons. Crott/n 8m 6s. 
DISCIPLINE AND LAW. Reap. Zvo. 

2S. 6d. 

THE EDUCATION ACT-^AND AFTER. 
An Appeal addressed with^ all possiide 
respect to the Nonconformists. Crown 
Zvo. IS. 

Herbert (George), the temple. 

Edited, with an Introduction and Notes, 
by E. C. S. Gibson, D.D., Vicar of Leed.^. 
Small Pott Zvo. Cloth, 7s .; leather, zs. Ui. 
net. (Library of Devotion. 

HerbertofClierburyrtArdl, the life 

OF. Written by himself. Leathtr^ zs.net. 

From the edition printed at Strawberry 
Hill in the year 1764. 

(Miniature Library, 
Hewins{W.A.B.l,R.A. ENGLISHTKALE 
AND FINANCE IN THE SEVEN¬ 
TEENTH CENTURY. Crmm Sw. 
zs. 6d, (University Extension (Series. 
Heywood (W.L PALIO AND PONTE: 
A Hook of Tuscan Games, liluslrated. 
Royal Ino. zts, net. 

Hubert (T.». THE AIR GUN: or, How 
the Mastermans and Dobson Major neariy 
lost their Hoiidays. Iliustrateo. jyemy 
i6mo. zs. 6d, [Little lilue Books. 

Hill [OlareL Regislered Teacher to the Qw 
and Guilds of London Institute. MI LLln* 

ERY, THEORETICAL, AND PRAC¬ 
TICAL. With niuncrous DiaKrams,' 
Cf.St/ff. zt. [TextlookaofTecbnolosy, 
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H 1 U (HMU 7 ), B.A., Headmaster of the Boy’s 
High School, Worcester, Cape Colony. A 
SOUTH AFRICAN ARITHMETIC. 
Cnmin ivo, «. id. 

This book has been specially written for 
11.% in South African schools. 

Hobhouse (amiy). the BRUNT OF 
THE WAR. With Map and Illustrations. 
Crmin tvo. 6 s, 

, A Colonial Edition is also published. 
HobhonseiL T.l, Fellow of C.C.C., Oxford. 
THE THEORY OF KNOWLEDGE. 
Pemy ivo. jis. 

HobBOQ (J. A), M.A. I'ROllLEMS OF 
I'OVERTV: An Inquiry into the Indus¬ 
trial Condition of the Boor. Fourth 
Editiou, CrotoH Srw. os. 6d. 

[Social Questions Scries. 
THE PROBLEM OF THE UNEM¬ 
PLOYED. Crown 8w. or. 6 d, 

[Social Questions .Series. 
INTERNATIONAL TRADE: A Study 
of Economic Principles. Crown Snu. 
sr. 6 d, not, 

Hoilgkln (T.), P.C.L. GEORGE FOX, 
TnE QUAKER. With Portrait. Crosun 
8w. 3t. 6 d, [Leaders of Religion. 

Hogg (Tbomas Jeltbrsos). shellev 
AT OX FORD. With an Introduction by 
R. A. Stkeatkeild. Fcaf, tmo. os. net. 
HoWea-Stoae ( 0 . del. THE auto¬ 
mobile INDUSTRY. /coA 8no. 

or. 6 d. net. [Books on Business. 

Holdlch (Sir T. E). K.C.I.E. THE 
INDIAN BORDERLAND : being a Per- 
sonal Record of Twenty Years. Illustrated. 
Demy 8po. 15s. net. 

HoldSWortb (W. 8 .). M.A. A HISTORY 
OF KNGI.ISH LAW. In Two Volumes. 
Vol. /. Demy Svo, lor. 6 d. net. 
Holvoake ( 0 . J.l. THE CO-OPERative 
hfOVEMENT TO-DAY. Third Edition. 
Crown Bvo. os. 6 d. 

[Social Questions Series. 
Hoppn#r, A LITTLE GALLERY OF. 
Twenty examples in photogravure of his 
finest work. Demy i 6 mo. os. 6 d. net. 

[Little Galleries. 
Horace: THE ODES AND EPODES. 
Translated by A. D. Goni-KV, M..A., Fellow 
of Magdalen College, Oxford. CroovnBvo. \ 

os, [Classical Translations. 
Horgbtirgb(B.L.B.).M.A. WATERLOO: 

A Narrative and Criticism. With Plans. 
Second Edition. Crown Svo, ft. 
SAVONAROLA. With Portraits and 
lUnstrations. Second Edition, Feted, Spa. 
3t. 6 d.! leather, sr. net. _ 

Bortoa au p.), D.D. ^*ioHN “liSwE; 

With ratrait. Cfwvm 6v#. 31. 6 dn 

{Leaden of KeUston. 


HoBie (Alexander). MANCHURIA. With 
Illustrations and a Map. Second EdiiieH. 
Dtmy Zvo. los. 6 d. net* 

How (P. D.). SIX GREAT SCHOOL¬ 
MASTERS. With Portraits. Demy %vo. 
•js. 6 de 

HowelKO.). TRADE UNIONISM-NEW 
AND OLD. Third Edition. Crown Zvo. 
as. (nL [Social Questions Series. 

Hudson (Robert), memorials of 
A WARWICKSHIRE VILLAGE. With 
many Illustratious. Demy Svo, loi. 6 d. 
net. 

Hughes (C. E.). THE PRAISE OF 
SHAKESPEARE. An English AutUology. 
Witli a Preface by Sidney Lee. Demy 
Zvo. ^s. 6<f. net. 

Hughes (Thomas). TOM BROWN’S 
.SCHOOLDAVS. With an Introduc¬ 
tion and Notes by Veknon Rbndall. 
Leather, Royal yamo, 24. td. net. 

Hutchinson (Horace Q.). THE NEW 
FOREST. Described by. Illustrated in 
colour with 50 Pictures by Walter 
Tvndale and 4 by Miss Lucy Kemp 
Welch. Large Demy Zvo. ax s. net 

Hutton(A.W,),M.A. CARDINAL MAN- 
NINO. With Portrait. CrownZvo. v. 6f/. 

[Leaders of Religion. 

Hutton (B. H.). CARDINAL NEWMAN. 
With Portrait. Crown Z 7 >o. 3s. td, 

[Leaders of Religion. 

Hutton (W. H.). M. A. THE LIFE OF SIR 
THOMAS MORE. With Portraits. 
Second Ediiion. Crown Zito. sj. 

WILLIAM L.\Un. With Portrait. Second 
Edition. Crown Zvo. p. 6 d. 

[Leaders of Religion. 

Hyett (F. A.). A SHORT HISTORY 
Ot tlrORENCK. Demy Zvo. js, 6 d. 
net. 

HYPNEROTOMACHIA POLIPHILI UBI 
HUMANA OMNIA NON NISI SOM- 
NIUM ESSE DOCETATQUE OBITER 
PLURIMA SCITU SANE QUAM 
DIGNA COMMEMORAT. An edition 
limited to 350 copies on handmade paper. 
Folio. Three Guineas net. 

Ibsen (Henrik), brand, a Drama. Trans¬ 
lated by William Wilson. Third Edition. 
Crown Bw. p. 6 d. 

lSge(W. B.)i M.A., Fellow and Tutor of Hert¬ 
ford Allege, Oxford. CHRISTIAN MYS¬ 
TICISM. The Bampton l.ectures for 
Def^ Zvo. i2f. 6 d. net. 

LIGHT, LIFE, AND LOVE: A SelecUon 
from the German My^ics. With as Intro¬ 
duction and Notes. Small Pott Zvo. Cloth 
as. : leather, as, 6d. net^ 

lMie8(A.D.),M.A. AHISrSiRyOFTHE 
BRITISH IN INDIA. With Map. and 
Plans. Crown Spa is, 6 d, 
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Jackson ( 8 .), M. a. a primer of busi- 

NESSt Third Sdiii^ Crvwn Zvo. 
ts. 6d, [Commercial Series. 

Jacluon (F* Hamilton). SiciLV. With 

many Illustrations by the Author. Smali 
Pott Bw. Cloth, 3f.; Ltathfr, $s. Cd. ntt. 

[Little Guides. 

Jacob <F.), M.A. TUNIOR FRKNCH 
KXAMINATION VaPKRS. fca/>. Z^'O. 
IS. (junior Kxaimnntiun Seiies. 

Jeans (J. Stephen). TRUsrs, POOLS, 
AND CORNKRS. Cnrivti Sivj. zr. td. 

ISociul Questions Series. 

Jeffwfl (D. Gwyn). dcu.ly'S thk- 

A'lRlCALS. Described and Illustrated 
with 24 Coloured Pictures. Pott i,to. 
75 . Cd, 

JenhS <E.)i M.A., Reader of Tvaw in the 
University of Oxford. PiNlJI.lSH J-OCAL 
GOVERNi^fRNT. Crown Zvo. 2s. Cd, 
[University Extension Scries. 

Jessopp (Angrustus). d.d. John 

DtJNNPi. With Portrait. Crown Zvo. 
3r. 6 d. [J.eadcrs of Religion. 

Jevons (F. B.), M.A., l.ltt.D., Principal of 
Hatfield Hall. Durham. KVOLUTION. 
Cro 7 vnZvo. ^s.Cd. (Churchman’s Library. 
AN INTRODUCTION TO THE 
HISTORY OF RELIGION. Stcond 
JiditioTU Demy Zvo. lox. Cd. 

[Handbooks of Theology. 
Johnston [Sir H. H.), K.C.B. BRITISH 
CENTRAL AFRICA. With nearly 200 
Illustrations and Six Maps. Second 
Edition. Crown »,io, iZs, net. 

Jones (H.). A GUIDE TO PROFESSIONS 
AND BUSINESS. CrownSPo. is. Cd. 

fCommerctal Series. 


Jones (L A. Atherley), K.C., M.P., and 
Bellot (Hugh H. L). THE MINERS’ 
GUIDE TO THE COAL MINES’ 
REGULATION .ACTS. Croiun Bvo. 
sr. Cd, net. [Nearly Ready. 


Julian Oady) of Norwich. REVELa- 
TIONS OF DIVINE LOVE. Edited by 
Grace Warrack, Crown Zvo. 3f. Cd. 

Juvenal, THE satires of. Translated 

by S. G. OwE.N. Crown Zvo. tf. Cd. 

[Classical Translations, 


Eaufmann (U.). SOCIALISM AND 
MODERN THOUGHT. Cro^utt ^'o. 
2S. Cd. [Social Questions Series. 

Keatlng(J.F.),D.D. theaoapeand 
THE EUCHARIST. CrownZvo. y.Cd. 

Keats (John), THE POEMS OF. With an 
Introduction by L. Binyon. and Notes 1 >y 
J.MASEPist.D. SmallPotiZvo. Clolh. u.Cd. 
net; leather, 2s, Cd. net. [Little Li))rar}% 

Keats. THE POEMS OF. Edited with 
Introduction and Notes by K. dc Seim* 
court, M.A. Demy yr. Cd. net. 


Keble (John). THE CHRISTIAN YEAR. 
With an Introduction and Notes by W« 
Lock, D.D., Warden of Keble College. 
Illustrated by R. Anninc Bell. Second 
Edition, Ecap. 8t'0. 3r. Cd; padded 

morocco, 51. 

THE CHRISTIAN YEAR. With Intro* 
duction ami Notes by Walter Lock, 
D.l)., Warden of Keble College. Second 
Edition, Small Pott Zvo. Cloth, 95 .; 

! kaiker, ax. Cd. net. (Library of Devotion. « 

jLYRA INNOCKNTTUM. Edited, with 
Inlroductionand Note*;, by Waltkr Lock, 
D.D., Warden of Keble College, Oxford. 
Small Pott Brv. Cloth, ax. ; leather, 
2S.Cd.nei. . (Library of Dcvoibm, 

Kempis (Thomas A), the imitation 
OF CHRIST. Willi .an Introduction by 
Duak Farrar. Hliibirated by C. M. 
Glkk. Second Edition. Etap.Zvo. 3x.6<f.; 
padded morocco, 5X. 

THE IMITATION OF CHRIS'T. A Re* 
vised Translation, with an Jniroductirmby 
C. Hk.g, D.I)., late Student of Christ 
( ‘hurch. Third Edition. Smalt Pott Zvo. 
Cloth, 2S .; leather, ax. (n(. net. 

\ Libv.ary of Devotion. 

A practically new trunslaiion of this book 
which the reader has, almost for the first 
time, exactly in the shape in which it left 
the hands of the author. 

Thk Samk Edition in larck type. Crown 
Zvo, 3x. Cd. 

Kennedy (James Ho^hton), D.D., Assist¬ 
ant Lecturer in Divinity in the University 
of Dublin. ST. PAUL'S SECOND 
AND THIRD EPISTLES TO THE 
CORINTHIANS. Wiih Introduction, 
Dissertations and Notes. Croivn 8 w. 6x. 

KesteUfJ. D.).. THROUGH SHOT AND 
FLAME: Being the Adventures and Ex¬ 
periences of J, D. Kr .TKLL, Chaplain to 
General Christian dc Wet. Crown Zpo. 6.r. 

Kimmlns (C. W.), l^I.A. THE CHEM. 
LSTRY OF LIFE AND HEALTH. 
Illustrated. Cronon Zvo. ax. Cd. 

[University Extension Series. 

Klnglahe (A. W .). EOTHEN. With an 
Introduction and Notes. Small Pott Bpo. 
Cloth, u. Cd, net; leather, 25. Cd. net. 

(Little Libran*. 

Kipling (Rttdyard). barrack* room 

BALLADS, 73rrf Thousand. Cr, 8tv. 
Twentieth Edition. Cs. 

A Colonial Edition is also published. 

THE SEVEN SEAS. C2nd Thousand 
Ninth Edition. Crown Zvo, gilt top, fix. 

A Colonud Edition is also published. 

THE FIVE NATIONS, e^^t Thousand, 
Second EdiHon, Crown Ztfo. fix. 

A Colonial Edition i«a 1 ^ puUisheJI 

DEPARTMENTAT. DITTIK.S. Sixteenth 
Edition. Crotrn Zpo. livckram. fix. 

A Colonial Edition also puUi^ed, 
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XllOWUllg (Bk J.)f M.A.I Professor of Xew 
Testament Exeetsis at King’s Coltege, 
London. THEEPISTLEOfs. JAMKS. 
With Introduction and Notes. Dtmy 87'^. 
6f. {Westminster Commentaries. 

Lamb (Oharlea and Marr), THE WORKS 
OF. Edited by ^ E. V. Lucas. Wiili 
Numerous Illustrations. In Seven Vflumes . 
Denty Br/e. 7s. Crf, ench, 

THE ESSAYS OF ELIA. With over loo 
Illustrations by A. OAkTit Jones, and an 
Introduction by K, V. Lucas. JJemyZvo. 
10 . 7 . Od. 

ELIA, ANT) THE I.AST ESSAYS OF 
ELIA. Edited by K.V. Lucas. Small Pott 
^vo» Cloikt IS. 6ii, net I leather^ sr. net. 

(Little Idbravv. 

THE KINO AND QtlEEN OF HEARTS : 
An 1805 Rook for Children. Illustrated by 
William Mulkkadv. A new edition, in 
facsimile, edited by K. V. Lucas, is. 

Lambert(F.A.aX SURREY. Illustrated 
by K« H. New. Small Poll cA>M, 
IS.; leather^ jx. 6/f. net. |(atticOuides. 

Lambros (PrbfeBsor). E c T H k .s i s 
CHRONICA. Edited by. Demy 8m 
7f. ^d. net. (Ilyrantine Texts. 

Lane-Poole (Btanley). A history of 
EGYPT IN THE MIDDLE AGES. 
Fully Illustrated. Crotun Zvo. 6s. 

LaMbridg®(F.)M.A. BALLADS OF THE 
ImAVE: Poems of Chivalry, Enterprise, 
Courage, and Constancy. Second Edition. 
Crown Zvo. u.td. 

LawfWiUiam). A SERIOUS CALL TO A 
DEVOUT AND HOLY LIFE. Edited, 
with an Introduction, by C. Bioc, D.D.. 
late Student of Christ Church. Small Pott 
8m, f 4 ?M, ar.; leather, ss. 6d. net, 

(Library of Devotion. 

This is a reprint, word for word and line 
for line, of the Editio Princess. 

Leach (Henrv). THE DUKE OF DEVON- 
.SHIRE. A Biography. With •? lUustra- 
tions. Demy Zvo, i er. 6d. net. 

A Colonial Edition is also published. 

Lee (Captain Melville). A HISTORY OF 
POLICE IN ENGLAND. Crown Zvo. 
7X. 6d. 

Leigh (Perclval). THE COMIC ENG- 
USH GRAMMAR. Embellished with 
upwards of 50 characteristic 1 llustrations by 
John Lkbck. Post i6mo. ax. 6d. net. 

LeweifV.B.), M.A. AIR AND WATER, 
niusmued. Crotvn 8 xv>. ax. 6d. 

(University Extension Series, i 

Uele (Miss P. de). BURNE-JONES. 
With 30 lUostrations. Demy x6mo. ax. 6d. \ 
net. (Little Books on Art. 

lit^ehales (H.). See C. Wordsworth. 

Lock (Walter!, D.D., Warden of Kcble 
College. ST. PAUL, THE MASTER- 
BUILDER. Croum 8re. 31. 6d. 


JOHN KEBLE. With Portrait. Crown 
Zpo. y.6d. [Leaders of Religion. 

Locker (F.> LONDON LYRICS, Edited 
by A. D. Godley, M.A. Small Pott 8 m, 
clothf IS. 6d. net; leather^ ax. 6 d. net. 

(Little Library. 
LongfeUow, SELECTIONS FROM. 
Edited by Lilian M. Faithfull. Small 
Pott Bvo, cloth^ IX. 6 d. net; leather^ ax. 6 d. 
net. [Little Library. 

Lorimer (George Horace). LETTERS 
FROM A SELF-.MADE MERCHANT 
TO HIS SON. ElaenthEdition. Crown 
Zto. 6 . V . 

A Culottlal Edition I.s also publisKid. 

Lover (Samuel), handy ANDY. With 

34 Iliuslrallons by the Author. P'ca^. Br.’O. 
3X. Cti. net. (Illustrated Pocket Library. 
E. V. L and C. L. 0. ENGLAND DAY 
BY DAY 1 Or, The Englishman's Hand¬ 
book to EfTiciency. Illustrated byCBOKCK 
Morrow. Eourth Edition. Eca/>. ^io. is. 
net. 

A burlesque Year-Book and Almanac, 
Lucian. Six DIAT^OGUES (Nigrinus, 

Icaro-Menippus, The Cock, I’he Ship, I'he 
Parasite, The J>over of Falsehood). Trans¬ 
lated by S. T. Irwin, M.A., Assistant 
Master nt Clifton; late Scholar of Exeter 
College, Oxford. Croxvn Bvo. 3X. 6 d. 

[Classical Translations. 
Lyde (L. W.), M.A. A COMMERCIAL 
GEOGRAPHY OF THE BRITISH 
EMPIRE. Third Edition. Crown Bvo. 
as. (Commercial Series. 

Lydon (Noel S.). a junior geo- 

METRY. With numerous diagrams. 
Crown Bvo. as. [Junior School Books. 
Iorttelton(Hon.MrB.A.). WOMEN AND 
THEIR WORK. CrownBvo. as.td. 

M. M. HOW TO DRESS AND WHAT 
TO WEAR. Crown Zvo^ is. net. 
Macaulay (Lord). CRITICAL AND HIS¬ 
TORICAL ESSAYS. Edited by F. C. 
Montague, M.A. 7 'hree Colutnes. Cr. 
8r'/». i8x. 

The only edition of this book completely 
i annotated. 

; M‘iUlea (J. E. B.X M.A. the prin- 
CIPLES OF BOOKKEEPING BY 
DOUBLE ENTRY. CrownBvo. ax. 

(Commercial Series. 
MacCullOCh (J. A.\ COMPARATIVE 
THEOLOGY. Croton Brv. 6s, 

(Churchman's Library. 
Mac(!unn(F.). JOHN KNOX. WithPor- 
trait. Crown St'tf. 31. 6 d. 

[Leaden of Rellglofi. 
McDermott, (HR.), Editor of the 

.Vxrux, City Kditot of the Daily Xews. 
RAILWAYS. CroTtm^o. as. net 

(Books on Business 
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H'RovaU (A S.). CHATHAM. Will. 11 
Illustrations. Fcap. Svo. Cloth, 3;. td .; 
Uathtr, u. nit, [ Little Biographies. 

Maclmy (A.M.). THE CHURCHMAN’.S 
INTRODUCTION TO THE OLD 
TESTAMENT. Crown 8r/o. 31, 6rf. 

IChurchmnn’s T.ihr.ir>*. 

Magnus (Laurie), M.A. A fkimek oi' 
WORDSWORTH. CrowHSvo. is.bd. 

Mahafly(J.P.),Litt.p. A history or 
THE EGYPT OF THE PXOLKMIE.S. 
Fully Illustrated. Crooonivo. 6s. 

Maitland (E.W.). LI.. D., Downing Professor 
of the Laws of England in the University of 
(imbridge, CANON LAW IN ENG- 
I.AN D. Royal Zvo. 71. bd. 

Malden (H. E.), M.A.. ENGLISH RE¬ 
CORDS. A Companion to the IlEiory of 
England. Crostm Srw. sr. bd. 

TTIKENGLISH CITIZEN: HIS RIGHTS 
AND DU'ITKS. CroionZvo, ss.bd. 

MarChant(E.C.),M.A.,FcIlowofPetotl)onM- 
Cambridge. A GREEK: ANTHOLOGY. 
Sfcond Jidition. Crown Ssv. 3f. bd. 

MarchantfE. C.X M.A., and Cook (A M.l. 
M.A. PASSAGES FOR UNSEEN 
TRANSLATION, Second Jidition. Crown 
Son. 3r. 61/. 

MarrfJ. E.), F.R.S., Fellow of St JohnS 
College. Cambridge. THE SCTENTiriC 
STUDY OF SCENERY. Second Edition. 
lllnstmted. Crown 8r’n. 6r. 

AGRICULTURAL, GEOLOGY. With 
numerous Illustrations. Croton Svo. 6s. 

MarveU (Andrew). THE POEMS of. 
Edited by Euwako WttntiiT. Small Pott 
Zvo, cloth, tr. bd, net; leather, os, 6d. net. 

(Little Library. 

MaekelKA) IVORIE.S. Wilhmanyplales 
in Collotype and Photogravure. Wide Koyal 
It’O. 35s. net. [Connoisseurs Library. 

Maaon (A. J.),D.D. THOMAS CRAN 
MER. With Portrait. Crown ivo, w. 6d. 

[Leaders of Religion. 

Maesee (George). THE EVOLUTION OF 
PLANT LIFE: Lower Forms. With 
Illustrations. Crown tvo, os.bd. 

[University Extension Series. 

Masterinan(C.F. 0 .),m.a. tknnyson 
AS A RELIGIOUS TEACHER. Croton 
Zvo. 6s, 

May (PMl). THE PHIL MAY ALBUM. 

Second Edition, eto. ts, net. 

MellowslBminaS.). A SHORT STORY 
OP ENGLISH LITERATURE. Crotsn 

Mlcherf(’B. B). THE ART AND PRAC¬ 
TICE OF HAWKING. With 3 Photo- 
mvure.« by G. E. Lodcr, ana other 
Illustrations. Dtmy Sv0. los. 

Mmai8(J.O.) THE LIFE AND LETTERS 
OF SIR JOHN EVERETT MIl-LAIS, 
PresitJentof the Royal Academy. With 319 i 


Illustrations, of which 9 are in Photo- 
erarure. a vo/s. Reyml Zvo. 70s. net. 

MiUaiS. A LITTLE GALLERY OF. 
Twenty examples in Photogravure of Ins 
finest wofk. Demy i6mo. 7s. td. net. 

[Little Galleries. 

Mima(0.T.), M.I.M.E., Principal of the 
Lorough Polytechnic College. TKC!H* 
NICAl. ARITHMETIC AND GKO- 
MiCTKY. With Diagrams. Crown Zvo. 
3^. 6</. ITcxtbooks of Tcchnolog)’. 

Milne (J. G.), M.A. A HISTORY OF 
RO.MAN EGYPT. Fully Illustrated. 
Crown 6^. 

Milton, John, THE POEM.S OF, BOTH 
ENGLISH AND LATIN, Compos'd at 
severaltimes. Printed Ins true Copies. 

The Songs were set in Musick l»y Mr, 
Hknry J.awek, Genllcman of the Kings 
Chappel, and one of His Majesties Private 
Musirk, 

Printed and puh]ii>ird according to Order. 

J’rinted by KuTn Rawok j i» for Hu/dpii* 
RRY Mosrekv, and are t«) hr sold at thr 
sij^eof the Princes Armes in P.iuIsChurth. 
yard, 1645. 

I THE MINOR POEMS OK JOHN MIL-' 
TON. Edited hy H. C. BitKCHiN.;, M.A.. 

1 Canon of Westminster. Smaii I*oit Zvo, 

i doth^ ir. Cd. net ; Icatker^ ts. 6d. net. 

[Little Library. 

(Minchin (H. C.), M.A. A LiTTil: 
(iALLERY OF ENGLISH POETS. 
DentyiZmo. 7s.(id.net. (LittleOallcrics. 

MltcheU<P.ChalmerB).M.A. outlines 

! OF BIOLOGY. Illustrated. .Second 
Kdition, Crvivn 6s. 

A text • book designed to cover the 
Schedule issued by the Royal College of 
Physicians and Surgeons. 

‘Moil (A.).’ MIMNt; AND MINING 
INVESTMENTS. Crown Zro. 7s. Od. 
net, I Books on Bu«;ine*;v 

MoirfD.M.). MANSIKWAUCH. Edited 
by T. K. Hkkukkson. Small Pott Zvo. 
Clothi is. 6d. net; leather^ TS. 6d. net. 

[Little Library, 

Moore (H. E.). BACK TO THE LAND: 
An Inquiry into the cure for Rural Depopu* 
lation. Crown Zvo. ts. 6d. 

[.Social Questions Series. 

MorfiUfW. R.), Oriel College. Oxford, A 
HISTORY OF RUSSIA FROM PETER 
THE GREAT TO ALEXANDER U. 
With Maps and Plans. CrenunZvo, ^s.6d. 

Morich (R. J.), late of Clifton Collar. 
GERMAN EXAMINATION PAPERS 
IN MISCELLANEOUS GRAMMAR 
AND IDIOMS. Sixth Edition. Crown 
Sto. ss.Cd. (School Examination Series. 

A Kfv, isaued to Tutors and Private 
Students only, to be bad on agpiication 
to the Publi^ihers. Second Edition. 
Croten Ztv. 6s. net. 
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Messrs. Methuen’s Catalogue 


Horria (J. E.> THE NORTH RIDING 
OF VORKSHIRE. Illustrated by R. J. 
.S. Behtham, Small Pott ifo, cloth, 3s .; 
Itathtr, y. id. net. 

tLittle Guides. 

Morton (MUb Anderson). Sec Miss 

Brodrick. 


MOUle (H. C. 0.), D.D., Lord Bishop of Dur¬ 
ham. CHARLES SIMEON. With I’or- 
trait. Crown Svo. jr. 6d. 

[Leaders of Relifion. 

Muir (M. M. PattlBOn), m.a. the 
CHEMISTRY OF FIRE. The Ele¬ 
mentary Principles of Chemistry. Illus¬ 
trated. Croetm os. (»l. 

[University Extension Series. 

MundeUa (V. A), M.A. Sec J. T. Dunn. 
Naval Officer (A). THE adventures 

OF A POST CAPTAIN. With 24 coloured 
platesby Mr. Wilmams. Aba/t. Svo. y. 61I. 
net. [Illustrated Pocket Linrary. 


Neal(W.O.). .See R. N. Hall. 

Newman (J. H.) and others. LYRA 
APOSTOLICA. With an Introduction 
by Canon Scott IIoi.t.AND, and Notes by 
Canon Brechino, M.A. Small Pott Svo. 
Cloth, 3S.; Itathtr, os. (td. net. 

[Library of Devotion. 


Nichole (J. B. B.). A LITTLE BOOK OF 
ENGLISH SONNETS. SmallPottSvo. 
Cloth, u, 6d. net; leather, os. 6J. net, 

[Little Library. 

NlCltlln (T.), M.A. EXAMINATION 
PAPERS IN THUCYDIDES. Crown 
Svo, os. 

Nimrod. THE LIFE AND DEATH OF 
JOHN MYTTON, ESQ. With 18 
Coloured Plates by Henky Alkkn and 
T. j. Rawlins. Third Kdition. Pea/’. Svo. 
2S, 6tl. net. 

Also a limited edition on large Japanese 
paper. 30s. net, 

[Illustrated Pocket Library. 

THE LIFE OF A SPORTSMAN. With 
3S Coloured Plates by Henry Alken. 
Peat. Si/o. 4s. 6d. net. 

Also a limited edition on large Japanese 
paper. 301. net. 

[Illustrated Pocket Library. 

HorWay(A H.), Author of ‘ Highway's and By¬ 
ways in Devon and Cornwall.’ NAPLES : 
PAST AND PRESENT. With many 
Illustrations. Crown Svo. 6s. 

Hovalle. THE DISCIPLES AT SaIs 
AND OTHER FRAGMENTS. Edited 
by Miss Una Birch. Pea/. 8 to. w. (vi. 

OUphantCKrB.). THOMAS CHALMERS. 

With Portrait. Crow* Bro. 3s. 6d. 

. 1 Lenders of Religion. 

OntBS | 0 . W.), M.A., Fellow of All Souls', 
Oxford. A HISTORY OF THE ART 


OF WAR. Vol. It.: The Middle Ages, 
from the Fourth to the Fourteenth Century. 
Illustrated. Demy Svo. air. 

Ottley (R. t.), D.D., Profeasot of Pastoral 
Theology at Oxford and Canon of Christ 
Church. THE DOCTRINE OF THE 
INCARNATION. Second and Cheaper 
Edition. Demy Svo. tos. 6d, 

[Handbooks of Theology. 

LANCELOT ANDREWES. With Por¬ 
trait. Crown Svo. y. 6d, 

[Leaders of Religion. 

Overton (J. H.), M.A. JOHN WESLEY. 
With Portrait. Crown Svo. 31. 6d. 

[Leaders of Rej^ion. 

Owen[Doi^la 8 ), Barrlster-at-Law, Secretary 
to the Alliunce Marine and General Assur¬ 
ance Company. PORTS AND DOCKS. 
CrtKvn Ss’O. os. 6d. net, 

[Books on Business. 

Oxford (M. N.), of Guy's Hospital. A 
HANDBOOK OF NURSING. Second 
Edition. Ctoson Svo, 31. td. 

Pakes (W. 0. C.l. THE SCIENCE OF 
HYGIENE. With numerous Illustrations. 
Demy Szio. 15s, 

Parkinson (John). PARADIRI IN SOLE 
PARADISUS TERRISTRIS, OR A 
GARDEN OF ALL SORTS OF PLEA¬ 
SANT FLOWERS. Po/io. £0, os. net. 

Also an Edition of ao copies on Japanese 
vellum. Ten Guineas net. 

PannenWr(John). helio-TROPES.Or 
NEW POSIES FOR SUNDIALS, 1625. 
Edited by Pekcival I.anpun. Qssarto. 
32. td. net. 

Parmentier (Prof. lion) and Bidex (U.). 

EVAGRlUS. Demy Svo. los. td. net. 

[ Byaantine Texts. 

Pascal, THE THOUGHTS OF. With 
Introduction and Notes by C. S. Jekram. 
Small Pott Svo. os.; leather, os. td. net, 
[Library of Devotion. 

Fasten (George), authors and 
ARTIS rS OF ENGLISH COLOURED 
BOOKS. Illustrated. P'cap. Sou. ar. td, 
vet, 

ROMNEY. With many Illustrations. Demy 
itmo. os. td, net. [Little Books on Art. 

Patterson (A. H.). notes OF AN EAST 
COAST NATURALIST. Illustrated in 
Colour by F. Southgate. Cr. Svo. 6s, 

Peacock (Miss), millet. With 30 Illus¬ 
trations. Demy iCiwo. os. td. net. 

Pearce (E. H.), M.A. THE ANNALS OF 
CHRIST'S HOSPITAL. With many 
Iliusiralions. Demy Sou. ys. td. 

Peary (B. K.), Gold Medallist of the Royal 
Crtographical Society. NORTHWARD 
OVER THE GREAT ICE. With over Boo 
Illustrations, ovols. Royal Svo, 300. suU 
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Peel (Sidney), Ute Fellow of Trinity College, 
Oxford, and Secretary to tbe Kwal Com¬ 
mission on the Licensing I-aws. PRACTI¬ 
CAL LICENSING REFORM. Stand 
Edition. Crown Svo. js. 6d. 

Petere (J. P.), D.D. THE OLD TESTA¬ 
MENT AND THE NEW SCHOLAR¬ 
SHIP. Cr. 8rw. 6s. [Churchman's Library. 
PetrielW.M. Plinderel.D.C.L., LL.D., Pro¬ 
fessor of Egyptology at University CoUege. 
A HISTORY OF EGYPT, from thr 
Earukst Times to the Present Day. 
Fully Illustrated. In six voiumts. Crown 
ivo. 6s. ttsch. 

You I., Prehistoric Times to XVIth 
Dynasty. Ei/ti Edition. 

Vouii. The XVIIth and XVIIIth Dy- 
nasties. Fourth Edition. 

You IV. The Egyit of the Ptolemies, 
J. P. Maiiafpy, Litt.D. 

VoL. V. Roman IkiYPT. J. G. Milne, M.A. 
VoL. vr. Ecyit in the Middle Ac.es. 

Staniey Lank-Poolk, M.A. 

RELIGION AND CONSCIENCE IN 
ANCIENT EGYPT. Fully Illustrated. 
Crown 6s'0. os.Cd. 

SYRIA AND EGYPT, FROM THE TELL 
EL AMARNA TABLETS. Crown 8m 
as. 6d, 

EGYPTIAN TALES. Illustrated by Trist¬ 
ram Ellls. In TwoVotumts. Crown ivo. 
V. 6d. tach. 

EGYPTIAN DECORATIVE ART. With 
120 Illustrations. Crosun ivo. 31. 6d. 
PMUips (W. A.). CANNING. With 12 
Illustrations Ftap.ivo.^ Cloth,6d.; 
Itothtr, AS. not. [Little Biographies. 

PhlllpOttB (Eden). MY DEVON YEAR. 
With 38 Illustrations by J. Ley Pethv- 
BKIDGE. Larte Croton ivo. 6s. 

Pienaar (PUlfp). with steyn and 

DE WET. Stand Edition. Crov/n ivo. 


V. 6d. 

Plantua THE captive Edited, with 

an Introduction, Textual Notes, and a Com¬ 
mentary, by W. M. Lindsay, Fellow of 
Jesus Ciollege, Oxford. Dtmjtivo. \os.6d. 
tut. 

Plowden-WardlawfJ.T.), B. A.. King'sColl. 
Cam. EXAMINATION PAPERS IN 
ENGLISH HISTORV. Crownivo.os. 6d. 

[School Examination Series. 
Poooek (Roger). A FRONTIERSMAN. 
Third Edition. Crown ivo. 6s. 

A Colonial Edition is also published. 

Podmore (Prank), modern 
SPIRITUALISM. TwoVolumts. Dtmy 
ivo. IIJ. tut. 

A History and a Criticism. 

Poor (J. Patrick U). A MODERN 
LEGIONARY. Crown 8m. 6s. 

A Colonial Edition is also published. 

Pollard (Alice) and Birastingl (Etkel). 

COROT. With 30 Illustrations. Dtmf 
i6mo. [Little Boohs on Art. 


A 


Pollard (A. W.). OLD PICTURE BOOKS. 
With many Illustrations. Dtmy 8011. 
71. 6d. not. 

Pollard (Eliga F.). GREUZE AND 
BOUCHER. Dttny \6mo. as. 6d. ntt. 

[Little Books on Art. 
Pollock (David), M.I.N.A., Author of 
Modtrn ShiOhuildint and tht Mtn tnraetd 
in rV,'etc., etc. THE SHIPBUILDING 
INDUSTRY. Crown ivo. is.6d.Hfl. 

[Books on Business, 
Potter (M. C.). M.A., F.I..S. A TEXT¬ 
BOOK OF AGRICULTURAL BOTANY. 
Illusirated. Stand Edition. Croton ivo. 
SS. 6d, [UniYersity Extension Serie.s. 


Potter Boy .An Old). WHEN I WAS A 
CHILD. Crown 8m 6r. 

Pradean (0.). A KEY TO THE TIME 
ALLUSIONS IN THE DIVINE 
COMEDY. With a Dial, St,tallt/uarto, 
3r. 6d. 

Prance (0.). See R. Wyon. , 

Prescott (0. L.). ABOUT MUSIC, AND 
WHAT IT IS MADE OF. Crown ivo. 
31. 6d. ntt. 

Price (L. Iii), M.A., Fellow of Oriel College, 
Oxoii. A Hl.STORV OF ENGLISH 
POLITICAL ECONOMY. Fourth 
Edition. Croton ivo. is. 6d. 

[UniYersity Extension SerieiL 

Primioee (Deborak). A modern 

BCEOTIA, Cr. 8m. 6s. [Nearly Ready. 
PROTECTION AND INDUSTRY. By 
various Writers. Crown ivo. js.6d.nft. 


Pugdn and Rowlandson, the micro¬ 
cosm OF LONDON, OR London in 
Miniatork. With 104 Illustrations in 
colour. In Thrtt Voiumts. Snutll fto. 

••Q." THE GOLDEN POMP. A Proces¬ 
sion of English Lyrics. Arranged by A. T. 
Ooili.frCouch. Crownivo. Btahram.6t. 

QUEVEDO VILLEGAS, THE VISIONS 
OF DOM FRANCISCO DE, Knight of 
tbe Order of St. James. Made English 
by R. L. 

From the edition printed for H. Herring 
man, 1668. Ltathtr, 21. mt. 

[Miniature Library. 

0 . R. and E. S. THE WOODIIOUSE 
CORRESPONDENCE. Crownivo. 6s. 
Rackham (R. B.). M.A. THE acts of 
THE APOSTLES. With an Introduction 
and Notes. Etmy ivo. lYtwandCheaOtr 
Ed. JUS. 6d. [WMtminster Commentaries. 

l^andOlph [R W.), D.D., Principal of the 
Theological College, Ely. THE PSALMS 
OF DAVID. With an Introduction and 
Notes. SnuUl Pott 8m Cloth, is.; 
ltathtr, IS. 6d. not. [Library of Ilevouton. 

Rannls (D. W.), M.A. A STUDENT'S 
HISTORY OF SC 0 T 1 .AND. Cr. ivo. 
3t. 6d. 
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Messrs. Methuen’s Catalogue 


BUhdaU (HatUngt), M.A., Fellow and 
Tutor of New College, Oxford. DOC¬ 
TRINE AND DEVELOPMENT. Crimn 

BawBtorne (lawrenoe, Est^.). 

OAMONIA: or, The Art of Preserving 
Game; and an Improved Method of making 
plantations and covers, explained and illus¬ 
trated by. With 15 Coloured Drawings by 
T. Rawuns. A'ca/. Sr/u. 31. 6rf. net. 

lllliislrated Pocket Library. 


A Real Paddy, real life in ire- 

LAN D, or The Day and Night Scenes of 
Brian Boru^^Esq., and his Elegant Friend, 
Sir Shawn O'Dogherty. With 19 Coloured 
Plates by Heath, MARKS,elc. Fca^. ivc. 
3r. 6<f. ntt, 1 Illustrated Pocket Library. 

Reaion (W.), m.a. university and 

SOCIAL SETTLEMENTS. Ocnm Ivc. 


6d. [Social Questions Series. 

KedfemCW.B.), Author of ‘ Ancient Wood 
and Iron Work in Cambridge.'etc. ROYAL 
AND HISTORIC GI.OVES AND 
ANCIENT SHOES. Profusely Illu.s. 
trated in colour and lialf-tone. Quarto, 
£a, IS. Htl. 

iUwnoIdg. A LITTLE GALLERY OF. 

Twenty examples in photogr.3vure of his 
finest work, bemy i6mo. as. 6ii. ntt. 

[Little Galleries. 

BolMItl (M. E.). See C. C. Cbanner. 

Bobsrtson. (A.), D.D., Lord Bishop of 
Exeter. REGNUM DEI. The Bampton 
Lectures of 1901. VemvSvo. xas.bd.utt. 

BOb«rtlOn (0. Oraat), M.A., Fellow of All 
Souls' College, Oxford, Examiner in the 
Honour School of Modem History, Oxford, 
1901-1904. SELECT STATUTES, CASES, 
AND CONSTITUTIONAL DOCU¬ 
MENTS, 1660-1833. bemy Sou. lor. 6rf. 
ntt. 


Bol)#rt«ffl(8Ir 0. S.) K.C. S. 1. CHITR AL : 
The Story of a Minor Siege. With numer¬ 
ous Illustrations, Map and Plans, Fourth 
Fditiou. Crown Zvo. 6s. 


Robinson (A.W.),m.a. the epistle 

TO THE GALATIANS. With an Intro¬ 
duction and Notes. Feat. Boo. is. 6 d. ntt. 

(Churchman's Bible. 
Boblnion(OeoUiaX THEMINISTRYOf 
DEACONESSES. With an Introduction 
by the late Archbishop of Canterbury. 
Croton Svo, 3s. 6J. 

Roebefoncnnld (La), THE maxims of. 

Translated by De.sn Stanhope. Edited by 
G.H Powell. SmallFoti Boo,doth, it.6d. 
ntt; Itathor, 31. 6 (i ntt, (Little Library. 

ROdiroU (0.x B.A. NEW TESTAMENT 
GREEK. A Course for Beginners. With 
a Preface by Waltbk Lock, JD.D., Warden 
of (table College. FcaO. Bve. 3s. 6d. 
ROOGh^ ANCIENT coffers AND 
CUPBOARDS: Their History and De¬ 


scription. With many Illustrations. Quarto. 
£3, 3t. not. 

Boson (A. 0 . L.), M. A., Editor of the last 
volume of 'I'/te History of Agricutturt and 
Pricer in lingtand. THE AGRICUL¬ 
TURAL INDUSTRY. Crown Bvo. 
as. 6d. net. [Books on Business. 

Romney. A LITTLE GALLERY OF. 
Twenty examples in Photogravure of his 
finest work, bemy i6mo. as. 6d. net. 

[Little Galleries. 

R0gC0e(E.S.). ROBERT HARLEY.EARL 
OF OXFORD. Illustrated. Demy 800. 


7 J. 6d. 

This is the only life of Hailey inexistence. 

BUCKINGHAMSHIRE. Illustrated 
b/F. D. Bkdi'ord. Small Pott Bvo, cloth 
3s. leather, yr. 6d. [Little (juides. 

Rose (Edward). THE ROSE READER. 
With numerous Illustrations. Crown Bvo. 
as.6d. Also in 4 Parts. Parts I. and II. 
6d. each ; Part I I. Bd.; Part IV. rod. 

Ruble (A. E.), M.A., Head Master of 
College, Eltham. THE GOSPEI, AC¬ 
CORDING TO ST. MARK. With three 
Maps. Crown Bvo. is. 6d. 

[Junior School Books. 

THE .ACTS OF THE APOSTLES. Crorsm 
Bvo. as. (Junior School Books. 

THE FIRST BOOK OF KINGS. With 
Notes. Crown Bro. ss. 6d. 

[Junior School Books. 

Ruasell (W. ClaxltX 'I'HE LIFE OF 
ADMIRAL LORD COLLINGWOOD. 


With Illustrations by F. Brancwyn. Fourth 
Edition. Crown 8m 6s. 

A Colon'ial Edition is also published. 

St. Anselm, THE devotions of. 

Edited byC. C J. Webb, M.A. SmallPott 
8m Cloth, as .; leather, as. 6d. net, 

[Library of Devotion. 

St. Augustine. THE CONFESSIONS OF. 
Newly Translated, with an introduction 
and Notes, by C. Bigg, D.D., late Student 
of Christ Church. Third Edition. Small 
Pott 6m Cloth, as ; leather, at. 6d. net. 

[Library of Devotion. 
'Sa]d'(MnsroE.X REGINALD. Peap. 
as. 6d. net. 


Sales (St. Fnscis de). ON THE LOVE 
OF GOD. Edited by W. J. Knox-Littlk, 
M.A. Small Pott Bvo. Cloth, as.; leather, 

as. 6d.Het. [Library of Devotion. 

Salmon (A. L.). CORNWALL. Illustrated 

by B. C Boulter. SmallPott 8 m Cloth, 

at. ; leather, as. 6d. net. [Little Guides. 
A POPULAR GUIDE TO DEVON. 

Medium Bvo. 6d. net. 


Sai^unt (J.X M.a. annals of 

W E S T MI JTS T E R SCHOOU With 
numerous Illustrations, Demy 8m yr. 6d. 
Satbas (C.X THE HISTORY' OF 
PSELLUS. Demy Bvo. r3s.net. 

[Bytandne Texts, 
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Schmitt (John). THE CHRONICLE OF 
MOREA. Demyivt, 15*. net. 

[Byzantine Texts. 
8e6ley(H.O.) F.R.S. DRAGONS OF THE 
AIR. With many illustrations. Crmn 
Bve. 6t. 

BeU«Or. P.), M.A. THE MECHANICS 
OF DAILY LIKE, illustrated. Cremn 
Szv, at. 6i. (University Extension Series. 
Selottf (Edmund); TOMMY smith-s 
ANIMALS. Illustrated by G. W. OxD. 
Heemd Edition. Fcaf. Bvo. as. 6d. 

Settle (J. H.). ANECDOTES OF 
BRITISH SOLDIERS. Crown tvo. 
3r.<rf. net. 

A Colonial Edition is also published. 

Shakeapeare (William). 

THE FOUR FOLIOS, 1653; 1632; i66f, 
1685. Each Four Guineas sut, or a com¬ 
plete set, Twc/ve Guineas net. 

The Arden Shakespeare. 

Demy Sw. 3r. 6 d. each volume. General 
Editor, W. J. Ckaip. An Edition of 
Shakespeare in single Plays. Edited with 
a full Introduction, Textual Notes, and 
a Commentary at the foot of the page. 
H.tMLET. Edited by Euwaku Dowsen, 
l,ilt.D. ' 

ROMEO AND JULIET. Edited by 
Euwaku Dovvden, Litt.D. 

KING LE.\K. Edited by W. J. Craig. 
JULIU.S CAESAR. Edited by M. Mac¬ 
millan, M.A. 

THE TEMPEST. Edited by Morton 
Lock. 

OTHELLO. Edited by H. C. Hart. 
CYMBELINE. Edited by Edward Dowdkn. 
TITUS ANDRONICUS. Edited by H. B. 
Baildon. 

THE MERRY WIVES OF WINDSOR. 

Edited by H. C. Hart. 

MIDSUMMER NIGHTS DREAM. 

Edited by H. Cunikcham. 

KING HENRY V. Edited by H. A. Evans. 
TITUS ANDRONICUS. Edited by H. B. 
Baildon. 

ALL’S WELL TII.\T ENDS WELL. 

Edited by W 0 . Bhigstocke. 

THE TAMING OF THE SHREW. 

Edited by R. M. Bond. 1 

The Uttle Quarto Shakespeare. Pott 

time. Leather trice ir. steteach volume. 

TWO GENTLEMEN OF VERONA. 

A COMEDY OF ERRORS. 

THE TEMPEST. 

THE MERRY WIVES OF WINDSOR. 
MEASURE FOR MEASURE. 

LOVE’S LABOUR'S LOST. 

A MIDSUMMER NIGHT'S DREAM. 
MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING. 

AS YOU LIKE IT. 

THE MERCHANT OF VENICE. 

ALL'S WELL THAT ENDS WELL. 


A WINTER’S TALE. 

THE TAMING OF THE SHREW. 
TWELFTH NIGHT. 

KING JOHN. 

KING RICHARD II. 

KING HENRY IV. Part i. 

KING HENRY IV. Part. ii. 

KING HENRY V. 

KING HENRY VI. Part i. 

KING HENRY VI. Part it. 

KING HENRY VI. Partin. 

KING RICHARD III. 

KING HENRY VIII. 

TROILUS AND CRESSIDA. 
CORIOLANUS. 

TITUS ANDRONICUS. 

ROMEO AND JULIET. 

TIMON OF ATHENS. 

JULIUS CjESAR. 


Sharp (A.). VICTORIAN POETS. Crown 
Svo. as. 6d. (University Extension Series. 
Sharp (Mrs. B. A.). REMBRANDT. 
With 30 Illustrations. PemyBvo. as.'id. 
net. [Little Books on Art. 


Shedlook (J. S.). THE PIANOFORTE 
SONATA: Its Origin and Development. 
Crown Bvo. 5s. 

BheUey (Percy B.). adonais ; an Elegy 

on the death of John Keats, Author of 
Endymion, etc. Pisa. From the types of 
Didot, iSai. 2s. sut. 

8herwell(Arthur),M.A. life in WEST 
London. Third Edition. Crown Byo. 
at. 6d. [Social Questions Series. 

Slchel (Walters Disraeli : a study in 

Personality and Ideas. With 3 Portraits. 
Demy Bvo.^ tas. (ui. sut. 

A Colonial Edition is also published, 
BEACONSFIELD. With 12 Illustrations 
Pca^. 8pv, cloth, 3t. 6d.; leather, 41. sut. 

[Little Biographies. 
BimelJ.X REYNOLDS. With many Illus¬ 
trations, Demy i6mo. at. 6d. sut. 

[Little Books on Art. 
Simoneon (0. A.). FRANCESCO 
GUARDI. With 3a Plates. Eoyal folio. 
£2, at. net. 

BketchleyCR. E. D.X watts, with 

many Illustrations. Desny s6ssio. at. 6d. 
sut. [ Little Books on An. 

Skipton (H. P. R.). HOPPNER. With 
numerous Illustrations. Demyi6mo. as.6d. 
sut. [Little Books on Art. 

Bladen(Doufllai). SICILY. Withover 
300 Illustrations. Crosm Bvo. u. sut. 

Bmall (Etnui), M.A. THE EARTH. An 
Introduction to Physiography. Illustrated, 
Crown Sue. at. 6d. 

(University Extension %riex. 

8maUwood,(lto.). vandvck. ^ith 

many Illustrations. Desny thmo. at. M. 
sut. [Little Books on Art. 
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Smedlw (F. E). FRANK FAIRLEGH. 
With ii Plates bv Geokck Cxuikshank. 
Feaf. Sm. 3s. M. tut. 

[lllustiated Packet Library. 
Smith (Adam). THE WEALTH OF 
NATIONS. Edited with an Introduction 
and numerous Notes by Edwin Cannan, 
M.A. Two vDlumis, Ditnyivo. ais,iut. 
Smith (Horace and Jamee). REJECTED 
ADDRESSES. Edited by A. D. Godlsy, 
M.A. Small Pott 8w, cloth, is. 6d. net.; 
Italhtr, as. id. mi. [Little Library. 

SneU (F. J.). A BOOK OF EXMOOR. 

Illustrated. Crown Boo. is. 

Sophocles. ELECTRA AND AJAX. 
Translated by E. D. A. Morshead, M.A., 
Assistant Master at Winchester, as. id. 

(Classical Transbtions. 
SometdhA.), andAcatoedH. J.), Modern 

Language Masters at King Edward'sSchool, 
Birmingham. A JUNIOR FRENCH 
GRAMMAR. Crown ivo. as. 

[Junior School Books. 
South (Wilton E.), M.A. THE GOSPEL 
-ACCORDING TO ST. MATTHEW. 
Crown Svo. is. id, [Junior School Books. 
Southey (R.) ENGLISH SEAMEN. 
Vol. I. (Howard,Clifford, Hawkins, Drake, 
Cavendish). Edited, with an Introduction, 
by David IIannay. Second Edition. 
Crown Bto. is. 

Vol. It. (Richard Hawkins, Grenville, 
Essex, and Raleigh). Crown 6vo. is. 
Spence (C. H.), M. A., Clifton College. HIS¬ 
TORY AND GEOGRAPHY EXAM¬ 
INATION PAPERS. Second Edition. 
Crown 8rn. as. id. 

[School Examination Series. 
Spooner (W. L\ M. A., Warden of New Col¬ 
lege, Oxford. BISHOP BUTLER. With 
Portrait. Crown St/o. 3s. id. 

[Le,aders of Religion, 
Stanbridge (J.W.), B.D., lateCanonof York, 
and sometime Fellow of St. John's College, 
Oxford. A BOOK OF 15 EY 0 TI 0 tfS, 
Second Edition. SmallPottim. Cloth,as.; 
leather, as. id. net. [Library of Devotion. 
•Stanoliffe,’ GOLF DO’S AND DONT'S. 

Second Edition. Ecap. Svo. is. 

Stedman (A. U. H.), M.A. 

INITIA LATIN.A: Easy Lessons on Ele¬ 
mentary Accidence. Sixth Edition. Pcaf. 
Srv. IS, 

FIRST LATIN LESSONS. Eighth Edi¬ 
tion, Crown ivo. as. | 

FIRST LATIN READER, With Notes 
adapted to the Shorter Latin Primer and 
Vocabulary. Sixth Edition revised. xBmo. 

If. id, 

EA*Y SKLECnONS FROM CAESAR. 
The Helvetian War, Second Edition. 
ilsHO, u, j 


EASY SELECTIONS FROM LIVY. Parti. 
The Kings of Romo. 13^0. SecondEdi¬ 
tion, u, id. 

EASY LATIN PASSAGES FOR UNSEEN 
TRANSLATION. Einlh Edition. 
Pcaf. im. If. id. 

EXEMPLA LATINA. First Exercises in 
Latin Accidence. With Vocabulary. Third 
Edition. Crown two. is. 

EASY LATIN EXERCISES ON THE 
SYNTAX OF THE SHORTER AND 
REVISED LATIN PRIMER. With 
Vocabulary. Ninth and Cheaper Edition, 
re-written. Crown ivo. is. iti. Key, 
3t. net. Original Edition, as. 64 

THE LATIN COMPOUND SENTENCE; 
Rules and Exercises. Second Edition. 
Crown tvo. is, id. With Vocabulary. Sf. 
NOTANDA QUAEDAM: Miscellaneous 
Latin Exercises on Common Rules and 
Idioms. Fourth Edition. Pcap. 800. is, id. 
With Vocabulary, af. Key, sf. net. 
LATIN VOCABULARIES FOR REPETI¬ 
TION : Arranged according to Subjects. 
Eleventh Edition. Fcap. 8ot. is. id. 

A VOCABULARY OF LATIN IDIOMS. 
181WO. Second Edition, is. 


STEPS TO GREEK. Second Edition, re¬ 
vised, iSmo, IS, 

A SHORTER GREEK PRIMER. Crown 
Ivo. IS. id. 

EASY GREEK PAS.SAGES FOR UNSEEN 
TRANSLATION. ThirdEdition,revised. 
Fcap. 8to. If. id. 

GREEK VOCABULARIES FOR REPETI¬ 
TION. Arranged according to Subject,s. 
Third Edition. Fcap. ivo. is. id. 
GREEK TESTAMENT SELECTIONS. 
For the use of Schools. With Introduction, 
Notes, and Vocabulary. Third Edition. 
Fcap. tvo, as. id. 

STEPS TO FRENCH. Sixth Edition, 
itmo, Sd. 

FIRST FRENCH LESSONS. Sixth Edi¬ 
tion, revised, Crown isw. is. 

EASY FRENCH PASSAGES FOR UN- 
SEEN TRANSLATION. Fifth Edi¬ 
tion, revised. Fcap, tvo. is. id. 

EASY FRENCH EXERCISES ON ELK- 
MENTARV SYNTAX. With Vocabulary. 
Fourth Edition. Crown tvo. as, id. Key, 


FI^E^H VOCABULARIES FOR RE¬ 
PETITION : Arranged according to Sub- 
Jecta Twelfth Edition. Fcap. tvo. is. 
FRENCH E)(AMINATION PAPERS IN 
MISCELLANEOUS GRAMMAR AND 
IDIOMS. Twelfth Edition. Crown twi. 
at. id. _ [School Examination Series. 
A Kttv, issued to Tutors and Mrate 
Students only, to be had on application 
to the Publishers. Fifth Edition, 
Crown tvo. it, net. 



General Literature 


21 


GENERAL KNOWLEDGE EXAMINA- i 
TION PAPERS. Fifth Edition. Crown j 
Zvo. 2s. 6d. [School Examination Series. | 
Key {Third Edition) issued as above. 
7^. ntU 

GREEK EXAMINATION PAPERS IN 
MISCELLANEOUS GRAMMAR AND 
IDIOMS. Stventk Edition,^ Crown Zvo. 
2S. 6d. [School Examination Series. 

Key (Third Edition) issued as above. 
6s, net. 

LATIN EXAMINATION PAPERS IN 
MISCELLANEOUS GRAMMAR AND 
IDIOMS. Twelfth Edition. Crown Zvo. 
2s, 6d. [School Examination Series. 

VSky (Fifth Edition) issued as above. 
6 r. net. 

Steel (R. Elliott). M.A., F.C.S. THE 
WORLD OF SCIENCE. Including 
Chemistry, Heat, Light, Sound, Magnetism, 
Electricity, Botany, Zoology, Physiology, 
Astronomy, and Geology. 147 Illustrations. 
Second Edition. Croum Zvo. ss. 6d. 
PHYSICS EXAMINATION PAPER.S. 
Crown Zvo. 2s. 6d. 

[School Examination Seric-s. 
Btepbezuon (C.), of the Technical College, 
Bradford, and SllddardB(F.)ofthe York¬ 
shire College, Ucds. ORNAMENTAI. 
DESIGN FOR WOVEN FABRICS. 
Illustrated. Demy Zvo. Second Edition, j 
71. 6d. \ 

Stepheneon (J.), U.A. T H K CHIEF; 
TRUTHS OF THE CHRISTIAN 
FAITH. Cro7vn Zvo. 6d. 

Sterne (Uureace). A sentimental 

JOURNEY. Edited by H. W. Paul. 
SmallFott Zvo, Clothe xs. 6d. nei; leather, 
7S.6d.nei. (Little Library. 

Starry (W.), M.A. annals of eton 

COLLEGE. With numerous Illustrations. 
Demy Zvo. 75. 6d. 

Steuart(Katherlae). BY ALl.A X WATER. 
Second Edition. Crown Zvo. 6s. 

Stevenson (E. L). the letters of 
ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON TO 
HIS FAMILY AND FKIENJ>.S. 
Selected and Edited, with Notes and Intro¬ 
ductions, by Sidney Colvin, Sixth and 
Cheaper Edition. CroionZvo. t7s. 

Library Edition. Demy Zvo. 2Vols. 7^s.net. 

A Colonial Edition is also published 
VAILIMA LETTERS. With an Etchcl 
Portrait by William Stkang. Third 
Edition. Crown Zvo. Buckram. 6s. 

A Colonial Edition is also published. 

THE LIFE OF R. L. STEVENSON. See 
G. Balfour. 

Stevenson ( 1 I.X.). FROM SARANAC TO 
THE MARQUESAS. Being Letters j 
written by Mrs. M. 1 . Stivenson during 1 
t887'6 to her sister, Miss Jaks Whyte * 
Balpouk. With an Introduction by 


George W. Balfour, M.D., LL.D., 
F.R.S.S. Crown Zvo. 6s.net. 

A Colonial Edition is also published. 

Stoddart (Anna M.) ST. FRANCIS of 

ASSISI. With )6 Illustrations. Ecap. 
Zvo. Cloiht ys. 6d.; leai^r^ ttet. 

[Little Biographies. 
Stone (S. B.), M.A., late Assistant Master at 
Eton. SELECTIONS FROM THE 
ODYSSEY. Fcap.Zvo. u.(m{. 

Stone (S. J.). POKM.s and hymns. 
With a Memoir by F. G. Kli.fktun, M.A, 
With Portrait. Crown Zvo. 6s. 

Str ...kvir (F.), Assoc, of the Institute of 
iiankers, and Lecturer to the London 
Chamber of Commerce. THE MONEY 
MARKET. Crown Zvo. 7S. 6d. net. 

[Books oil Business. 
Streane (A, W.), D.D. ECCLESIASTES. 
With an Introduction and Notes. Fcap. 
Zifo. i5.6d.net. [Churchman'.^ Bible. 
Stroud(H.), D.Sc., M.A., Profc:,.sorof I*hysics 
in the Durham College of Science, New* 
castle-on.Tyne. PRACTICAL PHYSICS. 
Fully Illustrated. ('roxonZvo. V. 6</. 

[Textbooks of Technology. 

Strutt (Joseph). THE sports and 
PASTIMES OF THE PEOPLE OF 
ENGLAND, Illustrated by many engrav¬ 
ings. Revised by J. Charles Cox, LL.D., 
F.S.A. Quarto, axx. net. 

Stuart (Capt Donald). thkstru(;gle 

FOR PERSIA. With a Mai>. Croton 
Zvo. 6 r. 


Suckling (Sir John), fragmenta 

AUKEA:a Collection of all tlie Inroni- 
parable Peeces, written by. And publlsbrrl 
by^ a friend^ to perpetuate IjIs memory. 
Printed by his own copies. 

Printed for Humphrey Mosklev, and 
are to be sold at his shop, at the sign of the 
Princes Arms in St. Paul’s Churchyard, 

i6i6. 

Suddards (F.). See C. Stephenson. 

Surtees (R. S.). handlky CROSS. 

With 17 Coloured Plates and 100 Woodtui'i 
in the Text by John Llecm. Fcap. 8 r'.». 
45. 6d. net. 

AUo a limited edition on large Japanese 
paper, yjs. net. 

[Illustrated Pocket Library. 
MR. SPONGE’S SPOUTING TOUR. 


With 13 Coloured Plates and 90 Woodcuis 
in the Text by John Leech. Fcap. Zvo 
3f. 6d. net. 

Also a limited edition on large Japanese 
paper. 301. net. 

(Illustrated Pocket Library. 
JORROCKS’ JAUNTS AND JOLLITIES. 
With IS Coloured Plates by II. Alren. 
Fcaf. Zvo. yi. 6d. net. 

Also a limned edition on large JafUuie^ 
paper. 30#. net. 

[Illustrated Pocket Library. 
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ASK MAMMA. With 13 Coloured Plates 
and 70 Woodcuts in the Text by John* 
'Leech, heap, %vo, ^ y. 6 ei. net. 

Also a limited edition on large Japanese 
paper, ^os. neU 

(Illustrated Pocket Library. NearlyRcady. 

Swift (JonatHan). THb: journal to 
STELLA. Edited by 0. A. Aitken. 
Crown Zv0, 6 s. 

Symss (J. B.), M.A. THE FRENCH 
REVOLUTION. ^SecondKditieH. Crown 
Sifo. us. 6 d. (University I^xlension Series 

Syrett (Netta). A SCHOOL YEAR. Illus¬ 
trated. Vtmy i 6 mc. 2s. 6 d. 

(Little Blue Books. 

T&CltUS. ACRICOLA. Withinttoduction, 
Notes, Map, etc. By R. F. Davi^M.A., 
late Assistant Master at Weymouth College. 
Crown 2i, 

IfERMANIA. By the same Editor. Crown 
Bvo. js. 

AORICOLAANUGERMANIA. Translated 
by K. B. Townshhnd, late Scholar of 
Trinity College, Cami>ridge. Cror’u Zvo. 
*x. 6 d. fChassical Tranrdations. 

TaulerCJ.K THE INNER way. Being 

Thirty-six Sermons for h’cstivals by loirs 
Tauu k. Edited by A. W. Hutton, M. A. 
Small Pott 8t'0. Clothe 2s. ,* leather^ 
2f. 6 d. net. (Library of Devotion. 

Taunton (E. Lb A history of the 
JESUITS IN ENGLAND. With Illus¬ 
trations. Demy au. net. 

Taylor (A. B.). the ELEMENTS OF 
METAPIIVvSlCS. DemyZvo. \os. 6 d.Het. 

Taylor (F. 0.), m.a. commercial 
ARITHMETIC. Third Edition. Crmtm 
St'47. If. 6 d. (Commercial Series. 

Taylor [MIbb J. A.). SIR WALTER 
KALKitill. With 12 Illustrations. Feap. 
8 «». Cloth^ 3r. 6 d.; leather, ^5. net. 

(Little Biographies. 

Taylor (T. M.), M A., Fellow of Gonville and 
Caius College, Cambridge. A CONSTI- 
TUTlOiV.VL AND POLITICAL HIS- 
TORY OF ROME. CrownZvo. 7s, 6d. 
Tennyson (Alfred, Lord), the early 
POEMS OK Edite^L with Notes and an 
Introduction, by J. Churton Collins, 
M.A. CtvivnZtfO. 6s. 

IN MEMORIAM, MAUD, AND THE 
PRINCK.S8. Edited by J. Churton 
Collins, M.A. Crosvn Zvo. 6s, 

MAUD. Edited by Elizabeth Words¬ 
worth. Small Pott Zvo. Clotk^ if. 6 d. 
net: leather^ ai. 6 d. net. [Little Library. 

IN MEMORIAM. Edited by H. C. Beech¬ 
ing, M.A. Small Pott Ztfo. ClotkjU.td. 
neti leather. 21. 6 d. net. (Little Librarv. 

THU EARLY POEMS OF. Edited by), t. 
Collins. M.A* SmallFottZr>o, Clothe u\ 
net; leetihert af. 6^. net. (Little Library. 


THE PRINCESS. Edited by Elizabeth 
Wordsworth, SmaltPott Zvo. Ctothy is. 
6 d. net; leathery 2s. 6d.net. (Little Library. 
Terry (C. 8.). THE YOUNG PRE¬ 
TENDER. With la Illustrations. Fcap. 
Zvo. yClotk, 3x. 6 d .; leathery net. 

[Little Biographies. 
Terton(AUce). LIGHTSANDSHADOWS 
IN A HOSPITAL. Crown Zvo. ys.6d. 
TEacReray (W. M.). VANITY FAIR. 

Edited by Stephen Gwvnn. Three 
Volumes. Small Poll Zvo. Each volumey 
ctothy IS. 6d, net; leathery af. 6 d, net. 

[Little Library. 

PENDKNNIS. Edited by Stephen/Jwvnn. 
Three Volumes. Smalt Pott Zvo. Each 
volume, cloth, \s.6d. net; leather. 2s. 6d. 
net. [Little Library. 

ESMOND, Edited by Stephen Gwvnn. 
Small Pott Zvo, Cloth, is. 6d. net ; leather, 
2S. 6d, net. (Little Library. 

CHRISTMAS BOOKS. Edited by Stephkv 
Gwvnn. Sfnall Pott Zvo. Cloth, if. 6 d. 
net; leather, 2f. 6 d. net. (Little Library. 
TReoBaJd (F. W.), M.A. INSI-CT LIFE. 
Illustrated. Crontn Sr'o. 2s. bd. 

(Univcrj>ity E.xtension Seric.s. 
ThompBOn (A. H.). CAMBRIDGE and 
ITS COl.LEGKS. Illustrated by E. H. 
Ni:w. Small Pott Zvo. Cloth, ^s.; leather, 
3f, 6 d, net. [Little Guides. 

TilestonfMary W.). DAILY si kength 
FOR DAILY NEEDS. Fca/.Zvo. ^s.6d. 
Also editions in superior binding y. and 6 s. 

Tompkins (H. w.), f.r.h.s. Hert¬ 
fordshire. Illustrated by E. H.New. 
S/nailPott Zvo. Cloth, 3f. ; leathery\s. 6 / 1 . 
net. (Little duide.s. 

Townley (Lady Susan). MY CHINESE 
NOTE-BOOK. With 16 Illustrations. 
Demy Zvo.^ lof. 6 d. net. 

A Colonial Edition is also published. 

Toynbee (Paget), m.a., D.Litt. dante 
STUDIES AND RESEARCHES. 
Demy Zvo. los.tni.net, 

DANTE ALIGHIERI. With 12 Illustra. 
tions. Second Edition, heap. Zvo. Cloth, 
3f. 6 d.; leather, 4^. net, 

(Little Biograpbie.s. 

Trenchf’Herbert). deikdre wed : and 

Other Poems. Crown Zvo, v. 
Trevelyan ( 0 , M.X Fellow of Trinity Col¬ 
lege, CamVidcc. ENGLAND UNDER 
THE STUARTS. DetnyZvo. ios.6d.net. 

Trotttbeck<a.E.x Westminster 

ABBEY. Illustrated by F. D. Bropord. 
Small Poii Zvo, Cloth, 3J.; leather, \s. 6d. 
net. ILittle CfuideK. 

TuckweU(OertrudeX THE state AND 

ITS CHILDREN. Crown Zvo. 2s. 6d. 

[Social Questions Series. 

Twlning(LOUisaX WORKHOUSESANJ> 
PAUPERISM* Crown ^0. af. 6*^. 

(Social Questions Series. 
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Tyler (Ejy ii.A., kc.s. a junior 

CHEMISTRY, Crnvn Sva, ai. 6</. 

_,, _ ljunior School Boo1cj». 

Tyrell-Gill (FranceB). TURNER. 

Pfmy i6mo. ss, 6/f, tut. 

_ {Lillie Rooks on Art. 

VaTuhaa (Henry), THE poems of. 
Ldiledby Edward Huttom. Small Pott 
8 w. Clotk^ IS. (>d. Hit; ltathery7s. (id. net. 
.. [Little Library. 

Voeaelin (A.), m.a. junior german 

EXAMINATION PAPERS. Fcaf. ^po. 

{Junior Examination aeries. 
Wade (G. W.),P.D. OLD TESTAMENT 
HISrOR\, With Maps. SecondEdiiior,. 
Crowk ts. 

This book presents a connected account 
of the Hebrew people during the perioil 
covered by the Old Testament; and h; 


Diagrams. Second Edition. Ctwn 3r<*. 

[ rextl)ooks of Technology. 
W6ll8(J.)»M.A.,Fel)owand Tutor of Wadham 
College. OXFORD AND OXFORD 
LIFE. By Mcmhcfs of the University. 
Third Edition Crenon Sw, 3/. 6d, 

A SHORT HISTORY OK KOMK, Fifth 
Edition. With 3 Mai)s. Cr. ^vo, 3X. td. 

This book is intended for the Middle and 
Upper Forms of Public Schwls and for 
Pass Students at the Universities. It con* 
tains copious Ta^ Vs, etc. 

OXFORD AND iTS COLLEGES. Ilhvv 
trated by E. H. New. Fifth Edition, 
Pott ^vo. Cloth, y.; leather, 3^. M. net. 

(Litilc Guides. 

Wetmore(HelanC.). TH ic i.As i' of th e 

GREAT SCOUTS (‘BuOalo iJiU’). With 

. . .., _ I'Au^truXious. SeiOfidEdition. J^etnyZjfo. ts. 

been drawn up from the Scripture records i Whlbley (C.). See Henley and Whibley. 
in accordance wuh the methods of historical i Sibley (L), mi,.* „f p.,„l,rol<e 


criticism. 

Warner (Ricliard). iVe A. h. Cpeathkh. 
WaU (J. C.) UKVILS. Illustrated by the 
Author. Demr Svo. ss. 6i/. net. 

Walters (H. B.l. ORKEK ART. With 
many Illustrations. DtHty j6»w. aj. td. 

[Little iioolis on Art. 
Walton (Isaac) and Cotton (Charles). 
THE COMPl.EAT ANULEK. With m 
P lates and 77 Woodcuts ill the Text 
Pep Svo. 3s. 6d. net. 

[Illuslrated Podret Library. 
This volume is reprotiuced from the 
beautiful edition of John Waior of iSaa-s. 
THE COM PLEAT ANGLER. Edited l.y 
J. Buchan. SmallPntltvo. Chth.ii.bi!. 
tut; leather, ts. M. net. (I.iitle I.ibrarv. 

Wannelod). 8.Van). ON Co.mmando. 
With Portrait. Crmvn Br'c. 31. td. 

Waterhouse (Mrs. Alfred). A littt.i: 

BOOK OF LIFE AND DEATH. 
Selected. Fourth Edition. Small I’ott^o, 
Cloth, IS. 6d. tut; Uathtr, 2s, td. net. 

[I.iitle Lilirary. 

WITH THE SIMPLE-HEARTED: Little 
Homilies to Women in Country Places. 
Pep. i/uo, as. net. 

Weatherhead fT. C.), M.A. examina¬ 
tion PAPERS IN HORACE. Crteim 

itfo. 2S. 

junior GREEK EX.AMINATION 
PAPERS. Pcap. Svo. js. 

[Junior Examination Series. 1 
A BOOK OF bad 
o With 50 Illustrations by 

H. C. Sandy. Demy i^mo. 2S. 6d. 

(Little Blue Book.^i. 

carpentry and 

many Illustrations. 
Third Edition. Crown tvo. 3s. td. 

V^ gltoey H.); PRACTICAL ME¬ 
CHANICS. With 75 Illustrations and 


College,Camhrid; . liKI.EK OLIGAR- 
CHIES: THEIR ORGANISATION 
AND CHARACTER. Crprt'n Br/o. 6s. 
Wllltalfer(G.H.). M.A. THE KPLSTLK 
OF ST. PAUL THE APOSTLE TO 
THE EPHESIANS. With an Introduc- 
tlon and Notch. FcaF Bpo. is. 6 d. net. 

[Ouirchman'ii Bible, 
White (Gilbert). THE NATURAL HIS- 
TORY OF SEM'.ORNE. Edited by 
L. C. Miall, F.R.S., assisted by W. 
Waruu Fowler, M.A. CrownBpo. 6s. 
Whitfield (E. E.), PRECIS WRITING 
AND OFFICE CORRESPONDENCE. 
Second Edition. Crt/iun Bvo, as, 

(Commercial Serie-.. 
COMMERCIAL EDUCATION IN 
1'HEORY AND J*RACT1CK. Crsntm 
Bi’o. $s. [Commercial Series. 

An introduction to Methuen’s Commercial 
Series Heating the question of Commercial 
Education fully from btHh tlie point of view 
of the teacher and of the parent. 

Whltehea'^. (A, W.), coligny. wiiii 

many illustrations. DemyBvo. \2S.6it.ntt. 
Whitley (lllBeX See Lady Dilke. 

Whirte (A. G.), B.Sc., Editor of Electrical 
Investments, THE EliECTRICAL 
INDUSTRY. CroxvnBvo. as.6d.net. 

IBooks on BiuineAs. 
WUbeiforce(^KaiMd)and GUbert(A. Ky. 
VELASQUl'.Z. With many Illustrations. 
Demy s6mo. us. 6d, net. 

(Little Books on Art. 
WUklllB (W. H.), n.A. THE ALIEN 
INVASION. C'ronm 8t'<7. ts. 6d. 

{Social Question- Series. 
WilliamBOtt (W.X THE BRITISH GAR- 
DENER. Illustrated. DemyBvo. los.Cd. 
WilllamBOtt(W.X B.A. JUNIOR EWG. 
LISH EXAMINATION. PAPERS. 
Fca/. tvo. ts. (Junior ExamiDaiivn Senes. 
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A JUNIOR ENGLISH GRAMMAR. With 
numerous passages for parsing and analysis, 
and a chapter on Essay Writing. Crmm 
tvo. 2J. (Junior School Books. 

A CI..AS.S-I 100 K OK DICTATION 
I’ASS.AGES. Eighth Edilian. Crmmivo. 
zs.td, (Junior School Books. 

EASY DICTATION AND SPELLING. 

Third Edition. E'cap. 8m rr. 

Wamot Buxton(E.M.). THE MAKERS 
OK EUROPE. Crowntvo. SecondJidi- 
tion. id. 

A Text-hook of European History for 
Middle Korms. 

THE .STORY OF THE ANCIENT 
WORLD. With Maps and Illustrations. 
Ctotvn tro. 31. id. 

Wilson (BlsBop). SACRA PRIVATA. 
Edited hy E. Huk.n, B.D. .Small Pott 
8m Cloth, 21.; leather, ar. id. net. 

1 Library of Devotion. 

Willson (BeeWes). lord strath- 

('ON.\: the .Story of his Life. Illustrated. 
Demy Son. yr. id. 

.\ ilolonial Edition is also puhltshed. 

Wilson (A. J.). Editor of the Investor'), 
Krt’ieto, City Editor of the Dailv 
Chr.mkle. THE IN.SURANCE IN'- 
DU.STKY. CnnvnSvo. is. id, net. 

[Hooks on Bttsiness. 

Wilson (H. A.). LAW IN BUSINESS. 
Croivnivo. is, iil.net. [Bookson Business. 

Wilton (Richard), M.A. lyra pas- 

TORAI.IS; Songs of Nature, Church, and 
Home. J'ott 8m is. id. 

A volume of devotion.al poems. 

WinbOlt (S. E.), M..A., Assistant M.aster in 
Christ’s IIospit,al, EXEKCISE.S IN 
LATIN ACCIDENCE. Crovmivo. ii.W. 

An elementary Itonk adapted for Lower 
Forms to accompany the Shorter Latin 
Primer. 

LATIN HEXAMETER VERS;',: An Aid 
to Composition. Crosmtvo, y.id. Key, 
51. net. 

Windle(B. 0 . A.), D.Sc., F.R.S. SlIAKE- 
■SPEAKES COUNTRY. Illustrated by 
K. H. Nuw. Second Edition, Small Pott 
Svo. cloth, y,; leather, y.iii. net. 

[Little Guides. 

THE MALVERN COUNTRY. Illustrated 
by E. H. N Ew. Small Pott Sr'o. Cloth, 
3«.; leather, y. ill. stet. [Little Guides. 
RF.M.AINS OF THE PREHISTORIC 
AGE IN EINOLAND. With numerous 
Illustrations and Plans. Demy Svo, is, id. 
net. [Antiquary’s Books. 


CHESTER. Illustrated by E. H, New. 
CroiuH 8m 3*. id. net. (Ancient Cities. 


Wlntarbotham (Canon), M.A.,B.Sc.,LL.B. 
THE KINGDOM OF HEAVEN HERE 


AND HEREAFTER. CroionZvo. y.id. 

[Churchman’s Library. 


Wood (J. A. E). HOW TO MAKE A 
DRESS. Illustrated. Third Edition. 
Cr.ivo. IS. id. 1 Textbooks of Technology. 


Wordsworth (Christopher), M.A., and 
Llttlehales (Henry). OLD .service 
BOOKS OF THE ENGLISH 
CHURCIH. With Coloured and other 
Illustrations. Demy Sm y. id. net. 

I Antiquary’/ Books. 


Wordsworth (W.). SELECTIONS. 
Edited by Noweli, C. Smith, M.A. 
Small Pott Zvo, Cloth, is. id. net; leather, 
IS. id. net. [Little Library. 


Wordsworth (W.) and Coleridge (8. T.). 
LYRICAL BALLADS. EditedbyOEOKUE 
Samuson, Smalt Pott 8m Cloth, i.r. id, 
nei\ leather, is, id. tut, [Lillie Library. 

Wright (Arthur), M.A., Fellow of Queen’s 
(ollege, Cambridge. SOME NEW 
TESTAMENT I’ROBLEMS. Cronm 
8m is. [Churchman’s Library. 

Wright (Sophie), german vocabu¬ 
laries FOR REPETITION. Eio/. 
8m u. id. 

Wrtde (A. B.). MODERN ABYSSINIA, 
With a Map and a Portrait. DemyZvo. 
151. net. 

Wyndham ( 0 .), m.p. the poems ok 

Wll.l.lAM SHAKESPEARE. With an 
Introduction and Notes. DemyZvo. Bstch- 
ram, gilt top. los. id, 

Wyon(R.)andPrance(a). THE LAND 
OF ’PHE BLACK MOUNTAIN. Being 
a description of Montenegro. With 40 
Illusirations. Crownioo. is. 

A Colonial Edition is also published. 

Yeats (W. B.). AN ANTHOLOGY OF 
IRISH VERSE. Revised and Enlarged 
Edition. CroivnZvo. y.id. 
YendlS(M.). THE GREAT RED FROG. 
A Story told in .|o Coloured Pictures. 
E'eap. 8m 11. net. 

Yonng (FUson). THE COMPLETE 
hlOTORIS’r. With many Illustrations. 
Demy Btw. laj, id. net. 

Young (T. M.). THE AMERICAN 
COTTON INDUSTRY: A Study of 
Work and Workers. With an Introduction 
by Elijah Helm, .Secretary to the Man¬ 
chester Chamber of Commerce. Crown Zoo, 
cloth, IS. id .; paper hoards, is. id. 
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Antiauarr’s Books, The 

General Editor. J, CUARLKS COX, LL.D., F.S.A. 

ENGtISH MONASriC I.IFE. Bv the Right Rr<r. | OLD SKKVICU Books or THE ENGLISH CHURCH. 


Abbot Gasquet, 6>S.B. illustrated. Demy ^vo. 
js. &/. net. 

RRMAINS OR Tim PRFHISTORIC AC.K IN 1‘Nr.. 


Bv tMiristopber Worjdsworth, M.A., and Henry 
i.ittlchalcs. With Coloured and other lllusua* 
tioMS. Demy %t9, 6rf, net. 

ri-.tvu- Ir.i- TN. 1 AlUn T? C A WSfh 


I.ANIA By B. C. A. Witiiile, iLSc., I'.K.S. M’jtli Cl-LTIC Aki. By J. Komiliy Allen, F.S.A. With 
numerous Illustrations and Plans. Don v Htc. ts. I numerous Illustrations and Plans. Demy%V9. 74. 

6./. net. ' 


numerous Illustrations and Plans. DohvUvo. ts. 

<Ki. net. 


Business, Books on 

Crown Svo. 2 s. 6d. net. 


The first Twelve volumes are— 

I’ORTS AND Docks. By Douglas Owen. 
kAlLWAYS. By !•. R. MolWnintt. 

TimSTot KltXCilANuU. ByChas. Duguul. Htcond 
EdUwH. 

TllK INSURANCE INDUSTRY. By A. J. Wilson. 
TiUi Fu-j ikk: ' I.NDUS^RY Bv A. ti. Whyte, 

B.SC 

Till-: tillilMiUlLDlNr. iNDL'Vl'kV. By David r.iUott., 
M.LN.A. 


I Till-Mo.N'i'V Marki-T. Byp. fitraker. 

1 Tint AGiurci.'n.’kAi. iMU’iiTRY. Bv A. G. L. 

j kogers. M.A. 

l.AW IN Bu^iiNf hS. By 11. A. Wdson. 

Tin-' BKl WiNt. l.NDUsiKV. By Julian 1.. Baker, 

I IM.C. I ’. i . S . 

, Till AiOi^MtHill.F INDILSIHV. By G.do If. .Stune. 
j MlNlNt. ANUMlNlNClNVl‘ilMJNr. By'A.Moil. 


Byzantine Texts 

Edited by J. ». BURY, M.A., Lilt.I). 


luiited byC. Sath«s. 


ZACtlARlAlt op MiTYI.HNi . TMiislateil by T. }. i I Hr lliSD.>KY oP P.srLl.U‘1. BditedbyC. Sath*s. 
IlaiiuUon, D.D., and !•.. W. Brooks. Ptmy !>?.>. Urmyitn. \^s. vtt. 

xe^.da'.nr/. I'C>in.sis cilKiiNtrA. Edited by Professor Lamb* 

TOS. /VwySJ'U. •ji.tU.uft. 

IvVACHiUS. I'dited by L(‘on Parmentier and M. Tnii CIIKcnkt.f oi- MuiM'A. ^.^lite<l by?Joliii 


BiUea, DemyZvo. 


Scliiuitt. DernyUfif. iv- ^ri*. 


Churchman’s Bible, The 

General Editor, J. 11. liUKX, li.D., F.R.S.E. 

The volumes arc practical and devotional, and the text of the Authorised 
Version is explained in sections, whicli correspond as far as possible with the 
Church Lectionary. 

THE Epistle to the Calaitans. i diinl by i The Epistle op ST. Jami ,5. Eilited by H. W 
A. W'. kubinsou, M.A. J-cap. ^xo. n. t^^i. net. Bulford, M.A. Feafi.ti'o. xs.ttd.Hel. 


I'ulford, M.A. Feafi. Zro. it. 6 d. net. 

. ISAIAII. Edited by w. ]<;. Barnrs, D.l)., Hiilsaean 
ECCI.F.SIASTP.S. Kdited by A. W. Slrcanr,’D.U. , JTofessor of Divinity. 7 iiia Fuiumti. Ftap. tiiv, 
hi.ap.Zfw, u,'M, net. 7 s.nreetnh. With Maj). 

I THE fci’inii.r oi'.ST .paultup Apo’-iutioiHit 
THE EPISTUI to THH PitiUHriAK-;. htlitcd M'in ‘;iA.NS. Bditcd by G. 11. W'hitaker, M.A. 

by C. R. D. Biggv. D. D. h'itap.ivc. u, 6 d.»<l. hcap.Zw. n-net. 

Churchman’s Library, The 

General Editor, I. 11. BURN, B.D., KK.S.E,, 

THR Brgisninc.s op U.NOLiSH CifRisnA.Ni H. l.voU. nnN. jjy v. B. jevons, M.A., LittI). 
By W. E. CoUms, M.A. W'lth Map. Lro-wn Ut./. (V.vtp« Rrv. CJ. 

3 j. w. Tin-. ULD Test \mi sr and thp Nf-w Schoijwi. 

Some New Testament PROnLEMS. By Arthur ! ship. Bv J. W. Peter*. D.D. Crown Bvo. 6t. 

Wrieht.M.A. Cwcv Btv. 6 j. ' TiH < HUiit h\i vs’s Lvipoductios To iii!> 0U> 

THH KIaNCDOM t)K HF.AVJ N Hl-RE AND lit PI • TEJaIAMI .N 1. I ditecI by A. M. MdCkjy, B.A 

aPTHR. By Ctinou Wimerbothaui, M.A., B b- , Cnr/vn tixv. jt. Orf. 

LL.B. Cro?i'» 8w. 3 S. bit. Thu Cm KCTI Ui- CHRIST. By ICT. Green. M.A. 

ThkWorkmanship OH THR Prayer BOOK: Its . cr. ^ m Sr-r. Ox. 

Literary and Liturgical Aspect;;. By J. iJowdcu, C 0 .MI'iitA riVE THEOLOGY* By /. A. MacCulioch. 

D.D. Second Fdt/to/t. Crownttvo. xs. Qd. trown itiu. 64. 


By W. p. CoUms, M.A. W'lth Map. LrownZxo. 
3 i. 6<f. 

Some New Testament Prohlems. By Arthur 
Wright. M.A. Croxt nBx\i. 6j. 

Thh kingdom ok Hhavj n Here and Kin- 
aPTBK. By Ciinou Wtuierbothaui, M.A., B b- , 
LL.B. CtenvH 8vo. fui. 

Thk Workmanship oh thr Prayer book: Its 
Literary and Liturgical Aspect;;. By j. lA>wdeu, 
D.D. Second F-iitton. Crownttvo. y. Qd. 


Classical Translations 

Edited by H. F. Fox, M.A., P'eUow and Tutor of Brasenose College, Oxford. 

CrflV'H ^vo. 


.£SCHVI.US~Agamefnnnn, Choephoroe. Eunienidcs. [ 
Translated by Lewis CamplielL, LL.D. 5/. | 

Cicero—D e C^atore 1 . Translated by E. N. P. ] 
Moer, M.A. 34. 6d. > 

CICERO—Select Orations (Pro MUone. Pro Muretio, ! 
Philippic II.. in Catihaaai). Translated by H. L. 
D. mMtistim, M.A. 5/. 

CICERO—De Nature iVorum. Translated by F. 
Brooks, M.A. y. 6d. 

Cicero—D eOfltciis. Translated by G. B. Cardiuer. 
M.A. 3/. id. 


Horace—T he 0<les and Epodes. Translated by 
A. Godky, M.A. ax. 

LU( IAN—Si* Dialo'^uesJNifrinus, lcaro>Mct)ippus. 
riif Cock. Th« Ship. The Tarasit^ The Lover u 1 
balseiiood}. TrausUted by b. T. Irwin, M A. 
V- G/. 

SOPHoci.ry?—Plectra and Ala*. Translated ^ E, 
D. A. Mofslieatl, M.A. 9 s.(td. 

Ta' n US—Agricola an<l Germania. Translated by 
k. B. Tuwfishend w, Gf. 

Thi: bA'iiRL'i op loviNAi. tronslatf'd by S. IL 
Owen. Crown Zvo, n. Ud. 
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Commercial Series, Methuen’s 

Edited by H. de B. GIBBINS, Litt.D., M.A. 
Crown Svo, 


COMMERCTAi. KDUCATIOM IN TllliORY AND 
i'KACnCJ-. By I:. H. Whitfield, M.A. 

Ad intrudiictfon to Methuen's Cummerclar Series 
treating; t)ic i|tiesti<tn of ('ommereial J' ducation fully | 
Irotit both the (jomt of view of the teacher and uf 
the parent. 

11 .SM O <MMnRrF. AND CoUiNiJ-.q FROM FU^A- 
ili [>f 'Jo ViC'loRlA. By H. de U. iiibbmti. 
1-itt.U., M.A. 7htriiiiditton. yt. 

( tiMMJ RClAL F.XA.\JtNATlUN TAIM-R.S. By 11. dc 
B. (iibbins, Litt.D., M.A. 

Thh I-,< dnomK S oH Co^fM^ Kt.K. By 11. de B. 
Dibbins, l.itt D.. M.A. ir, oi'. 

ACl-kMANCoMMl-ktULKl ADJ.K. By S. Jv. Bally, 
With Vru .nbulary. y.i. 

A k( lAJ. Cl'Ut.RAlMIY or THfT BUIIF'H 

l-MrtKF. By L. W. I.yile.M.A. ThitU luiittpv.^s. 


A J’RIMF.R op BUSINFJ^';. By S. Jackson, M.A 
Thirdhdttions ix. M. 

('OMMF.RCIAL ARIIUMUTIC. By F. C. Taylof, 
M.A. TktrdEdiHon, \s.td. 

Fki.V UCCOJMI RCIALOti.ki .-PONDKXCI’. ByS. 

1 . Ihilly. Wi»h Vu..ib.ii.‘tty. Tfttrd Tdttion. av. 
Gl KMAN COMMI-RCIAL COJiRESro.VliRNCR. By 
S. 1 -;. Bally. With Vocabulary, sx. M. 

I AiHFNciiC ommercial khADFR. ByS.K.Bally. 
I With Vocabulaiy. StcoudI'.ditton. ax. 

I I’RM.IS WKniNt.ANDOl'EICFCOKKnbFONDRNn-.. 
By H. L. Whithrld, M.A. Sf«iud Tdiiion, ?x. 
A0uiimTOl’i:oM£.s.SlON.SANUBUSlNF5i.^ By H. 
I Jones. IX. OiL 

! Till-. 1 ‘KINCJIM.KS OF BOOk-KF.FPINr. BY''tJOi;hl.K 
I£NIKY. By J. b. B. M'Allen, M.A. ax. 
COMMhKCiAL Law. By W. DougUi. lidwards. ax. 


Connoisseurs Library, The 

Witk Royal Spo. 2^s. net. 

Tile first volumes are— 

By Cyril Davenport. 1 PoRCKLain. By 1 -dward DIUon, 

.Ml.NiAlUKLs. By Dudley Heath. | Ivuklt-.^. By A. M.Tbkell. 


Devotion, The Library of 

With Introductions and (where necessary) Notes. 
Small J’ott Svo, cloth, 2s.; leathtr, 2s. Gd. siet. 


Tue CONFIISSTONS OF ST. A 1 CUSTINIC. Edited by 

C. Biillf. D.D. Third i-dilion. 

Thr ClHKlsriAN YltAK. liUiled by Walter Lock, 

D. D. Sfceud lidituin. 

T1IK IMITATJON OF CHRIST, lulited by C, Bigg, 
D.D. ittcond t'difiov. 

A Book OF DRVonoNS. F<Vitcd by J. W, Stati- 
bridue, B.D. SftonU hditisu. 

LykA iNNoeltNTlUM. Fdited by Walter Lock, D.D. 
A.Sl-KlOt'SCAI.LTU A Dl ViHH' AND HOLY LiPK. 

Filite<l by C, BigK, D. D. SM^ui Tdititfn. 

TlIH TFMPi-F. liditcd by F. C. S. (dbion, D.D. 
ACtlllDP. T«) Etkrniiy. Indited byj. W. Stan* 
bridtre. B.D. 

Tin' PsAL.Ms OF David. Edited by B. W. Ran. 
dutiih, D.D. 

LVKAAt“*'^iOLirA. I’dited by Canon Scott Holland 
and Caii.m H. C. Iteuchiiig, M.A. 


TllH iNNhK Wav. Edited by A. W. lUilton, M.A. 
Thf Tnovoins uf Pascal. I dlteil by C. S. 
Jetraiu, M.A. 


O.N Tim LOVK OP Goo. By St. Francis de Sales 
Edited by W. J. Knox.Little, M.A. 

A MAM.’AL of CONSOLA'IION FROM TUP. SALMS 
AND FatUI’KS, J-‘i(it»Hl by J. H. Burn, B.D 

Tim SONG OF SONGS. Edited byB. Blaxland, M.A. 

Tin-- Dfvouons of St. Anselm. Edited by c. 
C. J. Webb, M.A. 

GraiTi AliOUNDtNG. By John Banyan. Edited by 
S. C. Freer. M.A. 

I'.isirop WILSON'S Sacra Pkivata. Edited by 
A. E. Bum, B.I). 

Lyra Sacra: A Book of Sacred Verse. FMitedby 
H. C. Becchini;. M.A., Canon of Wc‘jtniinstcr. 

A Day Book from Tin- Saints and Fatih rs. 
Edited by J. H. BI'kn, B D. 

Hi-'AVT-nly Wisdom. A Selection from the English 
Mystics. Edited by E. C. Gregory. 

LIGHT, LlFK. AND I.OVR. A Selection from the 
oermau Mystics. Edited by W. K. Inge, M.A. 


Illustrated Pocket Library of Plain and Coloured Books, The 

Fcap. Svo. y. Gd. net to 4^. Gd. net each volume. 

A series, in small form, of some of the famous illustrated books of fiction and 
general literature. These are faithfully reprinted from the first or best editions 
without introduction or notes. 


OOLOUREB BOOKS 


TiiK Lips and Drath op John M\*tton, esq. 
By Nimrod. With 18 Coloured Oates by Henry 
Aiken andt.J, Rawlins. Third Edition. yAd. nrt. 

Also a limited edition on Urge Japanese paper. 
50X. ntt. 

thk Life op a Sportsman. By Nimrod. WUh 
3< Coloured Plates by Henry Aiken. At- net. 

' Also a tiMited edition on Urge Japanese paper. 

30#. #w/. 


HANDLF.Y Cross.' By R. S. Surtees. With 
Coloured Plates and ico Woodcuts in the Text by 
John Leech, a*. 6<^. mt. 

Also a limited edition on large Japanese paper. 

3or. net. 

MR. SpoMIE 5 Sporting Tour. By R. S. Surtees. 
With t) Coloured Plates and 90 Woodcuts in the 
Text by John leerh. y. 6rf. net. 

Also a limited cdiiion on Urge Japanese paper. 
3.*f. net. 


[Coniimtfti 
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The Illdsteated Pocket Libeahv— 


JoRROCKS' Jaunts axo Joi.Lnir.>:. ny R, s. 
Surtees. With 15 Coloured i’lates i<y II. Aiken. 
3^. <td. nti. 

Also a limited edition on Japanese paper. 
3CJ. nft. 

This volume 5 s reprinted from the estremely ran* 
and costly edition of i&4j, whuit coiiuins Alktn\ 
very fine iIlustr.itions uibiead of thu u:>iul ones iiv 

ASK Mamma. Bv R. S. Surtees. With Col-uiretl 
Hates and 70 ^VocHlnltsln the Text by Juhn Leci li. 

Also a limited edition on larjjc JapancMi p-iper. 
301. ntt. , 

Tun Analysis of tiif. HtiKxiNr. iirt.!). r.v 

k. S. Siirtoes. With 7 Colmirfd Hate, uv H'-ury 
Alj^n, and 43 Illustrations ou Wood. u/. 

Tun TOUR OF DR. SYNTAX I.N SrAKni OF *1 HI 
klCTURFSOtH'. Hy Willi.ini Cimilir. With v. 
Coloured I'UtPs by 1 ’. Kowlnmhou ’j<. 6iL ntt. 

Also a Imiitcd edition on larj^e Jap3tii.’:he paper. 
30J. iitt. 

Till' TOUR OF Doctor syntax in sp.ARrn or 
C'JNSoLAlluN. Hy William Coinlie. With .•* 
Coloured I’lates by T. Rowlantlsrm. -w.M ntt. 
Also a liiuited edidoii on lar^ic Japanese paper. 

3(tf. fift. 

THK Third Tour ok Doctor syntax in 
SBARCH OF A WiKK. By William Combe. With 
v4 Coloured Plates by T. Kowlamlson. y. (ui. tut. 

Also a limited eiUtioa ou lkir>;e Japanese paper. 
3(M. Hft. 

TnF. History of Johnny jJuaf ovsv'--'. the 

l. ittle Tuundling of the Ute or. Syntax. Hy tiie 
Author of * The 7 lirre 7 ours.' With 34 Coloured 
I’lates by Rowlandson. 31^. W. ntt, 100 topu s 
on large Japanese p.^{'T. vir ntt. 

Also a limited edittuii on large J.Tpanese,paper. 
30J. nef. 

Tjif liNGLisU Danxi: OF DfaTII. from the Designs 
of T. Kowlandson. with Metnc.il Jllustmtions by 
the Author of ‘Doctor Syntax.' 'Jwff P'olumtt. 
vr. net. 

This book contains 7C Coloured Tlatcs. 

Alsu ,t limited edition on large Japanese paper. 
3or. ntt. 

Tint Dance op I.IFU : A Poem. By the Author of 
• Doctor Syntax.’ Illustrated with v6 Coloured 
Lni.'ravnigs by T. Rowlandson, t'. Kd. ntt. 

Also a iiuiitcd editiuu on large Japanese paper. 
Tor. nti. 

LIFK IN London : or. the Day and Night Scenes of 
Jerry Hawthorn, ^.s^., and hi.s Llei'ant I rieod, 


Corinthian Tom. By Pierce Fpan. With 36 
Coloured i’l.ate<> by I. K. and (I. Crutkvhank. With 
unnierous Do -f’ns on Wood. 4r. td. net 

Also a limited edition on lari^e J.ipanesc paper, 
toj. ntt. 

Ui Ai. I.IFF j.N LONDON: OT. the Rambles and 
Advcnliirrs of Bob T.ill>ho. i-sq., .mil his Cou* in, 
The lion. Tom Dashall. Hy an Amateur (I'lirv 
J-giSn} With 31 Coloured Mates by Alktii -nd 
kortlunds'n. fti. Jw I'tilntnti. v' nrr. 

I'HC l.TT-F OK AN Af'T'OR. By I’len i* l i;m. Wiih 
'7 I olmir»*d Vl.ites by Theod<ao l.aiie, aiui sevc1.1l 
Designs ou Wood. 41. uf. ut:. 

TJir ViCAK I'F W'aKI.FM U>. 15 y(t!ivert.. 0 dsmiih. 
With 34 Culouri'd j’lates by T. kowmiU'>>iu, 
„r. bJ. ntt. 

Also a liiniloJ edition ou Urge J.ipanese paper. 

.tji »tt. 

A reproduction of a very rare book. 

Thv Mimiarv AiivisriRis -ij. jonvNv 
Nl-\\( o\tl.. Hy an siihser. With Loluim I 
rUlcs by '1. RowlaiKlsuti. p. Ui. nrt. 

THIi NATIUNAI. SPORTS OJ’ C.KI VI BlillAIN 
With D'‘sinplions and 51 Coloured ITatcs by 
Henry Alk<'n. n,<>d. utf. 

Also a biiiitftd edition on large Japanese |»hper, 
30J. net. 

This book is completely different from the l.trgi* 
folio I'ditmn of ' N.itloinl tspurts' by the i>aiue aiti" t. 
and nunc of the phdcsare .iimlar. 

THH AnVTNTURl s OK A l’'<sr Caim .MN. Hv A 
Naval Olhcer. With 34 Coloured Mates by Mr. 
Williams, y. va. net. 

GAMuNTA: Of. the Art of Prencrvlnff Game; and an 
Improved Method of making rlaTii.tuons and 
Cover.. eTpl.oiicd and illustrated by LnwreuMi 
Raw.tornc. hsq, With 15 Coloured Hbites. b> 1 . 
Rawlins. 31. 6<f. net 

AN AfADf-MV FUR GllOWN IlORSHMr.N ; Contftllt* 
iiiif the cnnipleiesi Instructions for Walking, 
Trotting, Cantering, (lalloping, Stumbling, ami 
Tuniblitig. iiltr.tr;ited witn Coloured T’late-, 
atid adorned with a Torlrait of the Author. By 
ticoffrey Oambado, Hsq. y. Lti. net. 

Ri-Ai. L!iT» IN Ireland, or the Day and Nijfht 
Scenes of Bri.ni Horn. l'.5q..ftnd his Meg.mt Pneiid. 
Sir Shawn U'Doghcity, Hy a iDrai P.nbiy. \Vi<b 
19 (Coloured Mates by Heaths, Marl.-,, etc. y u/ 
net. 

THKADVPNTURF.'t OF Johnny :’j w* umi- u. uir 
Naa’Y. I 5 y Alfred Burton. \\'uh lO LoJmirrd 
Mates by T. Kowlandson, y. (ui. net. 


FLAIK 

The GRAVR : A Poem. By Robert Blair. IlluitraU d 
by 12 litchings executed by Louis Scluavonctti 
from the Urigitial Inveutionii uf William Blake. 
With an Engraved Title Page and a Portrait uf 
Blake by T. Philhp*. R.A, v. 6tf. net. 

ThelUustrations are reproduced in phott^ravnre. 
Alto a limited edition on large Japanese paper, 
with India proofs and a duplicate set of the plates. 
iy. net 

iLLUisTRATiONS OF TUP. BOOK OP JOB. Invented 
and engraved by William Blake. 31. (let. net. 

These famous lilustratiuns-i^i in number—are 
reproduced tn photo^vure. Also a limited 
eaition on lai^e Japanese paper, with India 
proofs and a duplicate set of the plates. 1 jr. nef. 

>ES 0 P’S Fables, with 580 Woodcuts by Thomas 
fiewirk. y. 6 d. net 

Windsor Castle. By W'. Harmon Ainsworth. 


BOOKS 

With 79 Plates and 87 Woodcuts in (he Text by 
t.c'jrrn Cruikshank. y. M. net. 

The Tuwkr of Londi^n. By W, Hamsi.n 
Ainsworth. W.ih 40 Plat''« and ^8 W'uodtut^ lu 
the Text by f>eorgeCruiksh:iuk. y. U(. net 
Frank I au li i.h. By F. P‘. Kmedley With 30 
Plates by t>eorgc Cruikshank. y. 6/, net. 

Handy Andy. By Samuel Lover. With 24 
Iliuslratjonv );iyttie Author, v. 6 rf. net. 

THE Cy.MPLF.Ar ANGLER. By l^aak Walton and 
Charlei Cotton. With 14 PUte& and 77 Woodcuts 
ill the Text. y.Ctluet 
Thift volume is roprotliiced from the beautiful 
edition of Jt hii Major of 18114. 

THE Pickwick Papers, By uharles Djckeni, 
With the 43 inustratioos by Seymuoi f|id Phie. 
the two buss Plates, and the y Cuntemixirary 
Uuwhyti Plates. 31. id. net, 
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Junior Examination Series 

Edited by A. M. M. Stedman, M.A. Feat. ivo. is. 


JtJftiOR FRrNCH Examination Papiirs. By F. 
Jacob, B.A. 

JUNiOK Katin I-xamination Patiirs. F.H>^nd 
J'diiiru. Ity M A. 

JUNIUk l-XAMISAit'iN PAIMtkS Uy W. 

Mr’illiatu«iou, B.A. 

jLNiOk AUmiMl'TIC KXAMINAI ion PaI’HKU. 

liy W. fi. IteariJ. S4co»ui Edition. 

JlL\K)R Al.OMJKA iiXAMlNATiaX PAPHRS. By 
i;. W. M.A. 


Junior grekk Examination Papers. By T 
C. Weatherhead, M.A. 

JU.MOR GnNHRAL INFORMATION EXAMINATION 
I'APFRS. By W. S. Beard. 
ji-NioK CHocRArnv Examination Papers. By 
W. G. Baker, M.A. 

JUNIOR (JURMAN examination PAPURS, By A. 
Vocifelin, M.A, 


Junior School-Books, Methuen’s 

Edited by O. 1). Inskip, LE.D,, and W. Wieeiamson, B.A. 


Art.ASS-BOOKOFDirTATinN passagi s. ByW, 
Williamaon, B.A. t'inhth i-.dition. i rtmn Bt-i. i 
>.f. 07 . 

TlU( <;oSfFI. ArrOKDING '10 St. MATTlirW. 
J'ditcii by 1‘. Willun South, M.A. Cto^vn id'a. 

I r. (jU. 

Thh i;osh‘L ArroRniNf; to st. Mark, i dited 
by A. 1:. Hubif, M.A.. ll«’aftiiK»’.t«*r of (.ollotre, 
Mtham. With ’I'hrfe .Maps, i town E?v. u. 6 ,/. 

A Ji'.MoK ENt.I.ntll (,KAMM.\R. ByW. Willwmv.ii. 
B.A With lunurrous j*ass.iy.cs for itarMlxv; .'lU'l ; 
aiulysis, aud a Lhaptcr ou i-.»!iay Writing. L nm n 
vs. 

A JU.NIOK niHMISTRY. By E. A. Tyler. B A.. 
r.( .S., Stieiup Master .it Sw.iii‘. a <.iaiiuii.tr 
Si hool, WiUi 7 \ Illusti.itiuiis. L'fVivti fcxo. vs. Ui. 


'nil' ArT<? id! THE Apo^ttts. Editeil t»y A. E. 
ISii.if. M A., Heailniabtcr of (olloiff, vihliani. 
CfostoiHzv. vv. 

Tmi I'lusT Book op Kings, l-dited by A. F. 

kubie, M.A. CrowttBvo. is.Cs/. 

A JUNIOR Fki.ncii i.rammak. Bv E. a. Somet 
and M. E At.U.'S. M(>(l(‘rii Ean^n.uje M-isIits at 
KiU}{ b.ilwarti’i .School, Birmingham. C>. 87 'i». 2 i. 

I'.i-r.MiNTARY Expprimfntai. Scij-nci:. 

bv W. T. fl.mi'h, A k ('S. CJlfMl''- 
'TRY by A. 1'. Ihmstau B ^■t. ^\Ith v Platvs. and 
^54 ni.urrain^. y,'./. ss. 

A JUNIOR (■'.roMF.TRV. By Noel S. Eydon. With 
234* Eiagraiui. Crjwn tw. sj. 


Leaders of Religion 

ICiiitcil by n. C. I'lKECIlING, M.A., Canon of Westminster. iVitA Portraits. 
Crown Svo. V. 6 rf. 


A .series of .short biogr.-iphics of the 
and thought of all ages and countries. 
rAHDIN.o NlWMW. Uy K. II. IIllMnn. 
oHN NVi sll V. By J. lEOvt-rton. M.A. 

Il'-Hof W ll.ld kl ' d<( ft. By G. W. Danicll. M.A. 
t AkluNAI Manmm.. By A. W. Hutton. M.A. 

( HAkl i's MMi-oN. By II. C. G. Motile, D.D. 

It diN Kl Y\ 1 -. By Walter I.ock, Ibl). 
THO.MAsChaLMi KS By Mrt. Oliphaiit. 
EANi'i’toi ANnKi-wr«;. Bv k. E. (ntlry. M A. 
AUCUSTINK OF CAM fRliUKY. By 1 . I. t nil., 
D.IX 

Wiu lAM EaUD. By W. H. Hutton. M.A. 


most prominent leaders of religious life 


T' *ITN Knox. By F. MacCunn. 

John U'mp. By k.F. Hoit.m, D.D. 
lii.-iUvpKl N. ByF. A.< harke.M.A. 

Gfoiti.iv Fo.';, Till- (JUAKUK. By T. Hodrkiu 
D.C.E. 

]<*11N T)(»NN’E. By Avipustus JetbOpp, D.D. 
Thomas ckanmhk. By a. J. Ma-*on, U.U. 
Bl^HOK Eatimrk. By R. M. Carlyle and A. J, 
Ciilvle. M.A. ^ 

BISHOP Bi.-J iJ-k. By W. A. Spooner, M.A. 


Little Biographies 

Fea/'. St'o. Each volume, cloth, 3 r. 6d. ; leather, 4 ,. net. 


IUNTR Al.ir.inilRI. By PaKet Toynbee. M.A. 

IbLitl. With IS lUu^tr.itlons. Steend 
Sa\onarui.A. By h. I,. S. Horsburgh. M.A. With 
w IHustrnllons. Sto'nd Vdition. 

Js>llN IloWAKU. By F. G. S. (.ibhon, D.I)., Vicar of 
Eeed<t. With ir illusirntions. 

Tl-NNYSON. ByA.C. Benson, M.A. With 9 lUus- 

iratittns. 

Walter Kalfich. By J. A. Taylor. With 

13 llliistratiuns. 

Erasmus. By E. F. II. Capey. With ic 
Ulusirjtl<»u. 

Little Blue 

General Editor, 


THU VorNC I’RFTiiNIiFR. ByC.S. Terry. With 
i J -.1 Illustriliiins. 

Koid;i?r Burns. By T. F. Henderson. With xa 
llln'.tnih'ns. 

CliAUtAM. By A.S.M'Dowjdl. W'ith la Illustrations. 
Sr. Francis of As.srsi. By Anna M. Stoddart. 
With 16 Illustrations. 

Canni.N’C, By W. A. Pliillipv. M'ith to Illustrations. 
BEACON'KlhUU. By Walter .Skhel. With la lUns- 
trations. 

GoiiTHli. By H. G. Atkins. With la Illustrations. 

Bocks, The 
E. V. l.UCAS. 


Ill Its.'rated. Demy i6mo. 2s. 6d. 


I. THF Castaways of Mr'Annwn.ANK. By f. 

<( >hh. 

e. THk BF.KCHNUT By Jacob Abbott. 

Edited by £. V. Eucas. 


3. Tint Air Cun. By T. Iinhert. 

4. A StHpjc*!. VF4R. By Nctta .Syrctl. 

5. Till. PELLLS A1 THE CArilAL By RoK»t 

Ashton. 



General Literature 


20 


The Little Blue Books*— 

6 . The TKEA:>Ullli OK PRINCRGATIi PklORV. 

By T. Cobb. 

7 . MRS. bakuerrv’s General shop. By Ro^cr 

Ashton. 


8 . A Book of Bap rHiLPRH.N. By W. T. 

Wfhb. 

9. Till Lear 15.*.U.. Jiy Thomat. Cobb. 


Little Books on Art 

Demy i6mo. 2 s. M. net. 


r,RKi-K Aur. n. r>. WdUcr., 

HooKM-ATRa. li. AlmatL 
Kl'VNOi.iw. J, Sinjo. 

RuMMi'.Y. ticoryc 

Wa n .s. Miss R. L. I). i>kcu hlev. 

r.l-.iUHTON. Alice CorkrJin. 

Vhl.AsiiUP.;'. Wilfri*! Wilberforcr .th'I A. R. (iillicrt. 
(;KPiiJh.. AM' IJoucniJi. Miza I. I’ljli.inl. 

Vandyck. M. G. Smullwoud. 


TruM V. ]■. TyrdMfill. 

Di ki j:, Jr-.'.ie Allni. 

Uori’Nt.K. H. I’. K. .skiplnn. 

Iloi Li IN. Mrs. (.. bortexiie. 
liiti I 1' I Mi',> N. reavoik-. 
in uM I i\i • Mis. !•'. d*' ) I !e, 

Ki \'».KANi»i. Mrs !•. A. Sli.irp. 

CuKoi. Alice I'ollard dud Uiriistm);L 


Little Galleries, The 

Demy xbmo. Ss. 6d. net. 

A LmiP.GAU.rkYopRiYvon*;. j ALinnM.Ain KVopib'T'pNTk. 

A I.IITLLGALLLRVOP k«*MNl Y. i Alinil l. M,! m;v ul- MtLt.A).-.. 

A I r: I 1 !• r.AJ 1 T PV Ol' kM,I Ml POLl a. 


Little Guides, The 

.'yma/l I’oiiSz>e>, elo/A, js; leather, t,s. (d, net. 


dxJ'Okj) anp ir. rorL»:r.iis. By J. Woiw, M.A. 

Illustrated by I*. H. New. h\-'urth J'dUton. 
CASinRIUGB ANTI HYS ( nUi r.l s. lly A. llaiDiUon 
Thompson. Illustiated by I-.. U. New. 

THi- Mai.vi-.rn Country, By B- C. a. Wijidle, 
n.Sr.. F.R.S. HluMMfcl by It. 11. New. 
bllAKI'SiM ARJ 'S (■<»UNTKV. By B. C. A. Win<Ue. 

D.Sc.. J-.K.S. lllubtrated by L H. New. ^eivnU 
f'.duttin. 

Sussj-jc. By F. G. Br-ibaut, M.A. Illustrated by L. 

H. New. 

WI'^TMINMIR AmihV. By G. It. TroutUck. 

Illustrated iiy 1-. 1). BedfiTd. 

N(*RKoLK. By W. A. Dutt. Illustrated by B. C. 
Boulter. 

CoKNWAi.L By A.I,. .Salmon. Illustrated by B. C. 
Boulter. 

Bkmtany. By S. Bannk'-Gould. Illustrated by J. 
Wylie. 

IlhRTTiJRTTVHiKP. By II. W. Tompkins, KRJI.h. 
illustrated by It. H. New. 


TUP ItNi.1,1 I.AKi .. Bv J'. (> M.A. 

,Illustrated by b. H. New. 41.., ItAthtr, 4.1, lid. 

ntt. 

KI'NT'. ByG. ritii'h. Illii'.tr.iti <1 by b. I». Bcdb«ril 
ko.Kn-. By C. t*. blbil'y. Illustrated by J; < . 
Boulter. 

THH I-l.n oj' Wi'.HT. HyG.Oim-b. 11m, 
trated by b‘. I» Bfdli>rd. 

SHPRI-Y. By b. A. ll. Lamliert. Illu tratrd by 
H. H. New. 

Bur KTNt.HAMsiitRi'. By b. S. Uust.oc- lllu -frate'l 
by F. 1 ). BedtoiiJ. 

SuiT’OI.K, By W A. hiitf. IMu tr.ilf'dby I ^ vlif- 
In KUYsHfKF. By j. (.Tuirles Coi, LU.j).. b.S.A. 
Illustrated by ).«t\' .If. 

TUI. NOKJH Klt'INO "I' >01, KMIII I'. By b I . 

Morris. Iltii».traie(l by K J .b. Ben ram. 
Hampshikj:. By J, < . Cox. Illustrated by M.l. 
Purser. 

S.'r'ffv, By r. H. Ja'Jisoii. With many lilustra- 
tions by the Author. 


Little Library, The 

With Introductions, Notes, and Photogravure P’rontispicces. 


Small Pott Zvo. Each, Volume, cloth, i_-. (d. net; leather, 2 i. (d. net. 


Vanity FAIR. By W. M. Thackeray, b'dited by 
S. Gwynn. 7Ar« yfilutnrs. 
iTNOb-NNiS. By W. M. Thackeray. Edited by S. 
Gwynn, Three Vetumes. 

E,SMOND. By W. M. Thackeray. bdPdl by 
S. Gwynn. 

Christmas Books. By W. M. Thackeray. Hditecl 
by S. Gwynn. 

Selections from Ghi^rcw: CkAPhn. Edited by 
A. C. Uhanu. 

John Hai.ifajc. Gentleman. By Mrs. Craik. 

Edit^ ^ Annie Matheson. Tneo yelutnes. 

Pride and PREIVDICF.. By Jane Auaten. Ediletl 
by H. V. Lueax. J '< 0 Vol-.twts. 

Nokthanger AUDEY. By Jane Austen. Edited 
by E. y. Lu.*:. 


The I’KiNri .. By Alfrivl, Lord Twinyson. Edited 
by Rlia-ibetJj Wi^rdsworth. 

Maud. By Alfred, l.ord Tennyson. Edited by 
I-.lizabeih Wordiworih. 

IN MBsiokiAif. Hy Allred, Ltn-d Tennyaoii. Edited 
byll. C. heetlmiK, M.A. 

THBRaRI V PtJEMSOF ALFRED,LordTK.NNYSON, 
Jlthted by 1 . C. Collins, M.A. 

A i.im.E bo'jk UK English Lyrics. With 

N'vtes. 

THI. INFERNO Op DaNTH. TrauUnted I»7 H. F. 

Caiy. tilled by Paget Toynl>ee. M.A., IbLitt. 
Thh f^RCAKiRio OK Dantn. Translated by H. 

F. Cary. Editedby Paget Toynbee, M.AAlT.I.ltt. 
Till Paradiso op Daniil rronslated m H. E. 
Lury, Edited by Toynbuu, M.A., D. I.UI. 

[Cottiittutt/, 
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The Little Library— 

A Little Book op Scottish Verse. Edited by 
T. F. Henderson. 

A Little Book of Light Verse. Edited by A. 
C. Deane. 

A Ln Ti.h book of English sonnets. Edited 
by 1 , B. B. Nichols. 

roT-MS. By John Keats. With an Introduction l>y 
I.. Blnyon, and Notes by J. Masefield. 

A complete Edition. 

THU Minok 1 ‘oi'ms of John Milton. Edited 



Ht POEMS OH 
Edward Hutton. 


SlO i^niONS PROM WORDSWORTH. Edited by 
Nowell (.*. Sinttli. 

Sl-.l l-CTIONS PROM TIlliEARLV Poi- OP RORPRT 
BROWNING. Edited by W. H.iU OrilUn, M.A. 

TUP English Pop.ms op Richard crashaw. 
I'.dited by Edward Hutton. 

Si Lfir noNs PROM William Blakh. l-.diied by 
M. Perupinl. 

SP.t hCTIONS PROM THB PrvFMS OP ChORGK 
DarLBY. Edited by R. A. .Streritfcild. 

LYRICAL BALLADS. By W. Wordsworth and S. T. 
Coleridge. Edited by Geon^e Sampson. 

SI'I.UCTIONS PROM LONCPMLLOW. Edited by 
LUian M. EaithfulL 

M.lfcCnO.NS FROM Tim anti-JACOBIN; with 
4 kor^e Caniiine’s addiUonai Poecto. Edited liy 
T .Icvd Sanders. 

Tiip. taws OP Andrew Marvi-.ll, Edited by 
Edward Wright. 

A LITTLE Book op Life and death. Edited by 
Mrs. Alfred Waterhouse, fourth J'ditioH. 

A Little Book of English Prose. Edited by 
Mrs. r. A. Bernett. 

Eothfn. By a. W. Kii^lake. With an Introduction 
and Notes. 


CRANFORD. By Mrs. Gaskeli. Edited by E. V. 
Luca.s. 

!..AVb.NGRO. By Geori;e Borrow. Edited by F. 

Mindes Groome. Tw Volumes. 

TllR Romany Ryk. By George Borrow. Edited 
John Sampson. 

Thp. History of tub Caliph Vathp.k. By 
wniUm Beckford. Lidited by E. Denison Ross. 
Tifu COMPLHAT ANGLER. By Imk Walton. 
Edited by J. Budian. 

MarkiAGB. By Susan Ferrier. Edited by Miss 
Goudrkh-Freer and Lord Iddesldigh. Two 
Volumes. 

TUB INHHRITANCR. By Susan Ferrier. Edited t.y 
Miss (fOodrich-Freer and Lord Iddesleigli. Two 
Volumes. 

l .r.iA, AND THK LAST ESSAYS OFEUA. By Charles 
Lamb. Edited by I\ V. Lucas. * 

Tup l ^SAYS OP AlikAHAM COWLBY. Edited liy 
II. C. Muichin. 

! Tub Essays of Francis Bacon. Edited by 
I Edward Wright. 

! Thp Maxims of la RncilLPOircAULD. Trans¬ 
lated tiy Dean Stanhope. Edited by G. H. Powell. 
A SkntIMENTAL Journey. By Laurence Sterne, 
lidited by IJ, TV. I’aul. 

Mansik Avai’i'H. By D. M. Moir. Edited by T. 
I'. Henderson. 

TlUi INGOLDSBY LbGp.Nns. By R. H. Barham. 

I'.dited by J. H. Atlay. Two Volumes. 

Thp SCARLI T Li.tibr. By Nathaniel Hawthorne. 
Edited by P. Deanner. 

Rfibcthd Addressks. By Horace and Jaine^ 
hiiiith. Editedby A. D. (^dley, M.A. 

London 1 .vrics. By F. T.a3cker, Edited by A. D. 
Godley, M.A. 

A reprint of the First Edition. 


Miniature Library, Methuen’s 


l.tM' ikanor: a T>I.Tlague on Youth. By Fdward 
biuC^rald. From the edition published by W. 
I’llkertngin 1851. lyemyyjmo. Leather, .ts. net. 
)’< >1 ON'IUS: nr Wise Saws ami Modem Inst-inces. By 
Edward IdtaCemld. Fromtheechimn published by 
W. ri(,k«rmgini85a. tHmy^vno. i.sather,is.Htt. 
Thp RHTIAIYATOPOMAR KhaYYAM. By Edward 
I'itrGeraid. From the tsteditUm of 1859. Uteond 
Eeiiti»Mi,t^Luther, u» net. 


Tiip Lifb of Fdward. I-ord Hf.rbhrt of 
CHPRIiDRY. Written by himself. Ftoiii the 
edition printed at Strawberry Hill in the year 1764. 
Medium 33mo. Leather, as. net. 

Tup. Visions op Dom fkancisgo dp. qufvfdo 
Villb(;aS. Knight of the Order of or. James. 
Made English by R. L. From the edition printed 
for H. Herringman, 1668. Leather, ax. net. 
POBMS. By Dora GreenwelL From tlie edition of 
1848. Leather, w. mt. 


School lixamination Series 

Edited by A. M. M. .STEDMAN, M.A. Crown %vo. aj. (id. 


1 RPNc:n Examination Papprs. By A. M. M. 
Siedman. M.A. I'we.Jth h'dttion. 

A KKV, issued i<> Tutors and Private Students ! 
oul). to be had on application to the Publishers. ; 
fifth KditiOH. Crown gvo. 6x. net. ■ 

l.AltN EXAMINATION PAPRRS, By A. M. M. 
Stetlman. M.A. Twe(/th Edition. ' 

KUY ^foMr^h FdfihwwHssued as above, 6x. net 
GKP.liK E.>:AMlKAnON Paphks. By A. M. M. 
btedman, M.A. Smenth fdOiem. 

KKY ISeeamd fsMMM) iaaued as above. 6 s. net. 
CFRMA^&CAMtNATIONPAPKitS. ByR.LMorkfa. 
fifth fdeum. 

Key {SwMd Edition) issued as above, (u. net. 


lIlMOttYANnGF.OGRArUYE.XAMlNAlIONrArERS. 
By C. H. Speuce, M.A.. CUfton College. Steond 
Edition. 

PHYSICS Examination Papkrs. By R. E. Steel. 
M.A., F.C.S. 

GUNFRAL KNOWLEDGF. EXAMINATION PAPERS. 
By A. M. M. Stedman, M.A. fourth Edition. 
KRY (Third Edition} issued as above, yx. net. 

FXAMINATION PAPBKS IN HNCUSH HISTORY. Bp 
J. Tait PlowJen-WariUaw, B.A. " 
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Social Questions of To-day 

Edited by H. BE B. GIBBINS, Litt.D.. M.A 
Crown %vo, 2 s, 

^BAnr. Unionism—New and old. By c. Howell. 

'V third I'ditifiH. 

, TlIRCo-OPhRATIVB MOVI-MPJ^T TO^UAY. By C. 
c J. Holyoake. Second Jidition. 
rR 4 i?'.EMS OF l*OVliR-n'. By J. A. Hobson, M.A. 

Fourth Edition. 

TIU! COMMKRCK OF NATIONS. By C. F. BdsUble. 

M.A. TktrdKdition. 

1 nil Alien Invasion. By W. H. 'Wilkins. B.A. 

I'ilH Rural exodus. By V. Amlersim (»raham. 

Land Nationalizai ion. By Hamid B.A. 

A SHORTER WORKINU DAY. By H. clc B. Gibbmt 
and R. A. Iladfield. 

Bai.K THK LAND; An Inquiry into Rural 
Depopulation. By H. H. Moore. 

Tku.sts, Tools, a.nd Cornhr.s. By Jf. Stephen 

leans. 

THE l ACTORY SYSTEM. By 11. W. Cooke-Taylor. 


THK STATE AND Il.s CHILDREN. By Gertrude 
TucUweJl. 

Woman's Work. By I^dy Dilkc, Miss BuUey, and 
Miss Whltlev. 

.SOCIALISM A-ND MODI'KN THOUGHT. My M. 
Kautriiiann. 

THU Hoi MN(; OK THL WORKING CLASSES. By 
E. Bou-itinker. 

THh TkOBI I-,M OF THJ', U.Nl'MM.OYhD. By J. A. 
Hol’son, M.A. 

Lin-. LS WEST London, Iiy Arthur hlierwell, M.A. 

1 'i hxrd Bdttwn. 

Railway Nationalizatton. By fTement fcU- 

I WORKHOUSIvS AND rAUPHKISM. By Louua'lwlU' 

I University AND Social SLiTLK.MLNri». By W. 

' Reason, M.A. 


Technology, 

Edited by I'KOEESSOR J. 

Fully h 

How TO Make a Dress. By J. A, u. Wooil. 

ThirdhdUxen. Crown 9 vo. \s.bd. 

C'AkJ’FNTRY AND JOINERY. By F. C. Webber. 

Third Bdition, Crown ^vo. 3s. bd. 
iqtACTiCAL Mf.CHANICS. By Sidney H. Wells. 

Second JidiHott. Cr<rum itro. &/. 
pRArTiCAL Physics. By H. Stroud, D.St... M.A. 
Crown Zvo, 3J. id. 


Textbooks of 

WERTHEIMER, F.I.C. 

lustraitd, , 

Millinp.ky, THi.oiun ical and Pkacticai . By 
Clare Hill. CrovmZfo. »x. 

Practical chemistry. My W. French, M.A. 
i rownSio. Part l. Second hdition. ts. 6d. Partli. 

TLCHNKAL ARITHMP.Tir AND CPOMETKY. By 
C. T. Miilis M.l.M.E. With Diagrams. Crown 
fir n. 3 /. id. 

Builder’s tjUANiiTins. By H. C. Grubb. With 
many llluMratiuiis. CrownZc/o. is. id. 


Theology, Handbooks of 


TilP XXXIX. AKTicu:: i*i- thi- CHUKCH ok 
FnglaND. Kdited by li. C, S. Gib&on. D.D. 
third and Cheaper isdition i>t One yolsttne. 
JlentyZvo. i?j. 6 rf. 

An Introduction to tiif. IIistoky 
OF Ri'Lir.ioN. My F. M. Je?*>i>!>, M.A., JJtl.IX 
SecondF.dition. liemvZvo. los.bd. 

THK Doctrine of thi-. i.ncaknation. My R. L, 
Otlley.M.A. Second and Cheafer Fduion. L'emy 
Zwf. tas. 6d. 


AN I.NTRoDUniON To THK HISTORY r>p iHr 
CkUK.DS. By A h. Burn. B.U. />rmy Zvo. 
xos. id. 

The philosophy ok Rijli<;j«»n in l-.Nt.i.ANi) and 
America. By Alfred Caldecott, D.D. Jkmy 
Zvo, loc. id. 

A History ok Parly chkisiian Ipm irim 
My |. F. Bethune-Maker. M.A., FYIlow «*f Pem¬ 
broke College, Cambridge. Demy Zw. loi. id. 


University Extension Series 

Edited by J. K. SYMES, M.A., 

Principal of University College, Nottingham. 

Cromn &vo. Price (with some exceptions) is. id. 

A series of books on historical, literary, and scientific subjects, suitable for exten¬ 
sion students and home-reading circles. Each volume is complete in itself, and tlir 
subjects are treated by competent writers in a broad and philosophic spirit. 


THE Industrial History of England. By H. 
de B. Gibbins. Litt.D., M.A. Tenth Edition. 
Revised. With Maps and PU' ii. ^r. 

A HlsdIRV Oh Em.LISH Pt UTICAL ECONOXiY. 

By L. L. Price, M.A. Thud Edition. 

Victorian Ports. By A. Sharp. 

Tub friinch Revolution. By J. E. Syme$. M.A. 
Psychology, By F. S. Granger, M.A. Second 
Edition, 

TiiK FvoLimoN OF Plant I.ife: Luwet Forms. 

By G. Ma&see. Illustrated. 

Air and water. By V. B. Lewes, M.A. lUus. 
i trated. 

t 5 liF Chrmtstry ok Ltfp. and Health. By C. * 
jV W. Kuniauis,M.A, Illustrated 
arMR Mechanics of Daily Lifb. By V. V. Sells., 
M.A. Illustrated. , 

fo(;LisH SOCIAL Reformers. By U. de B. ■ 
>> Gibt^ns* LitcD., M.A. Second Editton, j 

tNf.Li^H Tradk and Finance, in the Seven j 
‘ TEENTHCENlUR.y. By W. A. S. Ilewm, B.A. | 


THE CHEMISTRY OF FIRE. By M. M. Pattlson 
Muir, M.A. Illustrated. 

A Text book OF agricultural Botany. By 
M. C. Potter, M.A., F.L.S. Illustrated. Second 
Edition. 4/. 6d, 

THE Vault of Heaven, a Popular Introduction 
to Astroflotny. By R. A. Gregory. With oumerous 
Jliuslratiuiis. 

Mi-tkok(*i OUY. By H. ft, Dickson, P.R.S.i:., 
ILK. Met Soc. lUusttated. 

A Manual of elrctkical scirnck. By George 
J. Burch, M.A., I''.K.S. Illustrated, ^r. 

Tiip: Barth. An Introduction to Physii^rapby. 
By Kvao Small. M.A. lllustratefl. 

I.VSRCT l.lFK, By F. W. Titoobald. M.A. Illus¬ 
trated. . 

ENGLISH Poetry from Blaku to Bk<wnin\.. 

By W. M. Dixon, M.A. Second kdUxm. 
English Local Government. BTK.)e»fcs,M.A. 

The Grri-K Vihw ok Ln-u. By O. L. IHokioaon, 
1 hifd LdUton, 
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Westminster, Commentaries The 

General Editor. WALTER LOCK, D.D., Warden of Keble College. 
Dean Ireland’s Professor of Exegesis in the University of Oxford. 


Thr op ORNRStS. Edited with Introduction 

ami Notes by S. R. Driver, D.D., ('anon of Christ 
rhurch. and Kri;ius Professor of Hetirew at Oxford. 

SftiiHii io.t. 6tt. 

Tiui HOOK OP JOB. Edited bjr E. C, S. Gibion, 

D.l). l>emy%i'o. 6.r 

THU ACTS OF TlIU ArUiJTLUS. rdited by R. H. 


Rackham, M.A. Demy%vo, Second(tndCkenPe*^ 
Kditwn. tor. 

TUI'. First Lpistu- oh Paul the Apostle to 

THE CORINTXIA.NS. Edited by .1. L. Goudge, 
M.A. Demytvo. tr. 

Tm- M'isTLE OF Sr. James. Edltedby R. J. 
KiiowUng’, M.A. Demy^vo. 6i. 


Part II. —Fiction 


Marie Corelli’s Novels. 

Crnwn %vo. 6s. each. 


A ROMANCE OF TWO WORLD.S. 
Twenty'FoMrth I'dition. 

VENnKT'J A. Twentieth Edition. 

THELMA. Thirtieth Edition, 

ARDATH: THE STORV OF A DEAIt 
SELF. Fifteenth Edition, 

THE SOUL OF LILITH. Twelfth Edit. 

WORMWOOD. Thirteenth Edition, 

RARABRAS: A DREAM OF THE 
WORLD‘S TRAGEDY. Thirty-Ninth 

Edition. 

* The tender reverence of the treatment 
and the imaKinative beauty of the writing 
have reconciled ua to the daring of the con¬ 
ception. This Dream of the World’s 
Tragedy” is a loBy and not inadeouate 
paraphrase of the supreme climax of the 
inspired narrative.'— Dublin Eeview. 

THE SORROWS OF SATAN. Forty 
E.iiihth Edition, 

‘ A very powerful piece of work. . . . 
The conception is magnificent, and ii> likely 
to win an abiding place within the memory 
of man. •. • The author has immense com¬ 
mand of language, and a limitless audacity. 
... Tbisinterestingandremarkableromance 
will live long after much of the ephemeral 
literature of the day is forgotten. ... A 
literary phenomenon . . . novel, and even 


sublime.’—W. T. Stead in the Review 
of Reviews. 

'I’HK MASTER CHRISTIAN. 

1 165/A Thousand. 

Mt cannot be denied that “The Master 
Chri.stiun ” is a powerful book ; that it is one 
likely to raise uncomfortable questions in 
ail but the most self-satisfied readers, and 
that it strikes at the root of the failure of 
the Churchc.s—the decay of faith—in a 
manner which shows the inevitable disaster 
heaping up. * . The good Cardinal Bonprd 
is a beautiful figure, fit to stand beside the 
good Bishop in “ Les Mts^rables.” It t.s n 
book with n serious purpose expressed with 
absolute unconventionality and passion . . . 
And this is to say it is a book worth read- 
\i\Z‘ '-Exatniner. 

TEMPORAL POWER: A STUDY IN 
SUPREMACY. I1.50/A Thousand. 

* It is impossible to re.a(i such a work as 
“ Temporal Power ” without becoming con¬ 
vinced that the story is intended to convey;| 
ccruin criticisms on the ways of the world! 
and certain suggestions for the betterment^ 
of humanity. . . . If the chief intention of 
the book was to hold the mirror up to 
shams, injustice, dishonesty, cruelty, and 
neglect of conscience| nothing but praUe 
can be given to that intention.'— 

Post. 

GOD’S GOOD MAN : A SIMPLE LOVE 
STORY. 


Anthony Hope’s Novels. 

Crown 8vo. 6s. each. 

the god in the car. Ninth Edition, j human nature. The characters are traced 
'A very remarkable book, deserving of! with a masterly hand.’—TiWr. 
critical Malysis impossible within our limit: A MAN OF MARK. Fifth Edition. 
brilliant, but not superficial; well con- ' Of all Mr. Hope’s books, “ A Man of. 
sidered, hut not elaborated; constructed Mark ” is the one which best compares wiY ' 
with the proverbial art that conceals, but “The Prisoner of Zenda.”'—/Ya/Msui/ 0 \ 
yet allows itself to be enjoyed by readers server. 

to whom fine literary method is a keen THE CHRONICLES OF COUN 
plntaw’^^The iyorld. ANTONIO. Fifth Edition. 

*It is a perfectly enchanting story of li 
A CHANGE OF AIR. Sixth Edition. and chivalry, and pore romance. ” 

*A gracefttlt vivacious comedy, true to Count is the most constant, desperate, 
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Bodest And tender of lovers, a peerless 
geotlcman, an intrepid fiehteri a .ithful 
^ieod^and amagnanimousfoe/'^aan^Mff. 

»HROSO. Illustrated by H. R. Millar. 
Sixth Edition* 

‘The tale is thoroughly fresh, quick with 
vitality, alining the blood.'—i*/. James't 
GautU* 

SIMON DALE. Illustrated. Sixth Edition. 

'There is searching analysts of human 
nature, with a most ingeniously constructed 
plot. Mr. Hope has drawn the contrasts 

, W, W. Ja< 

Crown Zvo, 

' MANY CARGOKS. Twtnty-SneuihEditicn. 

S EA URCHIN S. Ttnth Edition. 

K MASTER OK CRAFT. Illustrated. 
Sixth Edition. 

‘Can he unreservedly recommended to 
all who have not lost their appetite for 
wholesome laughter.'—.y/rr/a/tTr. 

‘ 'I’he l)est humorous liook published for 
many a Black and White* 


of his women with marvellous subtlety and 
delicacy. Times* 

THE KING’S MIRROR. EaurtkEdiiion. 

‘ In elegance, delicacy, and tact it ranks 
with the ^st of his novels, while in the vide 
range of its portraiture and ihe^ subtilty 
of Its analysis it surpasses all bis earlier 
ventures. '^Spectator, 

QUISANTE. Fourth Edition. 

* The book is notable for a very high liter¬ 
ary quality, and an impress of power and 
mastery on everv page.’— Chronicle* 

THE DOLLV DULOGUES. 

lbs’ Novels 

3 J. 6d. each. 

LIGHT FREIGHTS. Illuitraled. EonrlA 
Edition. 

‘ His wit and humour are perfectly irresis¬ 
tible. Mr. J«acobs writc.s of skippers, ^nd 
mates, and seamen, and bis crew are the 
jolliest lot that ever sailed.’—/^/riVy A’^rw'X. 

‘ Laughter in every page.’— Mail. 


Lucas Malet's Novels 


f. Crown Zvo. 

•COI.ONEI. KNI) 1 -,KI!Y'.S WIFE. Third, 
■f'. Edi/ioti. I 

COUNSEL OF PERFECTION. A'w 
}i Edition. 

.‘llTTLE PETER. Second Edition, v-6./. I 
PHEWAGICSOFSIN. EourteenthEdition. 
fHE CAKISSIMA. Fourth Edition. j 
' .;iE GATELESS HARRIER, fourth \ 
iEdiiion. 

‘ In “ The Gatcless Harrier '* it K at once j 
evident that. whiKt Lucas MJet lias pre- i 
served her birthright of originality, the ! 
artistr)*, the actual writing, L above even ' 
the high level of the books that were born i 
, ystiott'-^Westminster Gazette. i 


6j. each. 

ITIE HLSTORY OF .SIR RICUARU 
C.M.MADV. SmenthEdttion. A Limited 
Edition in Two Volumes. Cwy«8t/<». \7x. 

*A picture finely and amply conceived. 
In the strength and insight in which the 
story has been conceived, in the wealth of 
fancy and reflection bestowed upon it', 
execution, and in the moving sincerity of its 
pathos throughout, “ Sir Kich.Trd Calmady" 
must rank as the great novel of a great 
writer. '^Literature. 

‘The ripest fruit of Lucas Malet’s genius. 
A picture of m.icerna) love by tumi lender 
and terrible.’—.y/ec/ii/tfr. 

‘A remarkably fine book, with a noble 
motive and a sound conclusion.’— 


Gilbert Parker’s Novels 


Crown Zvo. 6 j. each. 


>IERRE AND HIS PEOPLE. Fifth Edi¬ 
tion. 

‘ Stories happily conceived and finely ey- 
ecuted. There is strength and genius in 
Mr. Parker's ay\c.'~Daily TtUgraih. 
'■RS. FALCHION. Fourth Edition. 

' A splendid study of character.'— 

Atkencrum. 

n TRANSLATION OF A SAVAGE. 
S^eskf Edition. 

Ipc TRAIL OF THE SWORD. Ulus- 
'ed. Eighth Edition. 


‘A rousing and dramatic tale. A book 
like this is a joy inexpressible. 

Oaily ChronicU. 

WHEN VALMONDCAMETO PONTIAC: 
The Story of a Lost Napoleon. Fifth 
Edition. 

‘ Here we find romance—real, breathing, 
living romance. The character of Valmond 
IS drawn nnertingly.'— 

AN ADVENTURER OF THE NORTH: 
The Last Adventures of 'Pretty I^ne.' 
Third Edition, 
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* Th« present book is full of fine and mov¬ 
ing stones of the great North.’— 

Htrald* 

THE SEATS OF THE MIGHTY. Iliua- 
trated. TkirUtntk Edition. 

'Mr. Parker has produced a really Hne 
historical r^o'^v.V-‘Athen^ru}n. 

* A great book .'—Biack and ll'hitf. 

THE BATTLE OF THE STRONG.: a 


Romance of Two Kingdoms. Illustratedi 
bourth Edition, '\ 

* Nothing more vigorous or more human,, 
has come from Mr. Gilbert Parker than this- 
novel.’— Literature. ■’ 

THE POMP OF THE LAVILETTES.:^ 
Second Edition, ^s. 6 d, 

‘Unforced pathos, and a deeper know¬ 
ledge of human nature than he has displayed 
before.'—/’<*// Mail Gazette, 


Arthur Morrison’s Novels 
Crown 8m 6 j-. each. 

TALES OF MEAN STREETS. Sixth CUNNINCl MURUKIX. 


Edition. 

*A great book. The author's method is 
amazingly effective, and produces a thrilling 
bcnse of reality. 'I’hc writer lays upon us 
a roaster hand. The book is simply app.'illing 
ami irresistible in its interest, li ishumorour. 
;dso; without humour it would not make the 
mark it is certain to make.’- H'or/d. 

ACmUHWrnK]M', 0 . Eour/AEdition. , 
‘The book is a masterpiece.’—/'«// Mall 
Gazette. 

TO lONDON TOWN. Second Edition. 

‘This ii the new Mr. Arthur Morrison, 
gracious and tender, sympathetic an«l ; 
Immzn.'—Daily Telegrafk, 1 


‘Admirable. , . . Heliglriful humorous 
relief ... a most artistic and satisfactory 
iiclucvement.’—.S'/cc/rt/<»r. 

THE HOLE IN THE WALL. Third 
Edition. 

‘ A maRterjiiccc of artistic realism. It has 
a fmuiitY of touch that only a master may 
command.’ -Daily Chronicle. 

*An absolute nmsicipiccc, wbiih any 
novelist mightbc pioudtocl.iim.’- (haphtc. 

‘“The Hole in the Wall” is a mastcily 
j)iecc of work. His characlcrs arc drawn 
with amazing skill. Extraordinary power.’ 
—Daily TeUi^raph. 


Eden Phillpotts’ Novels 


Crown ivo. 

LYING PROPHETS. 

CHILDREN OF THEMIST./V/y/tiV/Asn. 

THE HUMAN BOY. With a ErontUpiecc. 
b'onrtk Edition. 

‘Mr. Phillpotts knows exactly what 
sch(K>l*boy.s do, and can lay bare their in¬ 
most thoughts; likewise he shows an all- 
pervading sense of humour.’— 

SONS OF THE MORNING. Second 
Edition. 

‘ A book of strange power and fascina¬ 
tion.’— Post. 

THE STRlKlNi; HOURS. Second Edition. 

‘ Tragedy and comedy, pathos and 
humour, are blended to a nicety in this 
volume.'— World. 

‘ The whole book is redolent of a fresher 


6 ^. each. 

and ampler air than breathe'; in the circum¬ 
scribed lilc of great lowni. —Spectator, 

TH K RIV E R. Third Edition.^ 

‘“The River” places Mr. Phillpotts in the 
front rank of living novelists. ’—Punch, 
‘Since “I.^ma Doone’’ we have had 
nothing so picturesque as this new romance.^ 
Bimtinghain Gazcite, 

‘Mr. Phillnotts’s new book Is a ma.stcr- 
piece which mngs him Indisputaldy into 
the front rank of English novelists.’—Pa// 
Mall Gazette. 

‘This great romance of the River Dart. 
The finest book Mr. Eden Philliwtts has 
written.’— Post. 

THE AMERICAN PRISONER. Third 
Edition, 


S. Baring-Qould's Novels 
Crown 8w. 6 j. each. 


ARMINELL. Fifth Editim. 

URITH. FftkKiitiim. 

IN THE ROAR OF THE SEA. Seventh 
Edition. 

CHEAP lACK ZITA. Fourth FMHon. 
MARGRRY OF QUETHER. Tturd 
Edition. 


THE QUEEN OF LOVE. Fifth EdituM^. 
JACQUETTA. Third Edition. 1 i 

KITTY ALONE. Ffth Edition. 

NO^MI. Illustrated. Fourth Edition, 
THE BROOM-SQUIRE. Illustrit^i 
Fourth Edition. * 

DARTMOOR IDYLLS, 
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THK PENNYCOMEQUICKS. Third WINIFRED, illusstratcd. SKfndEdititH. 

EdUion. THE FROBISHERS. 

GUAVAS THE TINNER. Illustrated. KOYAI, GEORGIE. Illustrated. 

Second Edition. MISS OUILI.KT. Illustrated. 

BLADYS. Illustrated. Second Edition. Ll'n'laC TU’PF.NNY. A Edition. (>d. 

l-'OMITIA. Illustrated. Second Edition. CHKIS OF ALL SORTS. 

PABO THE PRIEST. IN DEWISLAND. 

Bobert Barr's Novels 

Crown 8t/(t. (>s. each. 

IN THE MIDST OF ALARMS. Third] THErOUNTKSSTKKLA. ThirdEdilim. 
Edition, \ ‘ Of these fuedia*val romniu cs, which are 

‘/^,l>ook which has abumhintly.‘Satisfied us | now gaining ground “The Countess 
by its capital UunuMir.'— Chronicle. \ 'J'okla" is the very bc^t wchave seen.'—/*<*// 
THE MUTABLE MANY. Second Edition. \ MallGautU. 

‘There is much insight in it, and much ; THE LADY KLKCTRA. 
excellent humour.’- l'>aily ChronkU. i 


Alhanesi (E. Maria). .SU.sannah AND; 

ONE OXIIER. Eourth Edition. Crov'tt [ 

th'e k'lundkr of a.\ innocen r. j 

( 'rmi'n C:v. fu. I 

CAFKICIOUS CAROLINE. Cro-wniw. , 

(«. 

T.OVK AND l.OUIS.V. Crinim Sr'o. 6i. 
I'ETER, A PARASITE. Crmm&vo. (j>. 
Altstey (F.)» Author of ‘Vice Verse.’ A 
BAVAKIJ FROM IIENOAI,. Jlliisiratetl 
by BiiK^AKU J'ABTKiiJoii 'J'hirJ Edition. 
Croton Zvo. tr. 6 ti. 

Batiheller (Irving). Author of ' Eheu 
Holdeii.’ D A R R L L O F ’I' II I. 
BLESSED ISLES. Third Edition. 
Croton 8 t/o. 6 s. 

BafotCRlcRaxd). A roman mv.steri. 

Third Edition. Crotun 8r'/>. 6.v. 

Balfour (Andrew). VENGEANCE Is 
MINE. Illustrated. Crtnt'«Sr.'U. is. not. 
Balfour (M. C.). THE FALL OF THE 
SPARROW. Croton Svo. 6t. 
Bailng-Oonld (S.). See page 34 and is. 
Novels. 

Barlow (Jane), the land OK the 

SHAMROCK. Croton St'o. 6 s. 

FROM THE EAST UNTO TH E WEST. | 
Croton Sro. is. net. 

Bur (Robert). See page 35 and is. Novels. 
Begbie (Harold). THE ADVENTURES 
OF SIR JOHN SPARROW. Croti’n 
6 vo. 6 s. 

BeUoo (HUalre) MR. BURT)EN, I 
DEALER IN t hardware. With tfl j 
Illustrations by G. K. Chestukto.s. 
Crown 8rvi. 6 r. 

Benson (E. F.). DODO: a Detail of the 
Day. Crown Bvo. 6 s. 

THECAPSINA. Crown itfO. ts.net. 
BnoMn (Haxgaret). SUBJECT TO 
VANl'TY. Crown &vo. 31. 6 d. 

Xeiant (Sir Walter), a Tivk years’ 
TRYST, and Other Stories. Crown ivo. is 

net. 


Bowles (C. Stewart). A STRETCH OFF 

THE L.AND. CrotonZro. 6s. 

BuUook (Stan. F.). 'THE SQUIREEN. 

Cr.iton It 'll. 6s. 

THE KI'.D I.EAGUF.RS. CrotiinStio. bs. 
Burton (J. Bloundelle). THE YEAR 
G.NK; A Ttigc of the French Revolution. 
Illustrated. CrotonSt'O, bs. 
DENOUNCED. Croton 60.1. 6s. 

'i'HEf’l.ASlI OK ARMS. t'rownSvo. bs 
ACROSS 'I'll E SALT SE.tS. CrownSvo. 


IS. net. 

’I'HE FATE OF VALSEC’. Cr. Svo. bs. 
A BRANDED NAME. Croton 8w. bs. 
Capes (Bernard), Author of ‘The Lake of 
Witte.’ THEEXTRAORDINARVeON- 
FESSIONS OF DIANA I'LEASK. 

Croton Bt'o. 6r. 

Chesney (Weatherby). THE BAPTIST 
RING. Croton Bvo. 6s. 

THE TRAGEDY OF THK GREAT 
EMERALD, Crown Bvo, 6s. 

THK MYSTERY OF A BUNGALOW. 
Croton 87'0. 6 s. 

Clifford (Hugh). A FREE LANCE OF 
'TO-l)AV. Crown Bvo. 6s. 

Cobb (Thomas). A change OF FACE. 

Ctoton Bvo. 6s. 

Cobban (J. Maelaren). the king of 
ANDAMAN: A Saviour of Society. 
Crown Bvo, 6s. 

WILT THOU H.WE THIS WOMAN! 

Croton Bvo. 6s. 

THE A.NGEL OF THE COVENANT. 


Crown Bvo. 6s. 

Corbett (Julian). A BUSINESS IN 
GREAT WATERS. Crown Svo. 6e. 
Corelli (UarieX See page 32, 

Cotee (Mrs. Everara). See S. J. Duncan. 
Crane (Stephen) and Barr (Bobert). 


THE CRUDDY. Crown Bvo. 6s. 
Crockett (B.B.), Author of’ The Kaldaro'elc. 
LOCMINVAR. lUustrated. Second 
Edition. Crown Bvo. 6s. 

THE STANDARD BEARER. Cr, Svo. 61. 
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Oroker (B. M.). ANGKL. Third Edition. 
Crown ivo. 6s. 

PEGGY OF THE BARTONS. Ei/th 
Edition. Crown 87'^^ 6s. 

A STATE SECRET. Third Edition. 
Crosan Bvo. 3s. 6d. 

lOHANNA. Second Edition. Cr.Bsso, 6s. 
THE HAPPY VALLEY. Crown Bvo. 6s. 

DOTla (A Conan), Author of ‘Sherlock 
Holmes,' ‘The White Company,’ etc. 
ROUND THE RED LAMP. Ninth 
Edition, Crown Bvo, 6s, 

Duncan (Bara Jeannette) (Mrs. Everard 

Cote.s), Author of ‘A Voyatte of Consola* 
lion.' THOSE DELIGHTFUL 
AMERICANS. Illustrated. Third Edi¬ 
tion, Crooon Bvo. 6s. 

THE PATH OF A STAR. Illustrated. 
Second Edition. Crown Bvo. 6s. 

THE POOL IN THE DESERT. 
Crown Bvo. 6s. 

A VOYAGE OF CONSOLATION. Cr. 
Bvo. 31. 6d, 

Fenn ( 0 . ManvUle). AN electric 

SPARK. Croii'v Bs'O. 6s. 

A DOUBLE KNOT. Crown Bvo. os. 6d. 
FlndlaterfJ. H.X THE GREEN GRAVES 
OF BALGOWRIE. EourthEdition. 
Crown Bvo. 6s, 

A DAUGHTER OF STRIFE. Crown Bvo. 
zs. net. 

Flndlater (BaryX ,OVER THE hills. 

Sezond Edition. Crown Bvo, 6s. 

HETTY MUSGRAVE. .'iecond Edition. 
Crown B?w. 6s. 

A NARROW WAY. T/urd Edition. 
Crown Bvo. 6s. 

•THE ROSE OF JOY. Second Edition. 
Crown Sr'A 6s. 

Fltaatephen (Gerald). MORE KIN 
THAN KIND. Croitm Bvo. 6s. 

rietClier(J.S.). the builders. Crown 

Bi'o. 6s. 

LUCIAN THE DREAMER. Crown 
8no. 6s, 

DAVID MARCH. Crown Bvo. 61. 
Franoie (B. B.). Miss ERIN. Second 
Edition, Crown Btio, is. net. 

Fraser (Bra Hugh), Author of ‘The 
Stolen Emperor.' THE SLAKING OF 
THE SWORD. Crown Sno. 61. 

Gallon (TonX .Author of ‘ Kiddy.' RICK- 
ERBY'S FOLLY. Crown Bvo, 6s. 

Oannt (MazyX DEADM.AN'S. Crown 

THE MOVING FINGER. Crown Bvo. 
3 *. 6d. 

Gerard (Dorothea). Author of ‘ Lady Bahy.' 
THE CONQUEST OP LONDON. 
SeeVnd Edition. Crown Bvo. 6s. 

HOLY M.ATRIMONY. Second Edition. 
Crown 800. 6s. 


THINGS THAT HAVE HAPPENED. 
Crown Bvo. 6s. 

MADE OF MONEY. Crown Bvo. 6s. 
THE BRIDGE OF LIFE Cr. Bvo. 6s. 

Gerard (EmUy). the herons’ 

TOWER. Crown Bvo. 6s. 

GUchrlst (K. Murray). WILLOW- 
BRAKE. Crown Bvo. 6s. 

Olssing (George), Author of ‘Demos,’ ‘In 
thrYear of Jubilee,’ etc. THE TOWN 
TRAVELLER. Second Edition, Crown 

THE CROWN OF LIFE. CrownBvo. 6s. 
Glanville (EmestX THE DESPATCH 
RIDER. Crown Bvo. js. 6d. 

THE INCA’S TREASURE. Illustrated. 
Crown Bvo. 31. 6d. 

Glelg (Charles). BUNTER'S CRUISE. 
Illustrated. Crown Bvo. 37. 6d, 

Goss (C. F.). THE REDEMPTION OF 
DAVID CORSON. Third Edition. 
Crown Bvo. 6s. 

Harrison (Mrs. Burton). A PRINCESS 
OF THE HILLS. Illustrated. CrownBvo. 
6s. 

Herbertson (Agnes G.X PATIENCE 
DEAN. CroionSrio. 6s, 

Hlchens (Bobert), Author of ‘Flames,’ 
etc. THE PROl’HET OF BERKELEY 
SOU A RE. Second Ed. *Crown Bvo. 6s. 
TONGUES OF CONSCIENCE. Second 
Edition. Croivn Bvo. 6s. 

FFjLIX. Fourth Edition. CrovmBvo. 6s. 
THE WOMAN WITH THE FAN. 
Fifth Edition. Cr, Bott. 6s. 

BVEWAYS. Crown Bvo. is. 6d. 

THE GARDEN OF ALLAH. Crown 
Bvo. 6s. 

Hobbes (John Oliver), Author of ‘ Robert 
Orange.’ THE SERIOUS WOOING. 
Crown 8rw. 6s. 

Hope (Anthony). See page 32. 

Hough (Emerson). THE MISSISSIPPI 

BUBBLE. Illustrated. Crown Bvo. 6s. 

Housman (Clemence). SCENES 
FROM THE LIFE OF AGLOVALE. 
Illustrated* Crown Bvo. is. 6d. 

Hunt (Violetx THE human in¬ 
terest. CrownBvo. 6s. 

Byne (C. J. Cutcliffe), Author of ‘Captain 
Kettle.’ MR. HOKROCKS, PUR&R. 
Third Edition. Croivn Bvo, 6s. 

Jacobs (W. W.X See page 33. 

James (Henry), Author of ‘What Maisie 
Knew.’ THE SOFT SIDE, Second 
Edition. Crown Bvo, 6s, 

THE BF.TTER SORT. CnmmBvo. to 
THE AMBASSADORS. SKondEdiHom, 
Cronin Bvo. 6s. i 

THE GOLDEN BOWL. CrownBvo. to 
JaBI01l<Ottttaf). ABRAHAM'S SACR 1 « 

FICG* Crfftvn 8cv. 61; 
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Lawless (Hon, Emily). TRAITS and 
CONFIDKNCES. Crown Zpp. 6s. 
MELCHO. Cro%vH Bvo. is. net. 

XiftVSOA (Harry), Author of ‘ When the BHIy 
Boils.' CHIUJKEN OK THE BUSH. 
Crown 

Linden (Annie). A woman of sen¬ 
timent. CrenimZ^'o >6s, 

Linton(E Lynn). THETK UK HISTORY 
OK JOSHUA HAVIUSON, Christian :uv\ 
Communist. Twef/th Edition. Mcdiutn 
8 t'o. 6 d. 

Long (J. Luther), Co-Authf»r of ‘Tlie I>;»r- 
linjr of the Gods,' MADAM K BUTTER- 
FLY, Crmm Zno. 6s. 

SIXTY JANE. Crov'fiBvo. fix. 
Lorimer(Nonna). MlRRVANN. Cro^vn 

Zro. 6s. 

JOSIAirS WIFE. CrmvnBvo. 6x. 

Lyall (Edna), derrick vauohan, 

NOVELIS T. ^2nd Thousand. Crown Zs'O. 
^s. 6d. 

M'CaXthy (Justin H.). Author of* If I were 
Kinj?.' THE LADY OK LOYALTY 
HOUSE. Crmvn Zvo. fix. 

Mackie (Pauline Bradford). T ii e: 

VOICE IN THE DESERT. CroumZvo. 
fix, 

Macnaufhtan(S.). THE FORTUNE of 
CHRISTINA MACNAB. Third Edition. 
CrtnvnZrto. C". 

Malet (Lucas). See paj^e 33. 
Maim(MrB.M.E.). OLIVLVS .SUMMER. 
Second Edition. CrownZvo. fix. 

A LOST ESTATE. A New Edition. 

( 'ro7vn Zi'O. fix. 

THE PARISH OF HILBV. A New 
Edition. Croton Zto. 6s. 

THE PARISH NURSE. CrownZr^o. Cs. 
(iKAN'MA’.S JANE. CronmZT'o. fix. 
MRS. PETEK HOWARD. cV. 8w. fix. 
A WINTER’S TALK. Cnw«8r<rJ. fix. 
THERE WAS ONCE A PRINCE. Ulus- 
trnted. Crmim Bpo. y. 6d. 

WHEN ARNOLD COMES HOME. 
Illustrated. Croton Zvo. ys. 6iE 
Marriott (Charles), Author of ‘The 
Column.* GENKVRA. Crotvn Zvo. fix. 
Marsh (Richard). MARVELS AND 
MYSTERIES. CrwnZvo. 6s. 

THE TWICKENHAM PEERAGE. 
Second Edition. Cremm fix. 

A METAMORPHOSIS, Croivn Zvo. fix. 
GARNERED, Crown Zoo, fix, 

A DUEL. CrownZvo. fix. 

Mason (A. E. W.), Author of ‘ The Courtship j 
of Morrice Buckler,’* Miranda of the Baf- 1 
cony,'etc. CLEMENTINA. Illustrated. 
Crown Zeuo. Second Edition, fix. 
llatherM(Helen), Author of 'Cornin’ thro* 
the Rye.’ HONEY. Fourth Edition, 
Crown Zvo. fix. 

GRIFF OF GRIFFITHSCOURT. 
Crown Zvo. fix. 

THE FERRYMAN. Crown Zvo. fix. 
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Meade(LT.> DRIFT. Cro7vnZvo. fix^i 
KK.SUROAM. CrmvnZvo. 6s. 

'Miss Molly* (The Author of). THE 
GREAT RECONCILER. Cfxnvn Zvo, fix. 
Mitford(Bertrajn). THE SIGN ok the 

.SITi>Kk. lUu.strateil. Sixth Edition. 
Croun Bt'O. ^x. 6d. 

IN THE WHIRL OF THE RISING. 
Second Edition. Croton Zvo, fix, 
MontreSOKF. F.), Author of ‘ into the HIkIj- 
waysand Heilscts.’ 'J'HK ALIEN, Third 
Edition. CrenonZvo. fix. 

Morrison (Arthur). See j).*ige 34. 

Nesblt (E). (Mrs. K. Bland). THE RED 
HOUSl'!. Illustrated. Fourth Edition. 
< 'roum Zvo. fix. 

I HE l.ri ERARY SENSE. Cr.Zvo. fix. 
Norris (W. E.X THE CREDIT of THE 
('OUN'TV. llhistrated. Second Edition, 
CrotvnZvo. fix. 

THE EMBARRASSING ORPHAN. 
Croivn Zvo. fix, < 

HIS GRACE. Third Edition. Cr.Zvo. fix. 
THE DESPOTIC LADY, CrownZvo. fix. 
CLARISSA FURIOSA. CrmvnZvo. 6.1% 
AN OCTAVE, Second Edition. Crown 
Zvo. 6s. 

NIGEL'S VOCATION. CrotimZvo. fix. 
A(’K S F.ATIIKR. CrotoHZvo. 9s.6d. 
.OR!) LEONARD THE J.i;CKLI'>,S. 
CrmvM Zvo. is. net. 

OUphantCMrs.). THE TWO MARYS. 

CrotnH Zvo. fix. 

THE LADY’S WALK. Croton Zvo. Cs. 
THE PRODlG.Ai.S. CrmonZvo. j.t. net. 

OUivantf AlfJredX owi» bob, IT IK (ik i :y 
DOG OF KENMUIR. Sixth Edition. 
Croton Zrfo. fix. 

Oppenhelm (E. Phillips), master f)K 

MEN. Third Edition. CrotonZvo. fix. 

Ozenham (John), Author t.r oi.'iriie nf 
Grand Bayou.’ A WEAVER OF WKJ'S. 
Crown Zvo. fix. 

Pain (Barry), three fantasie.s. 

Croton Zvo. ix. 

LINDLKY KAYS. CrotonZvo. fix. 
Parker (Gilbert). See page 33- 
Pemberton(Maxx thk footsteps of 

A THRONE, llluvtr.'tted. Second FidC 
tioK, Croton ivo. 6<. 

I CROWN THKK KING. With IHu^- 
trationx by Frank Dadd and A Forrestler. 
Crown Zvo, fix. 

Penny (Mrs. F. £.). A MIXED MAR- 
RIAGE. CrotvnZvo. is.net. 

FhiUpOtte (Eden). See page 34. 

Pickthall (Marmaduke). SAfD the 
FISHERMAN. Fourth F.diiion. Croton 
Zvo, (fix. 

Pryce (Richard). THE quiet mrs. 

FLEMING. CrownZvo. ys. 6d. 

‘0.’ Author of ‘Dead i(an1 Rock.' tllE 
WHITE WOLK. SuDmiSJitiim. Crmm 
8cv. 61. 
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QUOTX (W. 1 *). THE HUNCHBACK 
OF WESTMINSTER. Stcmd Edition. 
Crown 8™. 6s, 

THE CLOSED HOOK. CrmmSvo. 6i. 

RJirs(OraceX THE wooing OF 

SHEILA. Second Edition. Crooimivo. bs. 
THE I'KINCE OF LISNOVER. Cmun 
Bpo, 6s. 

RI171 (Orac«) and Asotber. THE 
DIVEKTKI) VI 1 ,LAGK. With Ilius- 
iraiions by Dokothv Gwyn Jeypkevb. 
Croton Btjo. 6s. 

Ridge (W. Pett). LOST PROPERTY. 

Second Edition. Crown 8m 6s. 
SKCRKTAKY TO BAYNE, M.P. Crown 
Sro. 6s. 

EKB. Second Edition. CrtKonBro. 6s. 

A .SON OF THE STATE. Crmon Bvo. 
V. 6d. 

A BREAKER OF LAWS. Cr. Bvo. 31. 6d. 
MK.S. GALEK'S BUSINESS. Crmon 

RitoSie (Mra David 0 .). THE TRUTH¬ 
FUL LIAR. Crowniitnt, 6s. 

Roberta(C.a.D.). the heartofthf. 

ANCIENT WOOD. Crownivo. 31.6rf. 
RusseUiW.Clark). MY Danish swEia-- 

HEART. Illustrated. Fourth Edition. 
Crown Zvo. 6t. 

ABANDONED, .'iecomi Edition. Crostm 
8m 6s. 

SergeantiAdellneb Author of 'The Story of 
a Penitent Soul.' THE MASTER OF 
liEKCHWOOl). CrmimSto. 6s. 
BAKUAKA'S MONEY. .Second F.dition. 
(town 8t'0. 6j. 

ANTUKA'S WAY. Crtnvn^rv. dr. 
TIIK YKLLOW DIAMOND. SaonJ 
F.Jitiflu. Cnyttm Sr-A 6i. 

UNDKR SUSPICION. Crmvn^vo. 6jr. 
TIIK I.OVK THAT OVERCAME 
Crown 8,’V. 6f. ' 

THK ENTHUSIAST. Cro-wntvo. Cs, 
ACCUSED AND AI’CUSKK. Croivn 
dr, 

THE PROGRESS OF R.^CHEE. Cr. 
Bvo. 6s. 

Shannon (W. F.). THE MESS DECK. 

CnfWM Sz>o, 3s. 6J. 

JIM TWELVES. SeiondEdition. Crown 
S:v. 6d. 


SoimloliBea (Albert), deep SEA 
VAGABONDS. Crown Boo. fa. 

Strain (£.%). ELMSLIE'S DRAG-NET. 
Crown 8w. fa. 

Stringer (Artbor). THE silver 

POPPY. Crouin Brio. 6s. 

Sutherland (Ducbess Of). ONE HOUR 
AND THE NEXT. Third Edition. 
Crown Brio. is. net. 

Swan (Annie). LOVE GROWN COLD. 
.Second Edition. Crmon Bvo. is. rut. 

Swift (Beniamin), siren city. Crown 
Tanqneray(Mr8.B.M.). THE ROYAL 

OUAKEIL Crmon Bvo. fa. 

TbomMon (Vance). SPiNNEkS OF 
LI FE. Crmon Bvo. 6s. 

Walneman (Paul). A HEROINE FROM 
FINLAND, Crown Bvo. is.net. 

BY A FINNISH LAKE. CrmunBvo. fa. 
THE .SONG OF THE FOREST. Crmon 
Bvo. 6s. 

Watson (H. B. Marriott). ALARUMS 
AND EXCURSION.S. Cr.Bvo. 6s. 
CAPTAIN FORTUNE. Cr.Bvo. 6i. 
Wells (a a.) THE SEA LADY. CV<wb 
8"/a. fa. 

WeymanfStanley), Author of‘A Gentleman 
of France.' UNDER THE RED KOBib 
With Illustrations hy R. C. Woo»vii.t.a 
Eighteenth Edition. Crmon Bvo. 6s. 
White (Stewart R). Author of ‘ The Blared 
'frail.' CONJUROR'S HOUSE. A Ro¬ 
mance of the Free'I'l ail. Second Edition. 
Crmon Bvo. 6s. 

Wiliiamson (Mrs. C. N.), Author of ‘The 
Ilarnstormcra.' P.APA. Second Edition, 
('rmon 8r'(\ 6.r. 

THE ADVENTURF, OF PRINCESS 
SLVVIA. Crown Sr'c. at. 6d. 

THE WOMAN WHO DARED. Crown 

THe/sEA could tell. Second 
Juiithn, CrtKun 8t/o. dr, 

Williamson (C. N. and A. M.). THE 
LIGHTNING CONDUCTOR: Rcing 
the Romant'e uf a AIotor Cir. Illustrated. 
S/.vtA Rditicm. Crm.vn Btjo. 6s. 

THE PRINCESS PASSES. (>. 8w. 6s. 
yoat3 (S. Levott). ORRAIN. Cretan 
iirv. 6 j, 


Boys and Oirls, Books for 


Crown Si’O, 3X. 6r/. 


Tim Icni.AitDnR's swonci By S. Baria|r-C°i>l<l. 
ONI.y A GtlAIlO-ROOM Doc, By Bdith E. CullwlF 
The doctor or the Juliet. By Harry Coliinc- 

M^STKR ROCKAFRIXAR’S VOYACF.. By W. CUrk 
KuMieU. 


SYl) BniaTON : Or, the Boy who would set go to Se; 
By (.1. Msoville Feno. 

Tilit Red Gkance. By Mrs. Moleswortb. 

A Girl op the People. By L. T. Meade. 

GlISV. By I.. T. Mende. 7s.i<t. 

The iloMUL'RABUt AltSiL By L. T. Meade. 
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Diunas, T&e Novels of Alexandra 

Price Double I'oluMe, is. 


I THRHR MVSKnTKnn*?. M'lth a long Inlrodiic- 
by Atulrew Laiij;. Double voUime. 

PKINCP. ok THIHVliS. .Sff^ond J'dition. 

N IKx ii>. A Sequel to the abi>ve. 

COKSH.AN BitOTHF.RS. 

MiH. 

•HAKKl) jACtU'OT. 

'ITV Yl^AkS Arn-.K. Doul.le Tolume. 

JKV. 

CA'-TLE OE J-PPSTI.IN. 

SNOWHAl 1.. 

-E; OK, Tub Wr.i)i)iNf; Odwn. 

Hl^tk Ti;up. 

Vise <»Mlh Mv IIKAGIXONNH. 

CoNVtCj’S SON. 

'W«)M--LkaIiP K. 

)N; OR, 1 nr w«*MrN's War, 

INI-: Mt );ai : and I'aslai. TiKi No, 
an AovFNH Khs oi* Captain i'AMi’iiU-r. 

IRNANOH. 

ABRII'L I.AAIBI RT. 

HE Rl MINISCJ NCI S OF ANIONV. 

ITHPRINI-. ni.OM. 

Hli CH1.VA1J1:.K L»'U AK MI N I AI„ 


CoNsnr.NCU 

niiutmtad SdiUoL 

THi' Tiirfr Mi sKiilT i-KJ'. lUustfatrd m Colouf 
l-v r TAJik AdaiiA. 

'Jill' I’RlNi.F Oh fliil-VKS. Illuitrated i» Colour by 
I rank 

Kt'iMM HooDTJiF OUTLAW. Illustrated in Colour 
by 1‘ratik Ad.miv 

TUP. CoR>irAN bkOTIlf;K:>. Jlliistrnted in Colour 
bv A. M. M’l.ell.m. 

ri KNftNor. IHiisttaied In Colaur by Munrn Or. 

!HJ JILACK Tci.ii'. Illustrated in CoKmr by A. Orr. 
.\< in. lUuilrati d m Ci'lour by Cfvrdun Ilrownr, 

I.] oRGi-’s. lUu'‘tr.«teil in Colour by Munro Otr 
'1 UP ( ASTI.U OF hJ'J'sTKlN. lliusiratcii in i ohmr 
bv A. (»ir. 

Tv.tmv Years Ahuk. llluntrateU in f wU-ur bs 
bf.iiik Ad.iiiis. 

TiO- SNOWPAI u ANH SCl.TAM’.l lA. Jllustr.itrd 
tn ( olour b\ I r.iiik Ad.uxv 
Thu Vk.oMU' i>r Ukac.i LoNM.. Illrntratod in 
(.'oloiii by Frank A<i.ni.s. 

A'JAt'kV. Ilhistratrd in Colour by C.ordun HFmne. 

; < i.' '1 I- \Rri> ,lA( ot lllustialt-il in Ci/li>;ir by 
i.ftirdoii Urpyrcic. 


Methuen’s Universal Library 

EniTp.i) BY SIDNEY l.EK /n iWumes, 

SSRS. Mftiiukn aie prvjjuiinjj a new .series of rcprinls eoobiii.in” both tiof)):s of classical 
ute, wliii-harc accessible in vniions forms, uinl aKo .some rno i boi.-l.s, of wliii li no .safisbu lory 
jtion at a modnaie price Is in existnire. It is tlnir ."inluiion to p'.uf c the books of uli 
Ltioiis, ami partirulnrly of ibe AnElo-Saxon race, wiiliintbe rcNuli <»f every reru’er. All the 
t niastcis of i’ocliy, Dmina, I' iciloii, llisiory. l)joj’i:i]»bv. mi'I I'lillosopliy ivill !)<' repre. 
ted. Mr. Sidney l.ec will be tiic tleneral J ilitor t.f ll*i. j.lbiary, and he will j.«<iitiibuie a 
te to each book. 

Thecli.'n.'icicrisiicsofMr.TJirr.N’s TJ.niversai. I.if'.RARV an- five r 
Mj. Soi.’Nincss 01- Th.KT. A piiic and tiiubridited text is ll.e p-uiuiy objVcl of ilteseriis, 
^ the b<K>ks will be carefully lepriiiled under the diieetior of tonipeteni ;<li<)luts fiom the 
editions. In a series intended for popular u.sc not less than for simleiif., u lie lence to the 
8ft .spcliim; would in many < ases leave tbeniatlcr uninlcllii;iblc to ordiiuiry ri;adei>, and, as tlie 
meal of a (ki'^sic is universal, the siK'Hin^ has in gencr.Tt en tT)u<!oriiised. 
i't 2. CoMPl.Ki KNKSs. Where it seems advisable, the Complete w^rksof sm.b masicis.as Milton, 
^acon, Ben Jorison and Sir Thomas Browne will be piveii, Th'-M- will Ir* issued in separate 
l^umes, RO that the reader who does not desire all tl»c works of an author w ill have the opfiur* 
iunity of acquiring a single masterpiece. 

3. Cheapness. 'J*he Ixioks will be well printed on good paper at a price winch on tiie who)** 
j witliout parallel in the hUtory of publishing. Each volume wtll coiitaiu from xoo to 3^0 pages, 
^ will be issued in p.aper covers, C rowm 8vo, at Sixj»ence net. 

14. Cl.FARNKss OF Tyi'K. Thc lypo will be a very legiblp (>nc. 

1)^5, SiMri-iciTY. There will be no editorial ni.aticr except a .short biographical and biblio- 
Aphical note by Mr. Sidney l.ee at the beginning of each volume. 

Where it is possible, each separate lx>ok will m issued in one volume, but the longer ones 
*«t Ixj divided into several volumes. The volumes may also be obtained in cloth at One 
MUng net, and where a single hook is i,ssued in several Sixpenny volumes it may l>e obtained 
^loih in a double or treble volume. Thus ijiL BbAft may ue bought in two Sixpenny 
Tjjnrnes, or in one cloth volume at is. 6d. net, and Shakb&feare will !;e given in ten Sixiienny 
'^les, or in five cloth volumes at is. 6d. each. 

he Library will be i<;sued at rcgukir intervah after the publication of the first six IkjoIcs, all 
iiich will be published together.^ Due notice will be given of succeeding issues. 'J be order 
liiblication will be arranged to give .is much variety of subject as possilde, and tin '.wlu§ics 
' losing the complete work> of an author will be issued at convenient intervulK. 
he early Books are in the Tress. 
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Messrs. Methuen’s Catalogue 


Novelist, The 

Messrs. Methuen are issuing under the above general title a Monthly 
of Novels by popular authors at the price of Sixpence. Each number is as long 
tlic average Six Shilling Novel. The first numbers of ‘The Novelist’ >>"> 
follows:— 


i. Dkad Men tell no Tales. By n. w. 
liiirnuKK* 

B. JliNNiH liAXTF.R, Journalist. By Robert Barr. 

3. '1 HLlNCA's'l'KiiASUKH. By Ernest Glanvillc. 

4. A SON OF THU b l ATH. % W. P«tt kid|{e. 
c. l''UK7n Bloom. By S. Barine*Goul(l. 

C. BUNI HR’S CRUISU. By C. Gleijr. 

7. THE Gay DKOl'ivrKS. By Arthur Moore. 
h. rKISONUKSOFWAk. By A. IVtyson Weeke^. 

9. A flash OK Su.MMl ByMr!>.W. K.Clifl'cHTd. 

10. VBLDT AND Laa<;i.k : Taleb|ol(the Ttausvaal. 

By Jv. S. Valentine. 

31 . THuNirr<;KR Knk'.hts. By F.NorreysConnel. 

ByV.C 


ifl. A MARRIAC.K AT SLA. By W. Chrl^iHsel!. 




By 


ij. THK BoMP OF THU LaVILH* 

r,lll>fift Parker. 

34. A Man of Mark. By Anthony Hoi^ 

THU CARfSsiMA. By I.HcasMalet. 
j6. Thu I.aoVs Walk. By Mrs. Olipbuit. 

37. UvRKiCK Vai'GHAn. By Hdtia^aU. 

18. In thk Midst or Ai.aums. MKoUetC Barr. 
IV. niS(;RAiT». By W. h. Norris, 
m Ihmfv. ByK. F. Benson. 

91 . ( URap Jack Zita. By S. Barint^Goutd. 

«'/. WHUN V'AlMtiNU CAMU TO PUNTIAC. By 
CUbcTt Parker. 

a^. Thu lll'MAN Boy. By F.ilen Phlllpotts. 

.4. Tint CHKONU tj-.s OF Count anionio. By 
Anthony flopc. 

a^. BY STROKK <iF SWORD. By Andrew Balfour. 
i‘6, Kitty AI.ONT,. By S. Iktrlny-Gould. 

27. (BLKS INOILUV. By W. F. Norrls. 

*'H. Ukith. By S. Bnrmg'Gould. 

Lrg. Thu TawN TRavi-llfu. ByGeor^e CluinK. 
30. Mk. Smith. By Mrs. Walfoia. 


3t. A Changu of Air. By Anthony Hope. , ? 
33. Tub Kloof Bkide. By Enirst Glim»l4e.l 
33. ANi.ul. By B. M. Croker. 
u* A COUNSHL OH in-RKUCTION. By T.UOU M 

35. Thu Baby's (;randmothkr, ByMrs.w^ 

36. THH Count KSS TKkt.a. By Robert BaiA 

37. DRIFT. BY!.. T. Meade. 4 

38. TlHi MaSTBK OF' BliECHWOOD. By Adi 

Sereeimt. ^ 1 

39. ClkmuntinA. By A.E.W.Masop. J 

40. TUB Al.tBN. By F‘. F. Montresor, 'a 

41. Tub Broom SctUikiC ByS. BariAg*Gou!d 
4a. Honey. By Helen Mathers. 

4 J. Thu FOOTSTEl'S OK A THRONR. By! 

Pemberton. / 

44. Round thk Red Lamp. By A. Conan l!>d 
4-;. Lost PROPLkTV. By W. Peit Ridge. 

46. Thk Twickenham Pkeragu. UyRici 

Marsh. 

47. Holy Matrimony. By Itorothea Gerard. 

48. Thu Si(.n ok the Spider. By Berts 

Mitfurd. , 

49. Thb Red House. By F. Nesbit. 

50. Thk Hole in the ‘wAi.r.. By A. Morriid 

51. A ROMAN Mystery. By Riciurd Biigoi. 
5a. THB Credit ok 'jhk Couniv. By W. 

Norris. ‘ £ 

53. A MomEN1‘S Frror. By A. W. MarebaoK 

54. PHROSO, By AnthunyHope. 

55. I CROWN TIIKH. King. By Max Pemberttm 
50. JOHANNA. By B. M. Croker. 

$7. BARHARA'S money. By Adeline Senreant. 
r,n. A Newspaper Girl, Mrs. C N. wwi«« 
sv. Thu IvODDHSS. By Ricnard Marsh. ' 
60. MRS, Petek Howard Bv M. e. Mann. 


Sixpenny Library 


THE Mataiif.i.u Campaign. By Major^Genend 
lUdcn-Puwrl). 

1 HP DoWNHAi L OK PkhMKLil. By M4}or*General 
Uadcn-Pnwell. 

MY Danish swp.p ihhart. By W, Clarl Russell. 
In Tilh Roar i'K the Ska. By S. Barini;. 
trinil'l, 

I’Pi.tiY OF THK Bartons. By B. M. Croker. 
iT(H(;khi-N graves ok Balgowkik. By Jane 
H. Fiiullater. 

The stolen Bacillus. By h. G. Wells. 

MAn Hrw AUSTIN. By W. E. Norris. 

T HU Ci^NQUi'iST OF fjONDON. Bv D'^rothea Gerard. 
A Voyage oK ConsolaTKjN By Sara J. Duncan. 
Tim MUTAKLK Many. By RoIhui Barr. 

Ben Hur. By C*enefal Lew Wallace. 

Sir Robf.RT’s Fortunh. By Mrs. OHphant 
THU Fair By General i-ew Wallace. 
iTARISSA FURIOSA By W. K. Norris. 

C RANFORD. By MnLOeskell. 

NORMi. By S. }l<riug.Gould. 

Tun I'HRonr ok David, By J. H. Ingraham. 
AttROSS the salt SBAS. By J. BleundeUe 
Burton. 

Thr Mill on thb Flos?. By C^eorge Eliot. 
PRTKR SiMPl.K. By Captain MarryaL 


Mary Barton. By Mrs. Gadcen. 

PRinit AND PRUJUIHCK. By Jane Austeo. 
NORTH AND South. By Mrs. Gask»:ll. 

JACOH FAITHFUL. By Captain MarryaL 
SHIRLEY. By Charlotte Bronte. 

J-AIRY TalpuS RR.Told. By s. BaHng Gouht 
Thr Truk History up Joshua Davidson. 
Mrs. Lynn Linton. 

A State sucre r. By B. M Croker. 

Sam s Swbethkak r. By Helen Mathers. 
Handley Cross. By K. s. Surtees. 
AnnbMaulKVBRFR. By Mrs. Ctiffyn. 

TiiK. Adventurers. By H. B. Marriott Wateot 
Dante's Divjnb Comedy. Tranakted by W 
Cary. J 

The CEDAR STAR. By M. E. M-wn. % 

.M ASTER OK Men. By E. P. Op|>etiheiin. ^ 
THBTrailok thr Sword. By GUbert Parkeik 
TiiOSR DULIi'.HIKUL AMERICANS. ByMrs.C<li 
MR. SPONGE'S SPORTING TOUR. By K. S. Sui 
ASK Mamma By R. S. Surtees. 

GRIMM'S Fairy Stories. lUustrated by < 
Cruikshank. 

GborceandtmbGbnbral. ByW. Petti 
THE Joss. By Richard Mnrth. 

Miser Hoadlby’s Sbcrbt. By A. Bf. Mart 






